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C YMBE LINE. 


A A 1 . 


Vor. VIII. A 2 


Dramatis Perſonae. 


+-CYMBELINE, King of Britain. 1 
CLOTEN, fon to the Queen by a former huſband, 
LEeonaTus Pos THUMUS, a gentleman in love with 

the Princeſs, and privately married to her, 

| GU1DERIiUS, 9 diſguis'd under the names of Polidore 

| ARVIRAGUS, | & Cadwal, ſuppoſed ſons to Bellarius. 

BELLARIUS, a baniſh'd Lord, diſguis'd under the 

name of Morgan. 

PHILARIO, an Italian, friend to Poſthumus. 


5:7 oa 


| lachiuo, friend to Philario. | | V. 
| Caius Lucius, ambaſſador from Rome. 
| Pis Ax Io, ſervant to Poſthumus. | | But ſe 
A French Gentleman, friend to Philario. . 
CoRNEL1US, a Doctor, ſervant to the Queen. 5 
g Two Gentlemen, | 

He pu 

Queen, wife to Cymbeline. { That 

ImoGEN, daughter to Cymbeline by a Went Queen. Unto 

HELE , woman to Imogen. - ; She's 

| Her h 

Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Ghoſts, _ Is out 

a Soothſayer, Captains, Soldiers, Meſſengers, and Be to 

other attendants, ; : | 

SCENE, for ſome part of the firſt, ſecond, and third N 

Acts, lyes in Ro M E; for the reſt of the Play in Ofth 

BRITAIN, Clad 

1 

Story partly taken from Boccace's Decameron, r 

day 2. nov. 9. little beſides the names F Too 


being hiſtorical, 


d. 
with 


1dore 
arius. 
r the 


ueen. 
— 


hoſts, 


, and 


third 
lay in 


On, 


r N 


1 r l. GN. 
CymBELINE's Palace in Britain. 
Enter two Gentlemen. 


I GENTLEMAN. 

OU do not meet a man but frowns, Our bloods 
No more obey the heavens than our courtiers ; 
But ſeem as do's the king's. 

2 GENT. But what's the matter? 
I Gent, His daughter, and the heir of's kingdom 
(whom 
He purpos'd to his wife's ſole ſon, a widow 
That late he married) hath referr'd herſelf 
7 - Vato a poor, but worthy gentleman, 
She s wedded. 
Her huſband baniſh'd; ſhe zi 'd. All 
ls outward ſorrow, though I think the king 


Be touch'd at very heart. 


2 GEN r. None but the king? 

1 GENT, He that hath loſt her too: ſo is the queen, 
That moſt deſir'd the match. But not a courtier, 
Lace they wear their faces to the bent 
Of the king's look) but hath a heart that is 
Glad at the thing they ſcoul at. 

2 GenT, And why ſo? 

1 Gent, He that hath miſs d the princeſs, i is a a thing 


Too bad for bad report : and he that hath her, 


(mean that marry'd her, alack good man! 


| And therefore baniſh'd) is a creature ſuch, 


His meaſure fully. 


As he was born. The king, he takes the babe 


A child that guided dotards. To his miſtreſs, 
(For whom he now is bantſh'd) her own price 
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As to ſeek through the regions of the earth 
For one his like, there wonld be ſomething failing 
In him that ſhould compare. I do not think, 
So fair an outward, and ſuch ſtuff within 
Endows a man but him. 

' 2 Genr, You ſpeak him fair. 

1 GenrT, I do extend him, fir, within kimſelf, 
Cruſh him together, rather than unfold 


2 GexnT, What's his name and birth? 0 
1 GENT. I cannot delve him to the root: his father Which 


Was call'd Sicilius, who did join his honour 26 
Againſt the Romans, with Caſſibel an, 1 
But had his titles by Tenantius, whom | $ 2G 
He ſerv'd with glory and admir'd ſucceſs; So lac 
So gain'd the ſur- addition, Leonatus, That 
And had, beſides this gentleman in queſtion, IC 
Two other ſons ; who in the wars o' th' time Or th; 
Dy'd with their ſwords in hand. For which their father, Let is 
(Then old and fond of iſſue) took ſuch ſorrow 20 
That he quit being; and his gentle lady 18 
Big of this gentleman, our theam, deceas d, The 9 


To his protection, calls him Poſthumus, 

Breeds him, and makes him of his bed- chamber, 
Puts to him all the learnings that his time 

Could make him the receiver of, which he took 
As we do air, faſt as twas miniſtred. . 

His ſpring became a harveſt : liv'd in court 
(Which rare it is to do,) moſt prais'd, moſt loy'd, 
A ſample to the young'(t ; to th' more mature, 
A glaſs that featur'd them; and to the graver, 
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Proclaims how ſhe eſteem'd him and his virtue. 
py her election may be truly read 
What kind of man he is. 
2GxExxr. I honour him, ev'n out of your report. 
But tell me, is ſhe ſole nnd 1 to the he ? 
” 16Genrt. His only child. 
If, He bad two ſons (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it) the eldeſt of them at three years old, 
Ith' ſwathing cloaths the other, from their nurſery 
Were ſtol'n; and to this hour, no gueſs in knowledge 
father Which way they went. 
- 2GtnT, How long is this ago? 
1 GENT, Some twenty years. [vey'd! 
2 GenT, That a king's children ſhould be ſo con- 
So ſlackly guarded, and the ſearch ſo flow 
That could not trace them 
I GenrT, Howſoe'er tis ſtrange, 


Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at, 
father, Yeti is it true, ſir. 


ing 


2 GENT, I do well believe. [ man, 
Ir. Wemuſtforbear. Here comes the gentle- 
n The queen, and princeſss. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


E2 Eater the Queen, Pos rhuuus, IMOGEN, and at- 
i 2 1 | tendants. 
} Queen. No, be aſſur'd you ſhall not find me, 
daughter, 


vd, Afr the ſlander of moſt ſtep-mothers, 
| Ill- ey'd unto you: you're my pris'ner, but 
| | our goaler ſhall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your reſtraint. For you, Poſthumus, 
Fo ſoon as I can win th' offended king, 
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Iwill be known your advocate: marry yet 
The fire of rage is in him, and were good 
You lean'd unto his ſentence, with what patience 
Your wiſdom may inform you. 
Pos r. Pleaſe your highneſs, 
I will from hence to-day. 
QUEEN. You know the peril : 
I'll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying | 
The pangs of barr'd affections, though the king 


Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeak together. [ Exit. 


lo. Diſſembling courteſie | how fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where ſhe wounds! My deareſt hufband, 
I ſomething fear my father's wrath, but nothing 
(Always reſerv'd my holy duty) what 
His rage can do on me. You mult be gone, 
And I ſhall here abide the hourly ſhot 
Of angry eyes : not comforted to live, 
But that there is this jewel in the world, 
That I may ſee again. 

PosT. My queen ! my miſtreſs ! 

O lady, weep no more, leſt I give cauſe 

To be ſuſpected of more tenderneſs 
Than doth become a man. I will remain 
The loyall'ſt huſband that did e'er plight troth. 

My reſidence in Rome, at one Philario's, 

Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter; thither write, my queen, 


And with with mine eyes I'll drink the words you ſend, 


Though ink be made of gall. 
Re-enter Queen. 
QUEEN. Be brief, I pray you:; 
If the king come, I ſhall incur I know not 


How much of his diſpleaſure—yet I'll move him 


[ A/ide, 


| To wal 


But he 


Pays de 


4 Pos 


As long 
The lo 


IMO 
Were! 
Such pa 
This d 
But ke 


When 


POS 
Vou ge 
And ſe 
With! 


While 


As Im 
To yo 
1 ſtill; 
It is a 


Upon: 
IM 


When 


-INCE. 


ng 


Exit. 


tyrant 
fband, 


'g 


u ſend, 


: CYMBELINE. * . 9 


| To walk this way; I never do him wrong, 


Hut he does buy my i uries to be friends, 
Pays dear for my offences. [ Exif, 
Pos r. Should we be taking leave, 
As long a term as yet we have to live, 
The lothneſs to depart would grow: adieu. 

Io. Nay, ſtay a little 
Were you but riding forth to air yourſelf, 

Such parting were too petty. Look here, love, 
This diamond was my mother's; take it, heart, 
But keep it till you woo another wife, 


When Imogen is dead. 


POST. How, how ? another! 
You gentle gods, give me but this I have, 
And ſear up my embracements from a next 


With bonds of death. Remain, remain thou here! 
[ Putting on the ring. 


While ſenſe can keep thee on: and ſweeteſt, fairelt, 


As I my poor ſelf did exchange for you 
To your ſo infinite loſs; ſo in our trifles 
I {till win of you. For my ſake wear this, 
It is a manacle of love, I'll place it 
[Putting a bracelet on her arm. 

Upon this faireſt pris'ner. 

Imo, O the gods! 
When ſhall we ſee again? 


S CE NE HE 


Enter CYMBELINE, and lords. 
Pos r. Alack, the king! ſight: 


Cru. Thou baſeſt thing, avoid, hence, from my 


If after this eommand thou fraught the court 
With thy unworthineſs, thou dy 't. Away! 


Ir hou'rt poiſon to my blood. 
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PosT. The gods protect you, 


And bleſs the good remainders of the court ! Cru. 
I'm gone. ; LEX. They we 
IMo. There cannot be a pinch in death Not after 
More ſharp than this is. : And pen 
Cym, O diſloyal thing, Qukx 
That ſhould'ſt repair my youth, thou heap'ſt Dear lad 
A year's age on me, | Leave u 
Ino. I beſeech you, fir, Out of 3 
Harm not yourſelf with your yexation, Cru 
I'm ſenſeleſs of your wrath; a touch more rare A drop 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. Die of t 


Cym. Paſt grace? obedience ? 
Io. Paſt hope, and in deſpair; that way paſt grace. *Qyx 
Cym, Thou might'ſt have had the ſole ſon of my Here is 


queen. PIS. 

Iu o. O bleſt that I might not! I choſe an eagle, Qu: 
And did avoid a ꝗ puttock. No har 
Cx. Thou teok'ſt a beggar ; would'ſt hank made ©P1s. 
my throne But th: 

A ſeat for baſeneſs. | And he 
Imo, No, I rather added By gen 

A luſtre to it. Qu 
Cym. O thou vile one! Ic 
In o. Sir, To dr: 

It is your fault that I have lov'd 8 : I wou] 
You bred him as my play-fellow ; he is Myſel 
A man, worth any woman; over-buys me The g 
Almoſt the ſum he pays. | Pit 
CyYM. Why? art thou mad? To br 
Iuo. Almoſt, fir; heav'n reſtore me: would [ were Of wt 

A neat-herd's Jonghter, and my Leonatus Wher 
Our neighbour-ſhepherd's ſan! 10 


+ a ſort of kite, Your 
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Enter Queen. 


Cx. Thou fooliſh thing; 


1 it They were again together, you have done 


re 


{ grace. 
n of my 


agle, 


ve made 


11 were 


Not after our command. Away with her, 
And pen her up. 

*Quzex. Beſeech your patience; peace, 
Dear lady daughter, peace. Sweet ſovereign, 
Leave us t'ourſelves, and make yourſelf ſome comfort 
Our of your beſt advice. 

Cx u. Nay let ber languiſh 
A drop of blood a- day, and being aged 
Die of this folly, | [ Exit, 

Enter Pis Axio. | 

Qurxx. Fie, you mult give way: 

Mere is your ſervant, How now, fir ? what news ? 

PiS. My lord your ſon, drew on my maſter. 

Quezn, Hah! | 
No harm, I truſt, is done ? 

Pis. There might have been, 

But that my maſter rather play d than fought, 


And had no help of anger: they were parted 


By gentlemen at hand. | 
"Querx. I'm very glad on't. [ part, 
IN o. Your ſon's my father's friend, he takes his 

To draw upon an exile: O brave ſir ! 

I would they were in Afric both together, 

Myſelf by with a needle, that I might prick 

The goer-back. Why came you from your maſter ? 

* Ps, On his command; he would not ſuffer me 

To bring him to the haven : left theſe notes 


Of what commands I ſhould be ſubject to, 


ben t pleaſe you to employ me 
' Quetx. This hath been 
Jour faithful ſervant; I dare lay mine honour 
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He will remain ſo, | 
PIs. I humbly thank your highneſs. 
QUEEN, Pray walk a while. [ me; 
Imo. About ſome half hour hence, pray ſpeak with 


You ſhall, atleaſt, go ſee my lord aboard. 
For this time leave me. I[Excuni. 


SCENT: IV. 


Enter CLO TEN, and two Lords. 


1 LoxD. Sir, I would adviſe you to ſhift a ſhirt; 


the violence of action hath made you reek as a ſacrifice, 
Where air comes out, air comes in: there's none 
abroad ſo wholſome as that you vent. 

CLor. If my ſhirt were bloody, then to ſhift it 
Have I hurt him ? 

2 LokD, No faith: Not ſo much as his patience. 

1 Logo. Hurt him? his body's a paſſable carkaſ 
if he be not hurt. it is a thorough-fair for ſteel if it be 
not hurt. 

2 Loa p. His ſteel was in debt, it went 0 th back. 
ſide the town. 

CLoT. The villain would not ſtand me. 

2 Loxp. No, but he fled forward ſtill, toward your 
face. 

1 LoRPD. wad you? you have land enough of your 
own; but he added to your having, gave you ſome 
round. 

2 Lo Rp. As many inches as you have oceans, pup- 
pies ! [a. ide. 
CLor. I would they had not come between us. 

2 Lob. So would I, 'till you had meaſur'd how 
long a fool you were upon the ground. Lide. 

CLor. And that ſhe ſhould love this fellow, and 
refuſe me | 


2Lo 
damn'd. 
1 LC 
her bra 
have ſe 


[ me; 
eak with 


 Exeunt, 


a ſhirt; 


acrificc. 
:'S None 


ft it 


ence. 
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1S, pup- 
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2 Lo RD. If it be a {in to make a true election, ſhe's 

damn d. [ a/ede. 

I Lo. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and 

. brain go not together. She's a good ſign, but 1 
have ſeen ſmall reflection of her wit. 


2 Lo b. She ſhines not upon fools, leſt the reflec- 


tion ſhould hurt her. 

CLor. Come, I'll to my chamber: 
had been ſome hurt done! 

2 Lo RD. I wiſh not ſo; unleſs it had been the fall 


[ a/tde. 


would there 


of an aſs, which is no great hurt. Lz de. 
CLor. You'll go with us? f 
I LORD. I'll attend your lordſhip, 
| CLor, Nay come, let's go together, 
| 2 Lox, Well, my lord. [| Exeunt, 


SCENE: V, 
Enter IMOGEN, and PiSANIO, 


IMO. I would thou grew'ſt unto the ſhores o'th“ 
haven, | 

And queſtioned'ſt every ſail: if he ſhould write, 
And I not have it, twere a paper loſt 
As offer d mercy is. What was the laſt 
That he ſpake with thee ? 

Pis. Twas, His queen, his queen! 

Imo. Then wav'd his handkerchief ? 

Pis. And kiſs'd it, madam. 
Io. Senſeleſs linen, happier therein than I. 
And that was all? 
+ P13, No, madam; for ſo long 
As he could make me with his eye, or ear, 
-Diſtinguiſh him from others, he did keep 
= deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief, 
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Still waving, as the fit and ſtirs of 's mind 
Could beſt expreſs how ſlow his ſoul ſail'd on, 
How ſwift his ſhip. 

Io. Thou ſhould'ſt have made him 
As little as a crow, or leſs, ere left 
To after - eye him. 

Pis. Madam, fo I did. 

Ino. I would have broke mine eye · ſtrings; crackt 

© *em, but 

To look upon him; till the diminution 
of ſpace had pointed him ſharp as my needle; 
* Nay follow'd him, till he had melted from 
The ſmallneſs of a gnat, to air; and then 


© Have turn'd mine eye, and wept—but, good Piſanio, 


When ſhall we hear from him? 
PIs. Be aſſur'd, madam, 
With his next vantage. 
Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Moſt pretty things to ſay: ere | could tell him 
How I would think on him at certain hours, 


Such thoughts, and ſuch; or I could make him ſwear, 


The ſhe's of Italy ſhould not betray 
Mine intereſt, and his honour ; or have charg'd him 
At the ſixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight, 
T'encounter me with oriſons, (for then 
I amin heav'n for him) or ere I could 
Give him that parting kiſs which I had ſet 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father, 
And like the tyrannous breathing of the north, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 
Enter a Lady. 

LADY. The Queen, madam, 

Deſires your highneſs' company. 


Ino. Thoſe things I bid you do, get them diſpateh d. 


crack 


iſanio, 


her, 


tch'd, 


a tance ? 
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1 will attend the Queen. 
PIs. Madam, 1 ſhall, [Exeunt, 


SCENE VI. 
ROM E. 


Eater PHilLAR1IO, IACHIMO, and a French man. 
lack. Believe it, fir, I have ſeen him in Britain; 


5 was then but creſcent, none expected him to prove 


ſo worthy as ſince he hath been allowed the name of. 
But J could then have look'd on him, without the 
help of admiration, though the catalogue of his en- 


dowments had been tabled by his fide, and I to per- 


uſe him by tems. 

PH1L. You ſpeak of him when he was leſs fur- 
Milk d than now he is, with that which makes him 
both without and within. 

FRENCH. I have ſeen him in France; we had very 
many there could behold the ſun with as firm eyes 
8s „ 

lach. This matter of marrying his king's daugh- 
. (wherein he muſt be weighed rather by her value, 
than his own) words him, I doubt not, a great deal 


from the matter. 


» FRENCH. And then his baniſhment: 
- Iacn, Ay, and the approbation of thoſe that weep 
this lamentable divorce under her colours, are won- 
gerfully to extend him; be it but to fortiſie her judg- 


ment, which elſe an eaſie battery might lay flat, for 
taking a beggar without more quality. But how comes 


he is to ſojourn with you ? ? how creeps acquain- 


PH1t., His father and I were ſoldiers together, to 


| hom I þaye been often bound for na leſs than my life. 
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Enter POSTHUMUS, 
Here comes the Britain, Let him be ſo entertaine 
amongſt you, as ſuits with gentlemen of your knowing 
to a ſtranger of his quality. I beſeech you all be bette 
known to this gentleman, whom I commend to you: 
a noble friend of mine, How worthy he is, I wil 


Teave to appear hereafter, rather than ſtory him in hi 


own hearing, 


FRENCH, Sir, we have been known together 12 


Orleans, 
Pos r. Since when I have been debtor to you for 
eourteſies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay 


ſtill. 


FRENCH, Sir, you o'er- rate my poor kindneſs; 


Was glad did atone my countryman and you; it * 


been pity you ſhould have been put together with ſo 
mortal a purpoſe, as then each bore, upon importance 
of ſo ſlight and trivial a nature. 

Pos r. By your pardon, fir, I was then a young tra- 


veller; rather ſhun'd to go even with what I heard, 


than in my every action to be guided by other experi- 
ences ;. but upon my mended judgment, (if I offend 
not to ſay it is mended,) my quarrel was not altoge- 
ther ſlight, 

FRENCH. Faith yes, to be put to the arbitrement 
of ſwords ; and by ſuch two, that would by all likely- 
hood have confounded one the other, or have faln 
both, 

Ia ch. Can we with manners ask what was the dil 
ference ? 

FRENCH, Safely, I think; *twas a contention in pu- 
blick, which may without contradiction ſuffer the re- 
port. It was much like an argument that fell out laſt 
night, where each of us fell in praiſe of our country - 
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miſtreſſes. This gentleman at that time vouching, and 
upon warrant of bloody affirmation, his to be more 
fair, virtuous, wiſe, chaſt, conſtant, qualified, and 
leſs attemptable than any the rarelt of our ladies in 
France. 

lach. That lady is not now living; or this gentie- 
man's opinion by this worn out, | 

pos r. She holds her virtue (till, and I my mind, 

la cu. You mult not ſo far prefer her, fore ours of 

Italy. 
Pos r. Being fo far provok'd as I was in France, I 
would abate her nothing, tho' I profeſs myſelf her 
adorer, not her friend. 
lac R. As fair, and as good; a kind of hand-in-hand 


compariſon had been ſomething too fair and too good 


for any lady in Britany: if ſhe went before others I have 
ſeen, as that diamond of yours out- luſters many I have 
beheld, 1 could not believe ſhe excelled many; but I 
have not ſeen the molt precious diamond that 1s, nor 
you the lady. 

Pos r. I prais'd her, as 1 rated her; ſo do 1 my 
fone. 

lac. What do you eſteem it at? 

PosT, More than the world enjoys. 

IaCch. Either your paragon'd miſtreſs i is dead, or 
K* s out-priz'd by a trifle, 

Pos r. You are miſtaken; the one may | be ſold or 
3 if there were wealth enough for the purchaſe, 
or merit for the gift. The other is not a thing for ſale, 


and only the gift of the gods. 

Iaca. Which the gods have given you ? 

Pos r. Which by their graces | will keep. 
lach. You may wear her in title yours; but, you 
know, ſtrange fow] light 1 neighbouring ponds. 
Vor. VIII. 
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Your ring may be ſtoln too; ſo your brace of unprize- 


able eſtimations, the one 1s bot frail and the other ca- 


ſual. A cunning thief, or a (that way) accompliſh'd 
courtier, would hazard the winning both of firſt and 
laſt. — | 

Pos r. Yourltaly contains none ſo accompliſh'd x 
courtier to convince the honour of my miſtreſs; if in 


the holding or loſs of that, you term her frail; I do 


nothing doubt you have ſtore of thieves, notwithſtan- 
ding I fear not my ring. 

PHIL. Let us leave here, gentlemen, | 

Pos r. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy ſignior, 
I thank him, makes no ſtranger of me, we are familiar 


at firſt. 


Iacx, With five times ſo much converſation, 1 


| ſhould get ground of your fair miſtreſs ; make her go 


back, even to the yielding: had 1 admittance, and op 
portunity to friend, 
Pos T. No, no, 


Iacn, I dare thereupon pawn the moiety of my e- 


ſtate to your ring, which in my opinion o'er-values it 
ſomething : but I make my wager rather againſt your 
confidence, than her reputation. And to bar your of- 
fence herein too, durſt attempt it againſt any lady in 
the world, 

PosT. You are a great deal abus'd in too bold a 
perſwaſion; and I doubt not you'd ſuſtain what you're 


worthy of, by your attempr, 


lach. What's that: 

PosT. A repulſe; though your attempt, as you call 
it, deſerves more; a puniſhment too. | 

Ph1L, Gentlemen, enough of this; it came in too 
ſuddenly, let it die as it was born, and I pray you be 
better acquainted, 
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lack. Would I had put my eſtate and my neigh- 
bour's, on th' ayprobation of what I have ſpoke. 

Pos r. What lady would you chuſe to aſſail? 

Iacn. Yours; who in conſtancy you think ſtands ſe 
ſafe. I will lay you ten thouſand ducats to your ring, 
that commend me to the court where your lady is, 
with no more advantage than the opportunity of a ſe- 
cond conference, I will bring from thence that ho- 
nour of hers, which you imagine fo reſerv'd. 

Pos r. I will wage againſt your gold, gold toit: 
my ring I hold dear as my finger, 'tis part of it. 

lach. You are a friend, and therein the wiſer ; if 
you buy lady's fleſh at a million a dram, you We 
preſerve it from tainting. But I ſee you have ſome re- 
ligion in you, that you fear. 

Pos r. This is but a cuſtom in your tongue ; you 
bear a graver purpoſe, I hope. 

Iacn. I am the maſter of my ſpeeches, and would 
undergo what's ſpoken, I ſwear. 

Pos r. Will you? I ſhall but lend my diamond 'till 
your return; let there be covenants drawn between 
us. My miſtreſs exceeds in goodneſs the hugeneſs of 
your unworthy thoughts, I dare you to this match ; 
here's my ring. 

PHIL, I will have it no lay. 
lach. By the gods it is one, If I bring you not 
ſufficient teſtimony that I have enjoy'd the deareſt 
bodily part of your miſtreſs, my ten thouſand ducats 
are yours: ſo is your diamond too; if I come off, 
and leave her in ſuch honour as you have truſt in; 
ſhe your jewel, this your jewel, and my gold are 
yours; provided I have your commendation, for my 
more entertainment. 

Pos r. I embrace theſe conditions; let us have ar- 
G 2 
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ticles betwixt us; only thus far you ſhall anſwer: | 
you make your voyage upon her, and give me direct} 
to underitand you have prevailed, 1 am no furth: 
your enemy, ſhe is not worth our debate. If ſhe re 
main unſeduc'd, you not making it appear otherwiſe, 
for your ill opinion, and th' aſſault you have made to 
her chaitity, you ſhall anſwer me with your ſword. 
lach. Your hand, a covenant; we will have theſ: 


things ſet down by lawful counſel, and ſtraight away 
for Britain, leſt the bargain ſhould catch cold, and 
ſtarve, I will fetch my gold, and have our two wagen 


recorded. 
Pos r. Agreed. 
FRENCH, Will this hold, think you? 
PHIL. Signior Iachimo will not from it. 


Pray let us follow 'em. [ Exeurt, 


SCENE VII. 


Cymbel.ne's Palace in Britain. 


Enter Queen, Ladies, and CorRNEL1US with a viol. 


Quzzn. While yet the dew's on ground gather 
thoſe flowers. 


Make haſte. Who has the note of them a 
LADIES. I, madam. 
Qukx. Diſpatch. [ Exeunt Ladies. 
Now maſter door, have you brought thoſe drugs? 
CoR. Pleaſeth your bighnels, ay; here they are, 
madam z 
But I beſeech Dor grace without offence 
(My cooſcicnce bids me aſk) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me theſe moſt pois'nous compounds? 
Which are the movers of a languiſhing death; 
But though ſlow, deadly. 
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QUEEN. I wonder, doctor, 
Thou ask'ſt me ſuch a queſtion; have I not been 
Thy pupil long ? haſt thou not learn'd me how 
To make perfumes ? diſtil ? preſerve ? yea ſo, 
That our great king himſelf doth woo me oft 
For my confections ? having thus far proceeded, 
Unleſs thou think'ſt me dev'liſh, 1s't not meet 
That I did ampliſie my judgment in 
Other concluſions ? Iwill try the forces 
theſe thy compounds on ſuch creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging, but none human; 


To try the vigour of them, and apply 


Allayments to their act, and by them gather 
Their ſev'ral virtues, and effects. 
Cos. Your highneſs 
Shall from this practice but make hard your heart; 
Beſides, che ſeeing theſe effects will be 
Both noyſome and infectious. | 
QUEEN, O, content thee. 
Enter PIs AN Io. 
Here comes a flatt'ring raſcal, upon him 
Will I firſt work; he's for his maſter's ſake 
An enemy to my ſon, How now, Piſanio? 
Doctor, your ſervice for this time is ended, 
Take your own way. 
Cox. Ido ſuſpect you, madam. [ a/tde, 
But you ſhall do no harm, 
QUEEN, Hark thee a word. [To Piſanio. 
Cok. I do not like her. She doth think ſhe has 
Strange ling'ring poiſons ; I do know her ſpirit, 
And will not truſt one of her malice with 
A drug of ſuch damn'd nature. Thoſe ſhe has 
Will (tupifie and dull the ſenſe a while; 
Which firſt perchance ſhe'll prove on cats and dogs, 


[a/ede. 
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Then afterward up higher ; but there is 
No danger in what ſhew of death it makes, 
More than the locking up the ſpirits a time, 
To be more freſh, reviving. She is fool'd 
With a moſt falſe effect; and I the truer, 
So to be falſe with her, 
QuEEN, No further ſervice, doctor, 
Until I ſend for thee, 
Con. I humbly take my leave. DLExit. 
Queen. Weeps ſhe ſtill, ſay'ſt thou? doſt thou 
think in time 
She will not quench, and let inſtructions enter 
Where folly now poſſeſſes? do thou work; 
When thou ſhalt bring me word ſhe loves my ſon, 
I'll tell thee on the inſtant, thou art then 
As great as is thy maſter ; greater; for 
His fortunes all lye ſpeechlels, and his name 
Is at laſt gaſp. Return he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is: to ſhift his being, 
Is to exchange one miſery with another; 


And every day that comes, comes to decay 


A day's work in him. What ſhalt thou expect 
To be depender on a thing that leans? 

Who cannot be new built, and has no friends, 
So much as but to prop him? Thou tak'ſt up 


[ Piſanio looking on the viel. 


Thou know'ſt not what; but take it for thy labour, 
It is a thing I make, which hath the king 

Five times redeem'd from death ; I do not know 
What is more cordial, Nay I pr'ythee take it, 

It is an earneſt of a farther good 

That I mean to thee. Tell thy miſtreſs how 

The caſe ſtands with her; do't, as from thyſelf: 
Thiak what a chance thou chanceſt on, but think 
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Thou haſt thy miſtreſs ſtill; to boot, my ſon, 
Who ſhall take notice of thee. I'Il move the king 
To any ſhape of thy preferment, ſuch 

As thou'lt deſire; and then myſelf, I chiefly 
That ſet thee on to this deſert, am bound 


2 Piſa. 
Think on my words. A ſly and conſtant knave, 
Not ta be ſhak d; the agent for his maſter, 
And the remembrancer of her, to hold 
The hand faſt to her lord. I've giv'n him that, 
Which if he take, ſhall quite unpeople her 
Of leidgers for her ſweet; and which ſhe after 
(Except ſhe bend her humour) ſhall be aſſur'd 
To taſte of too. 

Enter Pis Ax io, and Ladies. 
So, ſo; well done, well done; 
The violets, cowſlips, and the prim-roſes, 


Bear to my cloſet; fare thee well, Piſanio, 


Think on my words. [ Ex. Queen and ladies, 
Pis. And ſhall do: 


But when to my good lord I prove untrue, 
Fil choak myſelf; there's all I'll do for you. [ Exit. 


$S CE NE VIII. 
Enter IMOGEN alone. 


Imo. A Father cruel, and a ſtepdame falſe, 
A fooliſh ſuitor to a wedded lady, 
That hath her huſband baniſh'd—O, that huſband ! 
My ſupream crown of grief, and thoſe repeated 
had I been thief-ſtoln, | 


* the deſire that's glorious. Bleſs'd be thoſe. 


— — — — LEI — 
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How mean ſo'er, that have their honeſt wills, 
Which ſeaſons comfort. Who may this be? fie! 
Enter Pis Ax io and IacHIMO. 

Pis, Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome 
Comes from my lord with letters, 

lach. Change you, madam ? 
The worthy Leonatus 1s in ſafety, 
And greets your highneſs dearly, 

Io. Thanks, good fir, 
You're kindly welcome. 

IacH. All of her, that is out of door, moſt rich 
If ſhe be furniſh'd with a mind fo rare, [ fade 
She is alone th' Arabian bird; andI 


Have loſt the wager. Boldneſs be my friend! 


Arm me audacity from head to foot. 
Or like the Parthian I ſhall flying fight, 
Rather directly flye. 


IMOGEN reads. 


He is one of the nobleſt note, to whoſe lad J am 


moſt infinitely tyed. Reflect upon him accordingly, as you 
value your truſt, 

Leonatus. 
So far I read aloud. 


But even the very middle of my heart 


Is warmed by the reſt, and takes it thankfully —— 
You are as welcome, worthy fir, as 1 
Have words to bid you, and ſhall find it ſo 
In all that I can do. 
lacn. Thanks, faireſt lady. 
What, are men mad ? hath nature given them eyes 
To ſee this vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of ſea and land, which can diſtinguiſh 'twixt 
The fiery orbs above, and as twinn'd ſtones 
Upon the number'd beach ? and can we not 
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Partition make with ſpectacles ſo precious 
Twixt fair and foul ? 
Io. What makes your admiration ? 

Ia ck. It cannot be i'th' eye; for apes and monkeys, 
*Twixt two ſuch ſhe's, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mowes the other. Nor 1'th' judgment; 
For Ideots in this caſe of favour, would 


Be wiſely definite, Nor in the appetite, 


Slutt'ry to ſuch neat excellence oppos'd, 
Should make deſire vomit ev'n emptineſs, 
Not fo allur'd to feed. 
Ino. What is the matter trow ? 
Ich. The cloyed will, 
That ſatiate, yet unſatisfy'd deſire, that tub 
Both fill'd and rnnning : ravening firſt the lamb, 


Imo, What, dear fir, 
Thus raps you? are you well? 
lac. Thanks, madam, well——Beſcech you, fir, 
[To Piſanio, 
Deſre my man's abode, where I did leave him 
He's ſtrange and peeviſh, 
PIs. I was going, fir, 
To give him welcome, 
Io. Continues well my lord? 
His health, beſeech you? 
Ich. Well, madam. 
Into, Is he diſpos'd to mirth ? I hope he is. 
v lac. Exceeding pleaſant; none a ſtranger there. 
0 merry, and ſo gameſome; he is call'd 
The Britain reveller, 
Io. When he was here 
Be did incline to ſadneſs, and oft times 


\ Bt knowing why, 
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IAcn. I never ſaw him ſad. 
There 1s a Frenchman his companion, one 
An eminent monſieur, that it ſeems much loves 
A Gallian girl at home. He furnaces 
The thick * ſighs from him; whiles the jolly Britain, 
( Your lord 1 mean,) laughs from's free lungs, cric: 
Oh! 
Can my ſides hold, to think, that man who knows 
By hiſtory, report, or his own proof 
What woman is, yea, what ſhe cannot chuſe 
But mult be, will his free hours languiſh out 
For aſſur'd bondage? 
Io. Will my lord ſay ſo? ſter, 
Lach. Ay, madam, with his eyes in flood with laugh- 
It is a recreation to be by 
And hear him mock the Frenchman : but heav'n know! 
Some men are much to blame, 
Ino. Not he, I hope. [might 
lac. Not he, But yet heav'n's bounty tow'rds him 
Be us'd more thankfully. In himſelf tis much; 
In you, whom I count his beyond all talents, 
Whilſt I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pity too, 
Imo, What do you pity, fir ? 
lach. Two creatures heartily, 
Ino. Am lone, fir ? 
You look on me; what wreck diſcern you in me 
Deſerves your pity ? 
lach. Lamentable ! what 
To hide me from the radiant ſun, and ſolace 
I'th* dungeon by a ſnuff ? 
Io. I pray you, fir, 
Deliver with more openneſs your anſwers 
* ſides. 
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To my demands. Why do you pity me ? 
lach. That others do, | 
I was about to ſay, enjoy your but 
It is an office of the gods to venge it, 
Not mine to ſpeak on't. 
Io. You do ſeem to know 
Something of me, or what concerns me; pray you 
(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Than to be ſure they do; for certainties 
Or are paſt remedies, or timely knowing, 
The remedy then born ;) diſcover to me 
What both you ſpur and ſtop, 
Jacn, Had I this cheek 
To bath my lips upon; this hand, whoſe touch, 
Whoſe very touch would force the feeler's foul 
Ts th' oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes pris'ner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing i it only here; ſhould I, damn'd then, 
aver with lips, as common as the ſtairs 


| That mount the Capitol? join grips with hands 


Made hard with Hourly falſhood, as with labour? 
Then glad myſelf by peeping in an eye 
Baſe and unluſtrious as the ſmoaky light 
That's fed with ſtinking tallow ? it were fit 
That all tbe plagues of hell ſhould at one time 
Encounter ſuch revolt. 

Io. My lord, I fear, 
Has forgot Britain, 

lach. And himſelf, Not 1 


| meli d to this intelligence, pronounce 


The beggary of his change; bur 'tis your graces 
hat from my muteſt conſcience, to my tongue, 
arms this report out. 

luo. Let me hear no more. 
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Iacn. O deareſt ſoul! your cauſe doth ſtrike n 


heart | 
With pity, that doth make me ſick. A lady 
So fair, and faſtned to an empery, 


Would make the great'ſt king double! to be partner! 


With tomboys, hir'd with that ſelf- exhibition 


| Which your own coffers yield | with diſeas'd venter 


To play with all infirmities for gold, 
Which rottenneſs lends nature! ſuch boyl'd ſtuff 
As well might poiſon poiſon! Be reveng'd, 
Or ſhe that bore you was no Queen, and you 
Recoil from your great ſtock. 

Ino. Reveng'd! 
How ſhould I be reveng'd, if this be true? 


As I have ſuch a heart, that both mine ears 


Muſt not in haſte abuſe; if it be true, 
How ſhall I be reveng'd ? 
Iacn. Should he make me 
Live like Diana's prieſt, betwixt cold ſheets ? 
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps 
In your deſpight, upon your purſe? revenge it! 
I dedicate myſelf to your ſweet pleaſure, 
More noble than that runagate to your bed, 
And will continue faſt to your affection, 
Still cloſe, as ſure. 
Ino. What ho, Piſanio! | 
lach. Let me my ſervice tender on your lips. 
In o. Away, I do condemn mine ears, that have 
So long attended thee, If thou wert honourable 
Thou wouldſt have told this tale for virtue, not 
For ſuch an end thou ſeek'ſt, as baſe, as ſtrange : 
Thou wrong'ſt a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour ; and 
Sollicit'ſt here a lady, that diſdains 
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Thee, and the devil alike, What ho, Piſanio! 
The king my father ſhall be made acquainted 
Of thy aſſault ; if he ſhall think it fit, 
Aſawey ranger in his court to mart 
As in a Romiſh ſtew, and to expound 
His beaſtly mind to us; he hath a court 
He little cares for, and a daughter whom 
He not reſpects at all. What ho, Piſanio ! 
ach. O happy Leonatus, I may ſay, 

14 credit that thy lady hath of thee 
Deſerves thy truſt, and thy moſt perfect goodneſs 
Her aſſur d credit! bleſſed live you long, 

A lady to the worthieſt fir, that ever 
Country call'd his; and you his miſtreſs, only 


- For the moſt worthy fit. Give me your pardon, 


I have ſpoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted ; and ſhall make your lord, 
That which he is, new o'er: and he is one 
The trueſt-manner'd, ſuch a holy witch, 


| That he enchants ſocieties into him : 


Half all mens hearts are his. 
IMO. You make amends. 
Ic. He ſits mongſt men like a deſcended god; 
He hath a kind of honour ſets him off, 
More than a mortal feeming. Be not angry, 
Moſt mighty princeſs, that I have adventur'd 


To try your taking of a falſe report, which hath 


Honour'd with confirmation your great judgment, 
In the election of a fir, ſo rare, 


Which you know cannot err. The love I bear him, 


Made me to fan you thus ; but the gods made you, 


f like all others, chaffleſs. Pray, your pardon. 


$ Io, All's well, fir; take my pow'r i' th' court for 
yours, 
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lach. My humble thanks; I had almoſt forgot rob Ip 
T'intreat your grace but in a ſmall requeſt, Ino i 


And yet of moment too, for it concerns Send 1 

Your lord; myſelf, and other noble friends And — 
Are partners in the buſineſs. * 
IMo. Pray what 1s't ? "Ft 


lach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord, 
(Beſt feather of our wing,) have mingled ſums 
To buy a preſent for the Emperor : 
Which I, the factor for the reſt, have done 
In France; tis plate of rare device, and jewels 
Of rich and exquiſite form, their values great; 
And I am ſomething curious, being ſtrange, 
To have them in ſafe ſtowage: may it pleaſe you 
To take them in protection. 

Ino. Willingly; : 

And pawn mine honour for their ſafety. Since 
My lord hath int'reſt in them, 1 will keep them 
In my bed- chamber. 

Tacn. They are in a trunk 
Attended by my men: I will make bold 
To ſend them to you, only for this night; 
I muſt aboard to-morrow. 

IMO. Ono, no. [word 
lack. Yes, I beſeech you: or I ſhall ſhort my 
By length'ning my return. From Gallia, 

I croſt the ſeas on purpoſe, and on promiſe 
To ſee your grace. 

Ino. I thank you for your pains ; 
But not away to-morrow ? | 

IAck. I muſt, madam, 
Therefore I ſhall beſeech you, if you pleaſe 
To greet your lord with writing, do't to-night. 
I have out- ſtood my time, which is material 
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Tot tender of our preſent. 

o. I will write: 

Send y our trunk to me, it ſhall be ſafe kept, 
Andiraly yielded you: You re very welcome. [ Exe. 


: 410 r u. SCENE 1. 
Cymbeline's Palace. 


+ Enter CLorExN, and two Lords, 


(torun. 


AS there ever man had ſuch luck! when I 
kiſs'd the Jack upon an up-caſt, to be hit 
4 I had an hundred pound on't; and then a 
whorſon jack-an-apes muſt take me up for ſwearing, 
as if I had borrowed mine oaths of him, and might 
not ſpend them at my pleaſure. 
Lon p. What got he by that ? vou have broke his 
pate with your bowl. 


2 Log p. If his wit had been like bim that broke it, 
it would have run all out, 
Cror. When a gentleman is diſpoſed to ſwear, it is 
not for any ſtanders-by to curtail his oaths, ' Ha? 

2 Loxp. No, my lord: nor crop the ears of them, 
Cror. Whorſon dog! I give him ſatisfaction ? 
guld he had been one of my rank. 

n Lox. To have ſmelt like a fool. [afide. 
Cx or. I am not vex't more at any thing in the earth, 
a pox on't. I had rather not be ſo noble as I am; 
y dare not fight with me, becauſe of the Queen my 
n ther; ; every jack · ſlave hath his belly full of fighting, 


1 mult go up and down like a cock that no body 
«ar i match, 
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2 Loxp. Jou are a cock and a capon too, and jt 
crow cock with your comb on. [ak 


CLorT, Say'ſt thou? 


2 LoxD. It is not fit your lordſhip ſhould undertai 


every companion, that you give offence to. 


CLor. No, I know that; but it is fit I ſhould con 


mit offence to my es. 
2 LoD, Ay, it is fit for your lordſhip only. 
CLor. Why ſol ſay. 
I LoxD, Did you hear of a ſtranger that's come 
eourt to-night ? 
CLor. A ſtranger, and I not know on't ? 


2 LoxD, He's a ſtrange fellow himſelf, and know +: 


it not. 

1 Loxp. There's an Italian come, and 'tis though 
one of Leonatus's friends. hs 

CLorT. Leonatus ! a baniſh'd raſcal ; and he's ano 
ther, whereſoever he be, Who told you of thi 
ſtranger ? 

1 Lok p. One of your lordſhip's pages. 

CLor, Is it fit I went to look upon him? 1 is ther 


no derogation in't? 


2 LokD. You cannot derogate, my lord, 

Cror. Not eaſily, I think. 

2 Lok p. You are a fool granted, therefore your | 
ſues being fooliſh, do not derogate. [a/id: 

CLoT. Come, I'll go ſee this Italian: what I har: 
loſt to-day at bowls, I'll win to-night of him. Come; 
£0, | 

2 Lok p. I'Il attend your lordſhip. 
That ſuch a crafty devil as his mother, 
Should yield the world this aſs; a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain, and this her ſon 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 


— — — 


[Exit Clot. 
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And leave eighteen, Alas poor princeſs, 

ou divine Imogen, what thou endur'lt, 
etwixt a father by thy ſtep dame govern'd, 


33 


Amother hourly coining plots ; a wooer, 


More hateful than the foul expulſion is 
Of thy dear huſband, than that horrid act 
Of the divorce — he'll make the heav'ns hold firm 
The walls of thy dear honour ; keep unthak'd 

That temple thy fair mind, chat thou may ſt ſtand 
aer thy baniſh'd lord: and this great land. 


L Exeunt, 
* SCENE Il. 
Apregifcen bed-chamber, in ons part of it a large 


trunk. 


proces is diſcover'd reading in her bed, a " 
5 attending. 

; Io. Who's there? my woman Helen ? 
Labr. Pleaſe you, madam 
; Ino. What hour is it? 
Lady, Almoſt midnight, madam, [ weak, 
7 Ino. I have read three hours then, mine eyes are 
"F down the leaf where [ have left to bed 
F Are not away the taper. leave it burning: 

: d if thou canſt awake by four o'th' clock, 
F r'ythee call me ſleep hath ſeiz'd me wholly, 
2 [ Exit lady. 


ED your protection I commend me, gods; 
om fairies, and the tempters of the night, 
ſleeps. 
Iachimo riſes from the trunk. 
Iiach. The crickets ſing, and man's o'er- labour d 
ſenſe 
Vor. VIII. E 


How dearly they do't ! 
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Repairs itſelf by reſt: our Tarquin thus 

Did ſoftly preſs the ruſhes, ere he waken'd 
The chaſtity he wounded. Cytherea, 

How bravely thou becom'ſt thy bed! freſh lilly, 


And whiter than the ſheets ! that I might touch, 


But kiſs, one kiſs 


rubies unparagon'd 
'tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus: the flame o'th' taper 


Bows tow'rd her, and would under-peep her lids, 
To ſee th' incloſed lights, (now canopy'd 


Under the windows,) white and azure, lac'd 

With blew heav'ns own tinct but my deſign's 

To note the chamber I will write all down, 

Such and ſuch pictures there the window, —ſuch 

Th' adornment of her bed—the arras, figures 

Why ſuch, and ſuch—and the contents o'th' {tory 

Ah, but ſome nat'ral notes about her body, 

Above ten thouſand meaner moveables 

Would teſtifie, t' enrich my inventory. 

O ſleep, thou ape of death, lye dull upon her, 

And be her ſenſe but as a monument, 

Thus in a chappel lying. Come off, come off, — 
[Taking off her brace! 

As ſlipp' ry as the gordian knot was hard, 

"Tis mine, and this will witneſs outwardly, 

As ſtrongly as the conſcience do's within, 

To th' madding of her lord, On her left breaſt 

A mole cinque-ſpotted, like the crimſon drops 

I'th' bottom of a cowſlip. Here's a voucher, 

Stronger than ever law could make: this ſecret 


Will force him think I've pick'd the lock, and ta e: ha 


The treaſure of her honour. No more to what en 
Why ſhould I write this down that's rivetted, 


Screw'd to my mem'ry, Sh” hath been reading late 
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The tale of Tereus, here the leaf's turn'd down 
Where Philomel gave up have enough 
To th' trunk again, and ſhut the ſpring of it. 
Swift, ſwift, you dragons of the night ! that dawning 
May * ope the raven's eye: I lodge in fear, 
oeh this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 
[Clock ftrikes. 
One, two, three: time, time! 
1 [Goes into the trunk, the Scene cliſes. 


S CEN:-E III. 
The Palace again. 


Enter CLOTEN and lords, 

1 Lon p. Your lordſhip is the moſt patient man in 
loſs, the coldeſt that ever turn'd up ace, 

Cr or. It would make any man cold to loſe. 

1 Lokd, But not every man patient, after the 
noble temper of your lordſhip; you are moſt hot and 
furious when you win. 

Cror. Winning will put any man into courage: If 
1 could get this fooliſh Imogen, I ſhall have gold 
ü a pugh : It's almoſt morning, is't not? 

I Loy, Day, my lord, 
cror. I would this muſic would come: I am ad- 
wed to give her muſic a-mornings, they fay it will 


Enter Muſicians. 


5 pme on, tune; if you can penetrate here with your 


Wgcring, ſo; we'll try with tongue too; if none will 
let her aa: but L'll never give o'er, Firſt, a 
Fry excellent good conceited thing: after, a won- 

4 rful ſweet air with admirable rich words to it; and 
{ en let her conſider, 


* 
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| S. . 

Hark, hark, the lark at heavn's gate ſings, 
And Phoebus 'gins ariſe, 
His fteeds to water al thoſe ſprings Al 
On chalic'd flowers that lyes : * CL 
And biin Hary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes, 
With every thins that pretty is, 
| My lady feet ariſe : 
Arije, ariſe. 
So, get you gone—if this penetrate, I will conſic 
your mulic the better: if it do not, it is a vice in 
ears; which horſe-hairs, and cats-guts, nor the vol 
of unpav'd eunuch to boot, can never amend, 
Enter Queen and CYMBELINE, 

2 LogxD. Here comes the King. 

CLor, I am glad I was up ſo late, for that's t 
reaſon I was up ſo early: he cannot chuſe but ta 
this ſervice | have done, fatherly. Good-morrow 
your majeſty, and to my gracious mother, [ter 

Cy. Attend you here the door of our ſtern daug 
Will ſhe not forth ? 

CLor. 1 have aſſail'd her with muſics, but 
voucliſafes no notice. 

Cv. The exile of her minion is too new. 

She hath not yet forgot him: ſome more time 
Muſt wear the print of his remembrance out, 
And then ſhe's yours. 

Qvexx. You are moſt bound to th' King, 
Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter, Frame yourſelf 
To orderly ſollicits; and befriended 
With aptneſs of the ſeaſon, make denials 
Encreale your ſervices ; ſo ſeem, as if 


„ I. y4;:.-437 
fou are inſpir'd to do thole duties which 
ings, You tender to her: that you in all obey her, 
Save when command to your diſmiſſion tends, 
And therein you are ſenſeleſs. 
Cror. Senſeleſs? not ſo. 


10 Enter a Meſſenger, 


3 


Mzs. 80 like you, fir, ambaſſadors from Rome; 
The one is Caius Locus. 

Cx. A worthy fellow, 

ill confid: A beit he comes on angry purpoſe now; 

vice in h Bbt that's no fault of his: we muſt receive him 


or the vol According to the honour of his ſender ; 
nd. "Abd towards himſelf, his goodneſs "Tink ſpent on 
: We muſt extend our notice: our dear ſon, 


When you have giv'n good-morning to your miſtreſs, 
r that's u Aﬀtend the Queen and us; we ſhall have need 
1fe but tei employ you towards this Roman, Come,our Queen, 


-morrow! | LExeunt, 
> [ tel Fe | 
tern da S EN E IV. 

Cor. If ſhe be up, I'Il ſpeak with her; if not, 
ics, but 1 Wt her lye ſtill, and dream. By your leave ho! 

1 now her women are about her hat 
new. do line one of their hands ? 'tis gold 
time Y W hich buys admittance, oft it doth, yea makes 
out, T bana's rangers falſe themſelves, and yield 

3 eir deer to th' ſtand o'th' ſtealer : and 'tis gold 
ing, Which makes the true man kill'd, and ſaves the thief 3 

22 ſometimes hangs both thief and true-man : what 

ſelf an it not do, and undo? I will make 


X Ine of her women lawyer to me, for 
8 Pet not underſtand the caſe myſelf. 
Jour leave. [knocks 
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Emer a Lady. 
LADY. Who's there that knocks ? * 
CLor. A gentleman. 
Lady. No more ? 
CLorT. Yes, and a gentlewoman s ſon. 
LaDdy. That's more 
Than ſome whoſe tailors are as dear as yours, 
Can juſtly boaſt of : what's your lordſhip's pleaſure ? 
 CLor, Your lady's perſon, is the ready? 
Lapy. Ay, to keep her chamber. [ port, 
CLor. There is gold for you, ſell me your good re. 
Lapy, How, my good name? or to report of you 
What I ſhall think is good ? The princeſs 
Enter IMOGEN. 
CLorT, Good-morrow faireſt, ſiſter your ſweet hand, 
Imo. Good-morrow, fir; you lay out too much pain: 
For purchaſing but trouble: the thanks I give 


Is telling you that I am poor of thanks, 


And ſcarce can ſpare them. 

Cor. Still I ſwear I love you, 

Io. If you but ſaid ſo, twere as deep with me: 
If you ſwear ſtil], your recompence is {till 
That I regard it not. 

CLor. This is no anſwer. 

Io. But that you ſhall not ſay I yield, being ſilent 
I would not ſpeak. I pray you ſpare me, faith 
I ſhall unfold equal diſcourteſie 
To your beſt kindneſs : one of your great knowing 


Should learn, being taught, forbearance. 


cror. To leave you in your madneſs, twere my fi 
Iwill not. 

Io. Fools are not mad folks. 

CLorT. Do you call me fool ? 

Ino, As I am mad I do: 
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If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad, 
"That cures us both. I am much ſorry, fir, 

You put me to forget a lady's manners 

By being ſo verbal : and learn now for all, 
That I who know my heart, da here pronounce 
By th' very truth of it, I care not for you: | 
And am ſo near the lack of charity 

T' accuſe myſelf, I hate you: which I had rather 
You felt, than make my boaſt, 

Cor. You ſin againſt 

Obedience, which you owe your father; for 
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he contract you pretend with that baſe wretch, 


One, bred of alms, and foſter'd with cold diſhes, 
With ſcraps o'th' court,) it is no contract, none: 
And though it be allow'd in meaner parties, 
{Yet who than he more mean?) to knit their ſouls 
On whom there is no more dependency 

But brats and beggary, in ſelf-figur'd knot; 

| Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement, by 
The conſequence o'th' crown and mult not foil 


he precious note of it with a baſe ſlave, 


A hilding for a livery, a ſquire's cloth, 


A pantler; not ſo eminent. 


Iuxo. Prophane fellow ! 
Wert thou the ſon of Jupiter, and no more 
But what thou art beſides, thou wert too baſe 
To be his groom : thou wert dignify'd enough, 
Vn to the point of envy, if 'twere made 
Eomparative for your virtues to be ſtil'd 

Ihe under hangman of this realm; and bated 
For being preferr'd ſo well. 


2 CLor. The ſouth-fog rot him 
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Iuo. He never can meet more miſchance, than come 


To be but nam'd of thee, His meaneſt garment 
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That ever hath but clipt his body's dearer 
In my reſpect, than all the hairs above thee, 
Were they all made ſuch men. How now, Piſanio 


Enter PIs AN io. 


CLor. His garment ? now the devil. 
Imo. To Dorothy, my woman, bye thee preſent!; 
CLor. His garment ? 
Imo. I am ſprighted with a fool, 
Frighted, and angred worſe go bid my woman 
Search for a jewel, that too caſually 
Hath left mine arm—it was thy maſter's, Shrew me 
If I would loſs it for a revenue 
Of any king in Europe. I do think 
I ſaw't this morning; confident I am, 
Laſt night twas on my arm; I kiſſed it. 


I hope it be not gone, to tell my lord 


That I kiſs ought but him. 
PIs. Twill not be loſt, 


Ino. Ihopeſo; go and ſearch, [ ment ?— 


CLor. You have abuſed me — his meaneſt ga, 


Imo. Ay, I ſaid ſo, fir, 
If you will make't an action, call witneſs to't, 
CLor. I will inform your father, 
IMo. Your mother too; 
She's my good lady; and will conceive, I hope, 
But the worſt of me. So 1 leave you, fir, 
To th' worſt of diſcontent. [Ext 
CLor. I'll be reveng'd; 


His meaneſt garment ?—well, [Exit 
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SCENE v. 
7) 
Piſanio R OM E. 
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Enter PoSTHUMUS, and PHILARIO, 


pos r. Fear it not, fir; I would I were ſo ſure 
preſent! To win the king, as I am bold her honour 
Will remain hers. 
pn. What means do you make to him? 
woman Pos r. Not any, but abide the change of time, 
Quake in the preſent winter's ſtate, and wiſh 
Shrew m© That warmer days would come; in theſe fear'd hopes 
Ibarely gratifie your love; they failing, 
I muſt die much your debtor. 
PHI. Your very goodneſs, and your company, 
O'er-pays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Auguſtus ; Caius Lucius 
Will do do's commiſſion throughly. And I think 
Hell grant the tribute; ſend th' arrearages, 
[ment?- Or look upon our Romans, whoſe remembrance 
eaneſt gar Is get freſh in their grief. 
Pos r. I do believe, 
t. (Starilt though I am none, nor like to be,) 
That this will prove a war; and you ſhall hear 
e legion now in Gallia, ſooner landed 
dur not-fearing Britain, than have tidings 
Many penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 
[Exit 2 men more order 'd than when Julius Caeſar 


LEH N prthy his frowning at Their diſcipline 
To mingled with their courages, will make known 
their approvers, they are people ſuch 
| mend upon the world. 
4 Vor. VIII. F. 
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Enter IAchiuo. 

PH1, See Iachimo. 

Pos r. Sure the ſwift harts have poſted you by lan! 
And winds of all the corners kiſs'd your fails, 
To make your veſſel nimble, 

PHI. Welcome, fir, 

Po sr. I hope the briefneſs of your anſwer, mad: 
The ſpeedineſs of your return. 

Iacn, Your lady, 
ls of the faireft I e'er look'd upon. 
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Pos r. And therewithal the beſt, or let her beau 


Look through a caſement to allure falſe hearts, 
And be falſe with them. 

Iacn, Here are letters for you. 

Pos r. Their tenure good, I truſt, 

IAch. Tis very like. 

Pos r. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court, 
When you was there? 

lach. He was expected then, 

But not approach d. 

Pos r. All is well yet. | 
Sparkles this {tone as it was wont, or 18't not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

Iacn. If I've loſt it, 

I ſhould have loſt the worth of it in gold; 
I'll make a journey twice as far, t'enjoy 
A ſecond night of ſuch ſweet ſhortneſs, which 
Was mine in Britain, for the ring is won. 
Pos r. The ſtone's too hard to come by. 
Iacn. Not a whit, 
Your lady being ſo eaſie. 
Pos r. Make not, fir, 
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Your loſs your ſport ; I hope you know that we 
Muſt not continue friends. 

Ia ch. Good fir, we mult, | 
If you keep covenant ; had I not brought 
The knowledge of your miſtreſs home, I grant 


We were to queſtion farther; but I now 


Profeſs myſelf the winner of her honour, 
Together with your ring; and not the wronger 
Ofher, or you, having proceeded but | 
By both your wills. 

Pos r. If you can make't apparent 
That you have taſted her in bed ; my hand, 
And ring is yours. If not, the foul opinion 
You had of her poor honour, gains, or loſes . 


Tour {word or mine, or maſterleſs leaves both 


To who ſhall find them. 

Iacn. Sir, my circumſtances 
Being ſo near the truth, as | will make them, 
Muft firſt induce you to believe; whoſe ſtrength 
I will confirm with oath, which 1 doubt not 


You'll give me leave to ſpare, when you ſhall find 
You need it not. 


Pos r. Proceed. 

Tac. Firſt, her bed- chamber, 
(Where I confeſs I ſlept not, but profeſs' 
Had that was well worth watching) it was hang'd 
With tapeſtry of ſilver and filk ; the ſtory 


Prod Cleopatra, when ſhe met her Roman, 


And Cindus {well'd above the banks or for 
The preſs of boats, or pride: a piece of work 
80 bravely done, ſo rich, that it did ſtrive 
Inforkmanſhip, and value; which I wonder'd. 
0 d be ſo rarely and ea, wrought, 

the true life on't was 
F.-2 
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PosT. This 1s true; 
| And this you might have heard of here, by me, 
| Or by ſome other. 
lach. More particulars 
h Muſt juſtifie my knowledge, 
Pos. So they mult, 
if Or do your honour 1njury, 
| lach. The chimney 
Is ſouth the chamber, and the chimney-piece 
Chaſte Dian, bathing ; never ſaw I figures 
So likely to report themſelves ; the cutter 
Was as another nature dumb, out-went her, 
Motion and breath left out, 
pos r. Uhis a thing 
Which you might from relation likewiſe read; 
HhHeing, as it is, much ſpoke of. 
Ach. The roof o'th' chamber 
With golden cherubims 1s fretted. Th' andirons, 
(1 had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of ſilver, each on one foot ſtanding, nicely 
Depending on their brands 
Pos r. * What's this t her honour ? 
Let it be granted you have ſeen all this, 
Praiſe be to your remembrance, the deſcription 
Of what is in her chamber nothing ſaves 
The wager you have laid. 
IA ch. Then if you can. [Pulling out the braceli 
Be pale, I beg but leave to air this jewel. ſee !— 
And now 'tis up again ; it muſt be married 
To that your diamond. I'll keep them, 
Pos Tr. Jove! 
once more let me behold it: is 1t that 
Which I left with her? 
* This is her honour, 


ws. 
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Aach. Sir, I thank her, that: 

, ſtrip'd it from her arm, I ſee her yet, 

Her pretty action did out · ſell her gift, 

And yet enrich'd it too; ſhe gave it me, 

And ſaid ſhe priz d it once. 

pos r. May be, ſhe pluck'd it off 

To ſend it me, 

lack. She writes ſo to you? doth ſhe ? 


Pos r. O no, no, no, tis true. Here take this too, 


$ a baſiliſk unto mine eye, 
Li Als me to look on't : let there be no honour, 


Where there is beauty; truth, where ſemblance; love, 


Where there's another man, The vows of women 
DF no more bondage be, to where they're made, 
Then they are to their virtues, which is nothing; 
Q, above meaſure falſe ! 
Pu. Have patience, fir, 

gd take your ring again: tis not yet won; 


| may be probable ſhe loſt it; or 


Who knows, one of her women, being corrupted, 


I Ight ſtoln it from her. 


4 Pos r. Very true, 
1 Ar.) ſo l hope he came by't ; back my ring, 
fender to me ſome corporal ſign about her 
More evident than this; for this was ſtole. 
B lach. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 
Pos r. Hark you, he ſwears; by Jupiter he ſwears, 
p is true—nay keep the ring—'tis true; I'm ſure 
£ e could not loſe it; her attendants are 
Il honourable ; they induc'd to ſteal it ! 


a q Ind by a ſtranger no, he hath enjoy d her. 


The cognizance of her incontinency 
this: ſh'hath bought the name of whore thus dearly. 


1 by take thy hire, and all the fiends of hell 
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Divide themſelves between you. 

PRI. Sir, be patient; 
This 1s not ſtrong enough to be believ'd, 
Of one perſuaded well of 
Pos r. Never talk on't; 
She hath been colted by him. 

Iacn, If you ſeek 

For further ſatisfying; under her breaſt, 


Worthy the preſſing; lyes a mole, right proud 


Of that moſt delicate lodging. By my life 
I kiſt it, and it gave me preſent hunger 
To feed again, though full. You do remember 
This ſtain upon her? 
Pos r. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another ſtain, as big as hell can hold, 


Were there no more but it. 


Iacn, Will you hear more? 
Pos r. Spare your arithmetick. 

Count not the turns: once, and a million! 
IAch. I'll be ſworn 
Pos r. No ſwearing: 

If you will ſwear you have not don- t, you lie. 


And I will kill thee if thou do'ſt deny 


Thou'ſt made me cuckold. 
IAch. I'll deny nothing. 


Pos r. O that I had her here, to tear her limb - meal; 


I will go there and do't i'th court, before 

Her father — I'll do ſomething 
PHI. Quite beſides 

The government of patience! you have won ; 


Let's follow him, and pervert the preſent wrath 


He hath againſt himſelf, 
lach. With all my heart. 


[ Exeri, F 


pos r 
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SCENE VI. | 


Enter Pos THUMUS. 


5 pos r. © Is there no way for men to be, but women 
Muſt be half- workers? we are baſtards all, 

And that moſt venerable man which I 

pid call my father, was I know not where, 

hen I was ſtampt. Some coyner with his tools 
©Made me a counterfeit ; yet my mother ſeem'd 
The Dian of that time; ſo doth my wife 

The none-pareil of this—Oh vengeance, vengeance! 
Me of my lawful pleaſure ſhe reſtrain'd, 


And pray'd me oft forbearance ; did it with 


A pudency ſo roſie, the ſweet view on't 
Might well have warm'd old Saturn 
E thought her 

As chaſte, as unſunn d ſnow. Oh, all the dad 


— that 1 


pr leſs : at firſt ? perchance he ſpoke not, —— 
Like a full-acorn'd boar, * a- churning on, 

Fry'd oh! and mounted; found no oppoſition 
©But what he look'd for ſhould oppoſe, and ſhe 


Should from encounter guard. Could I find out 


„The woman's part in me — for there's no motion 


That tends to vice in man, but I affirm 

Jt is the woman's part; be't lying, note it. 
The woman's : : flattering, hers; deceiving, hers 
4 Luſt, rank thoughts, hers, hers; ; revenges, bers - 
4 mbitions, covetings, change of prides, da, 
7 ice-longings, ſlanders, mutability: 
All faults that may be nam'd, nay that hell knows, 


* A Jermen one, in the firſt editions ; ſince alter'd te 
erman one, | | 
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Why hers, in part, or all; but rather all—for er 
to vice 

They are not conſtant, but are 3 ſill ; 

© One vice, but of a minute old; for one 

© Not half ſo old as that. I'll write againſt them, 

© Deteſt them, curſe them yet 'tis greater skill 

© Ina true hate, to pray they have their will ; | 

The very devils cannot plague them better. [Zi 


A T Ill. $Q<ENE-TI. 
Cymbeline*s Palace. 


Enter in ſlate CYyMBELINE, Queen, CLor Ex, a 
Lords at one door ; and at another, Caius Lucu 
and attendants. 


CYMBELINE, 
OW fay, what would Auguſtus Caefar with u 
Luce. When Julius Caeſar, (whoſe remer 
brance yet 
Lives in men's eyes, and will to ears and tongues 
Be theme, and hearing ever) was in Britain, * 
And conquer'd it, Caſſibel an thine uncle have 
(Famous in Caeſar's praiſes, no whit leſs | 
Than in his feats deſerving it) for him 
And his ſucceſſion, granted Rome a tribute, 
Yearly three thouſand ponnds ; which by thee lately 
Is left untender d. 40 as Ce 
Queen, And, to kill the marvail, { Wd. w. 
Shall be ſo ever. Far ear 
Cror. There be many Caeſars, 1 moon 
Ere ſuch another julius: Britain is elfe 
A world itſelf, and we will nothing pay YM, 


For wearing our own noſes, 9 « the i 
| vor. 
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unk x. That opportunity _ 
mich then they had to take from's, to reſume 


I's We have again. Remember, fir my liege, 
The kings your anceſtors ; together with 
em, The nat'ral brav'ry of your iſle, which ſtands 
kill As Neptune's park ribbed and paled in 
With oaks unskaleable, and roaring waters, 
LE an ſand that will not bear your enemies boats, 


with us 
remen 


gues 


e lately 


ft; elſe, fir, no more tribute, pray you now. 


bs 2 
Ie 
BJ 
* 3 * 
ys 33 
8 
* 15 


ſuck them to th' top-malt. A kind of conqueſt 
eſar made here, but made not here his brag 

If came, and ſaw, and overcame: With ſhame, 

The firſt that ever touch'd him) he was carried 

m off our coaſt, twice beaten ; and his ſhipping, 
Hor ignorant baubles,) on our terrible ſeas, 

Like egg-ſhells mov'd upon our ſurges, crack'd 
n 'gainſt our rocks. For joy whereof, 

& fam'd Caſſibelan, who was once at point 

(ol giglet fortune !) to maſter Caeſar's ſword, 

V a Ae Lud's town with rejoicing fires bright, 
Britains ſtrut with courage. 

4 LLor. Come, there's no more tribute to be paid. 
& kingdom i is ſtronger than it was at that time; and, 
have ſaid, there is no more ſuch Caeſars ; other 
ben may have crook'd noſes, but to own fuch 
1 Rite arms, none. 

y YM, Son, let your mother end. 

q LOT, We have yet many among us can grip as 
Wd as Caſſibelan, I do not ſay I am one; but I have a 
Wd. Why tribute? Why ſhould we pay tribute if 
Ear can hide the ſun from us with a blanket, or put 
moon in his pocket, we will pay him tribute for 


YM, You muſt know, 
1 the injurious Romans did extort 
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This tribute from us, we were free. Caeſar's ambition 


Which ſwell'd fo much, that it did almoſt ſtretch 
The ſides o'th' world, againſt all colour here 
Did put the yoke upon's ; which to ſhake off 
Becomes a warlike people, (which we reckon 
Ourſelves to be) to do. Say then to Caeſar, 

Our Anceſtor was that Mulmutius, who 
Ordain'd our laws, whoſe uſe the ſword of Caeſar 


Hath too much mangled; whoſe repair and franchik: 3 


Shall by the power we hold be our good deed, 


Though Rome be therefore angry. That Mulmuti 


Who was the firſt of Britain, which did put 
His brows within a golden crown, and call'd 
Himſelf a King, 
Luc. I'm ſorry, Cymbeline, 
That I am to pronounce Auguſtus Caeſar, 
(Caeſar that hath more kings his ſervants, than 
Thyſelf domeſtic officers) thine enemy. 


Iris. F 
What mo 
g maſte 
1 fall'n 1 
 pois'n 
9 W thy to 


Ms pun 
Receive it from me then, War and confuſion More "i 
In Caeſar's name pronounce I 'gainſt thee : look would 
For fury, not to be reliſted, Thus defy d, y mine 
I thank thee for myſelf, y fort: 
Cym. Thou'rt welcome, Caius, Pon the 
Thy Caeſar knighted me; my youth I ſpent ue mac 
Much under him : of him I gather'd honour, "Wt be fo 
Which he to ſeek of me again perforce, t me be 
Behooves me to keep at variance. I am perfect, Mat I ſhi 
That the Pannonians aud Dalmatians, for much: 
Their liberties, are now in arms; a precedent 3 
Which not to read, would ſhew the Britain's cold: Mat I ha 
So Caeſar ſhall not find them. 8! give 
Luc. Let proof ſpeak. ck as t 
Cr or. His Majeſty bids you welcome. Make Mt thou 
{time with us a day or two, or longer: if you ſeck I virgin 


3 be 
pM 
_ 
_ 
3 
* 
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tbitim, @ & wards on other terms, you ſhall find us in our 
tch 13 girdle: if you beat us out of it, it is yours: 


Dy | 


Eyou fall in the adventure, our crows ſhall fare the 


tter for you; and there's an end, 
r. So, fir, 
Cx. I know your maſter's pleaſure, and he mine : 
Wl the remain, is welcome. [Excunt, 
efar BM | 5 | 
anchiſ: MW 8 C'EWRE- 1, 
9 


Umutin Enter Pis Ax Io reading a letter. 


Iris. How ? of adultery ? wherefore write you not 
What monſters have accus'd her? Leonatus ! 
þ maſter, what a ſtrange infection 
4 all'n into thy ear? what falſe Italian, 
pois'nous tongu'd as handed, hath prevail'd 
Ul thy too ready ear! Diſloyal ? no, 
s puniſh'd for her truth; and undergoes 
re goddeſs-like than wife-like, ſuch aſſaults 
"WM would take in ſome virtue. Oh my maſter! 
y mind to her is now as low, as were 
Eby fortunes. How? that 1 ſhould murther her? 
on the love and truth and vows, which I 
Mee made to thy command! [ her her blood! 
"Wt be ſo to do good ſervice, never 
t me be counted ſerviceable. How look I, 
at I ſhould ſeem to lack humanity, 
much as this fact comes to? Do't——the leiter 
[ Reading, 


et I have ſent her, by her own command 
l give thee opportunity, Damn'd paper! 
ck as the ink that's on thee : ſenſeleſs bauble ! 
thou a foedarie for this act, that look'ſt 
virgin-lke without? Lo here ſhe comes. 

6 2 


= 
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Enter IMOGEN. 

I'm ignorant in what I am commanded, 

Iu o. How now, Piſanio ? 85 

Pis. Madam, here is a letter from my lord, 

 Imo. Who! thy lord? that is my lord Leonatu; 

Oh, learn'd indeed were that aſtronomer 
That knew the ſtars, as I his characters: 
He'd lay the future open, You good gods, 
Let what is here contain'd reliſh of love, 
Of my lord's health, of his content, (yet not 
That we two are aſunder; let that grieve him! 
Some griefs are medicinable, that is one of them, 
For it doth phyſic love) of his content 
All but in that. Good wax, thy leave bleſt be 
You bees that make theſe locks of counſel ! Lovers, 
And men in dang'rous bonds pray not alike, 
Though forfeitures you caſt in priſon, yet 
You claſp young Cupid's tables: good news, gods! 


in his dominion, could not be ſo cruel to me ; but jo 


oh the deareſt of creatures, would even renew me will i 
your eyes, Take notice that I am in Cambria at Mil/ori: 
Haven : what your own love will out of this adviſe yu | 
fellow. So he wiſhes you all happineſs, that remain 


loyal to his vow, and your increajing in love. 


Leonatus Poſthumw.? ; 


Oh for a horſe with wings! hear'ſt thou, Piſanio? 
He is at Milford-Haven : read, and tell me 
How far 'tis thither, If one of mean affairs 
May plod it in a week, why may not I 

Glide thither ina day ? then, true Piſanio, 
Who long'ſt like me to ſee thy lord; who long'(t, 
(Oh let me bate) but not like me, yet long ſt, 
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Bt t in a fainter kind oh, not like me 
Fr mine's beyond, beyond —ſay, and ſpeak thick; 
Jove's counſellor ſhould fill the bores of hearing | 
6 o th' ſmoth'ring of the ſenſe how far it is | 
onatuz Mo this ſame bleſſed Milford? and by th? way 
ell me how Wales was made ſo happy, as 
inherit ſuch a haven, But firit of all, 
ow may we {teal from hence? and for the gap 
That we ſhall make in time, from our hence going 


not Fill our return, t'excuſe — but firſt, how get hence? 
1 hy ſhould excuſe be born or- ere begot? ; 
em, We ll talk of that hereafter, Pr'ythee ſpeak, 
Now many ſcore of miles may we well ride 
ft be Wwixt hour and hour? | 
overs, PIs. One ſcore 'twixt ſun and ſun, 
 Wadam's enough for you: and too much too. 
Ino. Why, one that rode to his execution, man, 
pods! Mould never go ſo {low : I've heard of riding wagers, 
Readim Where horſes have been nimbler than the ſands 
tale m hat run i'th' clock's behalf. But this is fool'ry. 
but 5% o, bid my woman feign a ſickneſs, ſay 
zue cuil We'll home t her father: and provide me preſent 
Mil/ori. riding ſuit ; no coſtlier than would fit 


dviſe yu, Þ Franklin's houſewife. 
remaii PIs. Madam, you'd beſt conſider, 
lo. I ſee before me, man, nor here nor here, 
For what enſues, but have a fog in them, 
That I cannot look thro'. Away, I pr'ythee, 
Po as I bid thee; there's no more to ſay ; 
Peceſſible is none but Milford way. DLExeunt. 


ſanio? 


gt, 
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SCENE III. 
A Foreſt with a cave. in Wales, 
Enter BELLARIUS, GU1DERIUS, and ARVIRAGUS, 


BELL. A goodly day! not to keep houſe with ſuch, 
© Whoſe roof 's as low as ours: ſee, boys! this gate 
5 Inſtructs you how t'adore the heav'ns ; and bows you 
© To morning's holy office. Gates of monarchs 
Are arch'd ſo high, that giants may jet through 
© And keep their impious turbants on, without 
© Good-morrow to the ſun, Hail, thou fair heav'n! 
We houſe 'th' rock, yet uſe thee not fo hardly 
* As prouder livers do, 

Gvid, Hail, heav'n! | 

ARv. Hail, heav'n! 

BEL. Now for our mountain ſport, up to yond hill, 
© Your legs are young: I'll tread theſe flats. Conſider, 

When you above perceive me like a crow, 

© That it is p/ace which leſſens and ſets off; 

© And you may then revolve what tales I told you, 

© Of courts of princes, of the tricks in war, 


| © But being ſo allow'd, To apprehend thus, 

© Draws us a profit from all things we ſee : 
And often to our comfort, ſhall we find 

© The ſharded beetle in a ſafer hold 

© Than is the full-wing'd eagle. Oh this life, 

© Is nobler than attending for a check; 

* Richer, than doing nothing for a bauble ; 

© Prouder, than ruſtling in unpaid-for filk : 

© Such gain the cap of him that makes them fine, 
© Yet keeps his book uncroſs'd; no life to ours. 


Gu1D. Out of your proof you ſpeak; We Poor 5 
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Have never wing'd from view o'th' neſt ; nor know 
What air's from home. Hap'ly this life is beſt, 
If quiet life is beſt, ſweeter to you 
That have a ſharper known: well correſponding | 
With your ſtiff age; but unto us, it is 
ſach, A cell of ign'rance ; travelling a- bed, 
gate A priſon, for a debtor that not dares 
Vs V% To ſtride a limit. 
Av. What ſhould we ſpeak of 
h | When we are old as you? when we ſhall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December? how 
In this our pinching cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 
The freezing hours away? We have ſeen nothing, 
we're beaſtly ; ſubtle as the fox for prey, 
Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat: 
I Our valour is to chaſe what flies; our cage 
d hill, We make a choir, as doth the priſon” d bird, 
nfider, þ And ſing our bondage freely. 
rr. How you ſpeak ! 
Did you but know the city's uſuries, 
And felt them knowingly ; the art o'th court, 
As hard to leave, as keep; whoſe top to climb 
Ils certain falling, or ſo ſlipp'ry that 
The fear's as bad as falling. The toil of war, 
A pain, that only ſeems to ſeek out danger 
FT th' name of fame and honour ; which dies i' th 
ſearch, 
And hath as oft a ſland'rous epitaph, 
As record of fair act; nay, many time 
| | Doth ill deſerve, by doing well: what's worſe, 
2 Muſt curt'ſie at the cenſure, Oh boys, this ſtory, 
1 he world may read in me: my body's mark'd 


th Rowan ſwords ; and my report was once 
or , 
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The fore - end of my time — but, up to th* mountains 
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Firſt with the beſt of note. Cymbeline lov'd me; 


And when a ſoldier was the theame, my name 


Was not far off: then was l as a tree | 
Whoſe boughs did bend with fruit, But in one night, 


A ſtorm, or robbery, call it what you will, | | 
That ac 


Shook down my mellow hangings, nay my leaves, 
And left me bare to weather. 

Gvu1D, Uncertain favour! 

BEL. My fault being nothing, as I told you oft, 
But that two villains (whoſe falſe oaths prevail'd 
Before my perfect honour) ſwore to Cymbeline, 

I was confed'rate with the Romans: ſo 

Follow'd my baniſſiment; and this twenty years, 
This rock and theſe demeſnes have been my world; 
Where I have liv'd at honeſt freedom, pay d 
More pious debts to heav'n, than in all 


This is not hunter's language; he that ſtrikes 

The veniſon firſt, ſhall be the lord o'th' feaſt ; 

To him the other two ſhall miniſter, 

And we will fear no poifon, which attends | 

In place of greater ſtate: 

I'll meet you in the valleys. 
How hard it is to hide the ſparks of nature ? 

Theſe boys know little they are ſons to th' king, 

Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 

They think they're mine; tho” trained up thus mean 

Here in the cave, "wherein their thoughts do hit 

The roof of palaces, and nature prompts them 

In ſimple and low things, to prince it, much 

Beyond the trick of others. This Polidor, 

(The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 

The king his father call'd Guiderius,) Jove ! 

When on my three-foot ſtool I fit, and tell 
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And thus I ſet my foot on's neck 

The princely blood flows in his cheek, he ſweats, 

trains his young nerves, and puts himſelf in poſture 
That acts my words The younger brother Cadwall, 


W 


mean. 
— That makes thee ſtare thus? wherefore breaks that 


Jom th'inward of thee ? one but painted thus 
Nould be interpreted a thing perplex'd 

Neyond ſelf-explication. Put thyſelf 

to a haviour of leſs fear, ere wildneſs 
aquiſh thy ſteadier ſenſes—what's the matter? 
hy offer'ſt thou that paper to me, with 

2 H 


Ut 
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| he warlike feats I've done, his ſpirits fly out 
Into my ſtory ; ſay, thus mine enemy fell, 
even then 


Jonce Arviragus,) in as like a figure 
F$trikes life into my ſpeech, and ſhews much more 


His own conceiving. Hark, the game is rouz'd—— 


| Oh Cymbeline ! heav'n and my conſcience know 


' Thou didſt unjuſtly baniſh me: whereon 


At three, and two years old, I ſtole theſe babes, 


Thinking to bar thee of ſucceſſion, as 


Thou reft'ſt me of my lands. Euriphile, 


Thou waſt their nurſe, they take thee for their mother, 
Ind every day do honour to her grave; 


yſelf Bellarius that am Morgan call'd, 
They take for nat'ral father, The game's up. LExit. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Pis Ad lo and IMOGEN. 


ant bey. Io, Thou told'ſt me when we came from horſe, 


the place 


Vas near at hand. Ne'er long'd my mother ſo 
Jo ſee me firſt, as I have now 


Piſanio, 
here is Poſthumus? What is in thy mind 


[ſigh 


| Vor. Vu. 


SF: 


ꝛuy bed; the teſtimonies whereof iye bleeding in me, | 


— 
— — — 
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A look untender ? if*t be ſummer news, To w 
Smile to't before; if winterly, thou need'ſt : 

But keep that count'nance ſtill, My huſband's hand? To br 
That drug-damn'd Italy hath out-craftied him, And c 
And he's at ſome hard point. Speak, man; thy tonge Pis. 


May take off ſome extremity, which to read 2 Ino. 

| Would be ev'n mortal to me. Thou di 
PIs. Pleaſe you read, Ehou th 

And you ſhall find me, wretched man, a thing 1 hy fav 
The molt diſdain'd of fortune, {Whoſe 

I Poorl at 

Imogen reads. Had for 

Thy miſtreſt, Piſanio, hath play d the ſtrumtet in} muſt be 


Mens vo- 
ſpeak not out of weak ſurmiſes, but from proof as from] By thy r 
as my grief, and as certain as I expect my revenge Put on fo 
That part thou Piſanio muſt act for me, if thy faith li Put worn 
not tainted with the breach of hers ; let thine own hand] Pis. | 
take away her life : T ſhall give thee opportunity aÞ Io. 
Milford- Haven. She hath my letter for the purpoſe Were ir 
where, if thou fear io ſtrike, and to make me certain ih A Did ſca 
is done, thou art the pander to her di Honour, and equal} From n 
ly to me diſlcyal. 3 Wiltla 
| 3 Goodly 
P1s.* What ſhall Ineed to draw my ſword ? the pape From th 
* Hath cut her throat already. No, *tis ſlander, o thou 
* Whoſe edge is ſharper than the ſword, whoſe tonguÞ@ little w 
* Out-venoms all the worms of Nile, whoſe breath raw the 
Rides on the poſting winds, and doth belye Ihe innoc 
All corners of the world. Kings, Queens, and ſtate Pear not, 
Maids, matrons, nay the ſecrets of the grave Ihy maſk 
This viperous ſlander enters. What chear, madam he riche 
Ino, Falſe to his bed! what is it to be falſe ? Thou ma; 
* Tolye in watch there, and to think on him? [Et now t 


and? 


72 iu 
me, || 


s iron 


eden 0 


d equal 


he papel 


: To weep 'twixt clock and clock? if ſleep charge 


ler, 


ſe tongu 


breath 
I 


nd ſtate ear not, tis empty of all things, but grief; 
hy maſter is not there; who was indeed 
he riches of it. Do his bidding, ſtrike; 
Ihou may'ſt be valiant in a better cauſe, 

t now thou ſeem 'ſt a coward. 

z H 2, 


Ve 


madam 


falſe ? 
m? 
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© nature, 


g To break it with a fearful dream of him, 
And cry myſelf awake ? that falſe to's bed! 
onguef } 


Pis. Alas, 1 lady! 
Io. I falſe ? thy conſcience witneſs, tackims, 


Thou didſt accuſe him of incontinency, 
Thou then look dit like a villain : now, methinks, 

hy favour's good enough. Some Jay of Italy 
{Whoſe mother was her painting) hath betray d him: 
Poor J am ſtale, a garment out of faſnion, 

And for I'm richer than to hang by th' walls, 

IJ mult be ript: to pieces with me: oh, 

Mens vows are womens traitors, All good ſeeming 
By thy revolt, oh huſband, ſhall be thought 
Put on for villany : not born where't grows, 

faith EI 
n band! 
unity all 
purpoſe , 


ertain ilk 


zut worn, a bait for ladies. 
Pꝛs. Madam, hear me | [ Aeneas, 
Imo, * True honeſt men being heard, like falſe 
Were in his time thought falſe : and Synon's weeping 


Did ſcandal many a holy tear, took pity 

From moſt true wretchedneſs. So thou Poſthumus, 
3 Wilt lay the leven to all proper men; 

| Goodly, and gallant, ſhall be falſe and perjur'd, 

From thy great fail. Come, fellow, be thou. honeſt, 

Do thou thy maſter's bidding: when thou ſeeſt him, 
S little witneſs my obedience. Look! | 

draw the ſword myſelf. take it, and hit 

he innocent manſion of my love, my heart; 
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.CYMBELINE., 
Pis. Hence, vile in{trument ! 
Thou ſhalt not damn my hand, 

Ido. Why, I muſt die; 

And if 1 do not by thy hand, thou art 
No ſervant of thy maſter's. Gainſt ſelf- — 
There is a prohibition ſo divine 
Thatþcravens my weak hand: come, here's my heart. 
(Something's afore't 
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[ Opening ber breaſi, 

Obedient as the ſcabbard ! What is here? 
The ſcriptures of the loyal Leonatus, 
All turn'd to hereſie? away, away, 

[ Pulling his letters out of her - 
Corrupters of my faith, you ſhall no more 
Be ſtomachers to my heart: thus may poor fools 
Believe falſe teachers : thoſe that are betray'd 
Do feel the treaſon ſharply, yet the traitor 


That ſet my diſobedience gainſt the king, 

And mad'ſt me put into contempt the ſuits 

Of princely fellows ; ſhalt hereafter find 

It is no act of common paſſage, but 

A (train of rareneſs : and I grieve myſelf, 

To think, when thou ſhalt be diſ-edg'd by her 
Whom now thou tir'ſt on, how thy memory 
Will then be pang'd by me Pr'ythee diſpatch, 

The lamb entreats the butcher. Where's the knife 

Thou art too ſlow to do thy maſter's ng, 

When I deſire it too. 

PIs. O gracious lady! 
Since I receiv'd command to do this buſineſs, 
1 have not ſlept one wink. 

Imo. Do't, and to bed then. 

PIs. I'll break mine eye-balls firſt, 


+ makes me a coward. 


ſoft, ſoft, we'll no hl F 4 
| 4 Th' el 
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Ix o. Ah wherefore then 


Didſt undertake it? why haſt thou abus'd 
So many miles, with a pretence! this place? 
| 1 Mine action? and thine own? our horſes labour? 
Ihe time inviting thee ? the perturb'd court 
For my being abſent ?. whereunto I never 
1 Purpoſe to return, Why haſt thou gone ſo far 


To be unbent? when thou haſt ta'en thy ſtand, 


ö Th. elected deer before thee ? 


PiS. But to win time 


| f To loſs ſo bad employment, in the which 
l have conſider d of a courſe; good lady, 


Hear me with patience. 
Imo. Talk thy tongue weary, ſpeak. 


l I've heard I am a ſtrumpet, and mine ear 
( (Therein falſe ſtruck) can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent to bottom that, But ſpeak. 


Pis. Then, madam, 


I thought you would not back again. 


Imo. Moſt like 


| Bringing me here to kill me, 


P1s, Not ſo neither; 


But if I were as wiſe as honeſt, then 
My purpoſe would prove well; it cannot be 
8 But that my maſter is abus'd, ſome villain 


And ſingular in his art, hath done you both 


Y This curſed injury. 


Imo. Some Roman curtezan ? 
PIs. No, on my life. 


Z ll give him notice you are dead, and ſend him 


Some bloody ſign of it: for 'tis commanded 


; I ſhould do ſo. You ſhall be miſs'd at court, 
And that will well confirm it. 


Ino. Why, good fellow; 
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Wl : What ſhall I do the while ? where bide ? how live? | | (The 


Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my huſband ? 
PIs. If you'll back to th' court 


Ix o. No court, no father; nor no more ado 
With that harſh, noble, ſimple nothing, Cloten : 


Whoſe love-ſuit hath been to me 
As fearful as a ſiege. 
PIs. If not at court, 
Then not in Britain muſt you bide. 
Ino. Where then? 


Hath Britain all the ſun that ſhines ? Day? night? 
Are they not but in Britain? i'th' world's volume 


Our Britain ſeems as of it, but not in it; 
In a great pool a ſwan's neſt. Pr'ythee think 
There's living out of Britain. 

Pts. I'm moſt glad 
You think of other place : th'ambaſſador, 
Lucius the Roman comes to Milford-Haven 
To-morrow. Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune 1s, .and but diſguiſe 
That which t'appear itſelf, muſt not yet be, 
But by ſelf-danger ; you ſhould tread a courſe 
Pretty: and full of view; yea haply near 
The reſidence of Polthumus ; ſo nigh, atleaſt, 
That though his action were not viſible, 
Report ſhould render him hourly to your ear, 
As truly as he moves. 

Imo. Oh! for ſuch means, 
(Though peril to my modelty, not death on't) 
I would adventure. 

P1s. Well then, here's the point: 
* You mult forget to be a woman, change 
Command into obedience ; fear and niceneſs 


Won 
Read 
ic As qu 
. | dong 

S Expo 
E ir Alach 
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Tour 
Tour 
IMO. 
I ſee in 
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| The goc 
here's 
Wai that 
| * m ſold; 
8 * 
PIs. 
x 2 beit 


e? 


& (The handmaids of all women, or more truly 
Woman its pretty ſelf,) to waggiſh courage, 


| Ready in gybes, quick-anſwer'd, ſawcy, and 


as quarrellous as the weazel : nay, you muſt 


3 Forget that rarelt treaſure of your cheek, 
J Expoſing it (but oh the harder heart, 


| it Alack, no remedy) to th' greedy touch 


ht? 


IMC 


Of common: kiſſing Titan; and forget 
LVour labourſome and dainty trims, wherein 


Jou made great Juno angry. 


Io. Nay, be brief: 


1 ſee into thy end, and am almoſt 
A man already. 


Pis, Firſt, make yourſelf but like one. 


*Fore-thinking this, I have already fit, 
(Tis in my cloak- bag) doublet, hat, hoſe, all 
That anſwer to them. Would you in their ſerving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of ſuch a ſeaſon, before Lucius 
Preſent yourſelf, deſire his ſervice; tell him 
Wherein you're happy. (which will make him fo, 


If that his head have ear in muſic) doubtleſs 


| With] joy he will embrace you; for he's honourable, 
And doubling that, moſt holy. Your means abroad; 
You have me rich, and I will never fail 

Beginning, nor ſupply. 

Iuxo. Thou'rt all the comfort 


The gods will diet me with, Pr'ythee away. 
EThere's more to be conſider'd ; but we'll even 
All that good time will give us. This attempt 


Fd m ſoldier to, and will abide it with 


A prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee. 
H Pis, Well, madam, we mult take a ſhort farewel. 


; Lelt being miſs'd, I be ſuſpected of. 
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Your carriage from the court. My noble miſtreſs, | Cx 
Here is a box, I had it from the queen, Till h. 
What's in't is precious: if you're ſick at ſea, 1 
Or ſtomach- qualm'd at land, a dram of this Qu 
Will drive away diſtemper to ſome ſhade, That w 
And fit you to your manhood ; ; may the gods Cr o 
Direct you to the beſt ! | Tour v. 
Io. Amen: I thank thee. [ Exeunt, ]! GYM 
How it 
S C ENEV. Our ch: 
The Palace of Cymbeline. | — 35 
Enter cru inn, Queen, CLOTEN, Lucius, 1 i war 
and Lords. | Qs 
Cym, Thus far, and ſo farewel. = Bur mul 
Luc. Thanks, royal ſir. Cx u. 
My Emperor hath wrote; I muſt from hence, Hath mz 
And am right ſorry, that I mult report ye Where i 
My maſter's enemy. | f Before t 
Cv. Our ſubjects, fir, The dut 
Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourſelf 4 thing 


To ſhew leſs ſoveraignty than they, muſt needs 
Appear un-kinglike. 

Luc. So, fir: I deſire of you 
A conduct over land, to Milford-Haven. 
Madam, all joy befal your grace; and you. 

Crm, My lords, you are appointed for that office; 
The due of honour in no point omit: 
So farewel, noble Lucius. 

Luc, Your hand, my lord. 

CLor, Receive it friendly; but from this time forth 


Gince th 
Hach her 
Tis time 
Forbear { 
Bo tender 


Hand ſtrok 


I wear it as your enemy. [ern. 
Luc. Th'event an her c 
Mes. 


Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well. Y 
| OL, 
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ſs, | | Cru. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my lords, | 
Till he have croſt the Severn, Happineſs ! 

- = [ :xi4 Lucius, Cc. 
| Queex. He goes hence frowning ; but it honours us 
That we have giv'n him cauſe, 

{2} CLor, Dis all the better, 

Jour valiant Britons have their wiſhes in it. 

Txeunt | | GYM. Lucius hath wrote already to the Emperor, 
Hou it goes here. lt fits us therefore ripely, 

Our chariots and our horſemen be in readineſs ; 

The powers that he already hath in Gallia 

| Will ſoon be drawn to head, from whence he moves 
1vs, | His war for Britain 

' Queen, *Tis not ſleepy buſineſs, 
But muſt be look d to ſpeedily, and ſtrongly. 
|] Cym. Our expectation that it ſhould be thus 
ö Hath made us fore ward. But, my gentle queen, 
Where is our daughter? ſhe hath not appear'd 
Before the Roman. nor to us hath tender'd 
The duty of the day. She looks as like 
| A thing more made of malice, than of duty; 
We've noted it. Call her before us, for 
We've been too light in ſufferance. 
7 Queen, Royal fir, 
Fince th' exile of Poſthumus, molt retir'd 
Hath her life been; the cure whereof, my lord, 
Tis time muſt do. Beſeech your majeſty, 
Forbear ſharp ſpeeches to her. She's a lady 
po tender of rebukes, that words are ſtrokes, 
Hnd ſtrokes death to her. 
me forth : Fnter a Meſſenger. 
{ Cym. Where is ſhe * how 
Tan her contempt be anſwer'd ? 
Mes. Pleaſe you ir, 
Vol, VIII. 1 
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66 CYMBELINE. Hi. 5. 
Her chambers are all lock'd, and there's no anſwer 
That will be given to th? loudeſt noiſe we make. 
QE. My lord, when laſt I went to viſit her, 
She pray'd me to excuſe her keeping cloſe, 
W hereto conſtrain'd by her infirmity, 
She ſhould that duty leave unpaid to you 
Which daily ſhe was bound to proffer ; this 
She wiſh'd me to make known; but our great court 
Made me to blame in mem'ry. 
CY. Her doors lock'd ? 
Not ſeen of late? grant heav'ns, that which I fear 
Prove falſe! 
QUEEN. Son, I ſay; follow the king. 


CLor. That man of hers, Piſanio, her old ſervant, þ 
LExil. | 


I have not ſeen theſe two days, 
QUEEN. Go, look after 
Piſantd, thou that ſtand'ſt ſo for poſthumus! 1— 
He hath a drug of mine; I pray, his abſence 
Proceed by ſwallowing that; for he believes 
It is a thing moſt precious. But for her, 
Where is ſhe gone? haply deſpair hath ſeiz'd her; 
Or wing'd with fervor of her love, ſhe's flown 
To her defir'd Poſthumus; gone ſhe is 
To death, or to i and my end 
Can make good uſe of either. She being down; 
1 have the placing of the Britiſh crown. 
Re-enter CLOTEN, 
How now, my ſon ? | 
Cror. *Tis certain ſhe is fled. 
Go 1n and cheer the king, he rages, none 
Dare come about him, 7 
Quvxxx. All the better; may 
This night fore-ſtall him of the coming day! 


[Exit Queen 
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cror, I love and hate her; for ſhe's fair and royal, 
And that ſhe hath all courtly parts more exqnilite 


Than lady, ladies, woman; from each one 
he beſt ſhe hath, and ſhe of all compounded 


: ow ſells them all. I love her therefore; but 


Diſdaining me, and throwing favours on 
he low Poſthumus, ſlanders ſo her judgment, 


5 Wi what's elſe rare, 1s choak'd, and in that point. 


I will conclude to hate her, nay indeed 
To be revegg d upon her. For when fools 


$CENE--vVI, 


' Enter PIs AN lo. 


4 


Who is here? what are you packing, ſirrah? 
| Come hither; ah you precious pandar, villain, 
Where is thy lady? in a word, or elſe 
how rt ſtraightway with the ſiends. 
pis. Oh, my good lord! 
| CLort, Where is thy lady? or, by Jupiter, 
Iwill not ask again. Cloſe villain, 
Ill have this ſecret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is ſhe with Poſthumus ? 
From whoſe ſo many weights of baſeneſs, cannot 
b Ga dram of worth be drawn. 
Pis. Alas, my lord, 
Gros can ſhe be with him? when was ſhe miſs d? 
1 e is in Rome. 
Cor. Where is ſhe, ſir? come nearer; 
1 lo farther halting ; ſatisfie me home, 
What is become of her. 
PIs. Oh, my all-worthy lord! 
cor. All-worthy villain! 
| Tak where thy miſtreſs is, at once, 
| 12 
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At the next word; no more of worthy lord. he wot 
Speak, or thy ſilence on the inſtant is Wy Cue 
Ihy condemnation and thy death. ſiit hit 
Pis Then, ir, E PIs 
This paper is the hiſtory of my knowledge - = Cui 
Touching her flight, > as; hir 
CLorT, Let's ſee't; I will purſue her 5 thou v 
Even to Auguſtus' throne, | garmei 
bis. Or this, or periſh, 2 5 terneſs 
She's far enough, and what he learns by this, the ver 
May prove his travel, not her danger. my nol 
CLor. Humh. ment o 


Pis. I'll write to my lord ſhe's dead. Oh, Imogen 
Safe may ſt t ou wander, ſafe return again. 
CLorT. Sirrah, is this letter true? 


1 ' will II 
there (| 
4 ment t. 


Pis, Sir, as I think, | of inſul 
CLoT. It is Poithumus's hand, I know't. Sirrab.Þþ J luſt hat 
if thou wouldſt not be a villain, but to do me true {er ecute i 
vice; undergo thoſe employments wherein 1 ou Il knc 
have cauſe to uſe thee with a ſerious induſtry, that ff deſpiſe, 
what villany ſoe'er 1 bid thee do to perform it, dire venge, 
and truly; I would think thee an honeſt man, tho 
fhould(t neither want my means for thy relief, nor n Be thoſ 
voice for thy preferment. Piss. 
Pis. Well, my good lord. CLo 
Cor. Wilt thou ſerve me? for ſince patiently ai PIs. 
conſtantly thou halt {tuck to the bare fortune of ii CLo 
beggar Poſthumus, thou can'ſt not in the courſe "ii the ſect 
gratitude but be a diligent follower of mine. Vi third is 
thou ſerve me? ſign. B. 
PIs. Sir, I vill. itſelf to 
CLor. Give me thy hand, here's my purſe. Hi had win 
any of thy late maſter's garments in thy poſſeſſion? . Pis. 
PIs. 1 have, my lord, at wy lodging, the ſame vi Were te 
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he wore when he took leave of my lady and miſtreſs. 
'} CLor, The firſt ſervice thou doſt me, fetch that 
ſiuit hither; let it be thy firſt ſervice, go. 

PIs. 1 ſhall, my lord. Exit. 
Cyror. Meet thee at Milford-haven ? I forgot to 
ask him one thing, I'll remember't anon; even there, 
} thou villain Poſthumus, will I kill thee. l would theſe 


Li terneſs of it I now belch from my heart, ) that ſhe held 
the very garment of Poſthumus in more reſpect than 
my noble and natural perſon, together with the adorn- 

ment of my qualities. With that ſuit upon my back 

| ; will I raviſh her; firſt kill him, and in her eye 

j there ſhall ſhe ſee my valour, which will then be a tor- 

ment to her contempt. He on the ground, my ſpeech 

of inſultment ended on his dead body, and when my 
© luſt hath dined, (which as I ſay, to vex her, I will ex- 
ecute in the cloaths that ſhe ſo prais'd) to the court 


ge Fr Fw 


Imogen 


. Sirrab;| 
true ſc 


\ 1 uo I knock her back, foot her home again. She hath 
y, that i deſpiſed me rejoycingly, and I'!l be merry in my re- 
t, dired venge. 

nan, tho Enter Pis Axio, with a ſuit of claths 


ef, nor u Be thoſe the garments ? 


Cror. How long is't ſince ſhe went to Milford-ha- 


iently u P1s, She can ſcarce be there yet. 
une of iu Cor. Bring this apparel to my chamber, that is 
courſe Ml the ſecond thing that I have commanded thee. The 
ine. WW third is, that thou wilt be a voluntary mute to my de- 


ſign. Be but duteous, and true preferment ſhall tender 
itſelf ts thee. My revenge is now at Milford, would I 


urſe. Ha had wings to follow it! come and be true. Exit. 
eſſon PIs. Thou bidd'ſt me to my loſs: for true to thee, 
ne ſame ſu Were to prove falſe, which I will never be, 


5 garments were come. She ſaid upon a time, (the bit- 


PIs. Ay, my noble lord. ven? 
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To him that is moſt true. To Milford go, 
And find not her, whom thou purſu'ſt. Flow, flow, 


You heav'nly bleſſings on her! this fool's ſpeed 
Be croſt with ſlowneſs ; labour be his meed ! {Exit 


8 EN E VII. 
The Foreſt and Cave. 


Enter IMOGEN in boys cliaihs. 
Ino. I fee a man's life is a tedious one: 
I've tir'd myſelf; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I ſhould be ſick, 
But that my reſolution helps me. Milford, 
When from the mountain top Piſanio ſhew'd thee, 
Thou waſt within a ken. Oh Jove, I think 


Foundations fly the wretched, ſuch I mean, 


Where they ſhould be reliev d Two beggars told me, 
I could not miſs my way. Will poor folks lie 
That have afflictions on them, knowing tis 
A puniſhment, or tryal ? yes no wonder, 
When rich ones ſcarce tell true. To lapſe in full 
Is ſorer, than to lie for need; and falſhood 
Is worſe in kings, than beggars. My dear lord! 
'Thou'rt one o'th' falſe ones; now I think on thee, 
My hunger's gone; but ev'n before, I was 
At point to fink for food. But what is this? 

| [ Seeing the cavt, 
Here is a path to't tis ſome ſavage hold; 
*T were beſt not call; I dare not call; yet famine, 
Ere it clean o'er-throw nature, makes it valiant. 
Plenty and peace breeds cowards, hardneſs ever 
Of hardineſs 1s mother. Ho! who's here ? 
If any thing that's civil, ſpeak ; if ſavage, 
Take, or lend ho! no anſwer ? then I'll enter. 
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11 enter. 
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Belt draw my ſword; and if mine enemy 

But fear the ſword like me, he'll ſcarcely look on't. 

"Es | Grant ſuch a foe, good heav'ns ! ['She goes into the cave. 
xil. 


Enter BELLARIUS, GUIDERIUS, and ARVIRAGUS, 


BRL. You Polidore have prov'd beſt woodman, and 


Are maſter of the feaſt: Cadwal and I 

Will play the cook, and ſervant, tis our match: 

The ſweat of induſtry would dry, and die 

But for the end it works to. Come, our ſtomachs 
Will make what's homely ſavo'ry; wearineſs 

| Can ſnore upon the flint, when reſty ſloth 

Finds the down pillow hard. Now peace be here, 

| Poor houſe, that keep'ſt thyſelf ! 


Gul. I'm throughly weary. 


Av. I'm weak in toil, yet ſtrong in appetite. 
Gul. There is cold meat i'th' cave, we'll brouze 
old me, 
| Whilſt what we've kill'd be cook'd. 
= BEL, Stay, come not in 
But that it eats our victuals, I ſhould thiok 
It were a Fairy. 
Sud. What's the matter, fir ? 
| BEL, By Jupiter an Angel! or if not, 
An earthly paragon. Behold divineneſs 


on that 


[Looking in, 


*% elder than a boy, 

Enter IMOGEN, 
Lis Good maſter, harm me not: 
Gefore I enter'd here, I call'd, and thought Ttroth 
have begg'd, or bought, what I have took : good 
I have ſtoln nought, nor would not, though I'd found 
Gold ſtrew'd i'th' floor. Here's money for my meat, 
I would have left it on the board ſo ſoon 
As I had made my meal: and parted thence 
th prayers for. the provider, 
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Gvu1D., Money, youth? 1 
Ax v. All gold and ſilver rather turn to dirt! A 

As tis no better reckon'd, but of thoſe What 

Who worſhip dirty gods, | BI 

Io, I ſee you're angry: LY Inc 

Know, if you kill me for my fault, I ſhould bat! 

Have dy'd; had I not made it. | That d 
BEL. Whither bound? 5 Which 
Ino. To Milford- Haven. That n 
BEL. What's your name? Could! 
Ino. Fidele, fir; I have a kinſman, who Id cha. 

Is bound for Italy: h'embark'd at Milford, Since L 

To whom being going, almoſt ſpent with hunger, | BEL 

Im faln in this offence. - Boys, v 

BEL. Pr'ythee, fair youth, Diſcour 

Think us no churls, nor meaſure our good minds We'll n 

By this rude place we live in. Well-encounter'd! So far a: 

*Tis almoſt night, you ſhall have better cheer | Gun 

Ere you depart, and thanks to ſtay and eatit, ARv 

Boys, bid him welcome, 

Gu1d. Were you a woman, youth, 

I ſhould wooe hard, but be your groom in honeſty; | * __ 

I bid for you, as I do buy. : 
Agv. I'll make't my comfort 

He is a man; I'll love him as my brother: 

And ſuch a welcome as I'd give to him, 5 s "EN, 

After long abſence, ſuch is yours. Moſt welcome! W * th 

Be ſprightly, for you fall mongſt friends. 1 3 » 

. Ind that t 

Iu o. Mongſt friends? LY l wear 

If brothers, would it had been ſo, that they The falln 
Had been my father's ſons, then had my prize The gentr: 

Been leſs, and ſo more equal ballaſting Lucius pro 

To thee, Poſthumus. this in 
BEL, He wrings at ſome diſtreſs, is abſolut 


Vor. 
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| | ; GuiD, Would I could free't ! 


ARv. Or I, whate'er it be, 


| What pain it coſt, what danger; gods! 


BEL. Hark, boys. [ Whiſpering. 


WWW 
ee Ko ES 
B ES ITS 


Ido. Great men, 


That had a court no bigger than this cave, 

That did attend themſelves, and had the virtue 

x Which their own conſcience ſeal'd them; laying by 

That nothing-gift of differing multitudes, 

Could not out- peer theſe twain, Pardon me gods, 

ö I d change my ſex to be companion with them, 

Since Leonatus is falſe, 

| BEL, It ſhall be ſo: 

Boys, we'll go dreſs our hunt. Fair youth come in; 

{Diſcourſe is heavy, faſting ; when we've ſupp'd 

We'll mannerly demand thee of thy ſtory, 

So far as thou wilt ſpeak. | 
Sup. I pray draw near. | 


AR v. The night to th' owl, and morn to th' lark, 
leſs welcome ! [ Exeunt. * 


leſs welcome! Exeunt. ; 


SCENE VIII. Rome. 


Enter two Roman Senators, and Tribunes. 
= 1SEN. This is the tenor of the Emperor's wiit ; 
That fince the common men are now in action 
Cainſt the Pannonians and Dalmatians, 

" nd that the legions now in Gallia, are 

Full weak to undertake our war againſt 

The fall'n off Britains; that we do incite 

The gentry to this buſineſs. He creates | 
Lucius pro-conſul : and to you the tribunes þ 
or this immediate levy, he commands | 
is abſolute commiſſion, Long live Caeſar! | 


Vor. VIII. K | 


4 


| 
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0 N. | dare 
100 | All par 


1M Cymbeline's Palace, There! 
"WW And wi 
Will Enter CVMBELINE, Lords, and Pis Axio. 1 j 
Wl | Cym. Again; and bring me word how tis with her; We'll { 
Wl A fever with the abſence of her ſon; Do's ye 


j Will Madneſs, of which her life's in danger; heav'ins! KM Lok 
| [ il How deeply you at once do touch me. Imogen, | The Re 
" The great part of my comfort, gone ! my queen Are lan 
Wl i Upon a deſperate bed, and in a time | of Ron: 


0 | When fearful wars point at me! her ſon gone, Cu 
N So needful for this preſent ! it ſtrikes me, paſt Jam am 
Mil The hope of comfort. But for thee, fellow, Lo 
Wil. Who needs muſt know of her departure, and Your pt 
08 Dot ſeem ſo ignorant, we'll force it from thee Than w 
* By a ſharp torture. | 
P1s, Sir, my life is yours, 
I ſet it at your will : but for my miſtreſs, 
I nothing know where ſhe remains; why gone, 
Nor when ſhe purpoſes return, Beſeech your highnels, 
Hold me your loyal ſervant. 
Lo RD. Good my liege, 
The day that ſhe was miſling, he was here; 


The wa 
That lo 
Crx 
And me 
What c 
We grie 
PIs. 

5 wrote 
Nor hea 
To yielc 
What is 
Perplex 
Wherei 
Theſe p 
Ev'n 5 
All othe 
ortune 


TRI. Is Lucius gen'ral of the. forces? 

2 SEN, Ay. 

Tr.1. Remaining now in Gallia? 

1 SEN. With thoſe legions 
| Which I have ſpoke of, whereunto your levy 
1 Muſt be ſuppliant: the words of your commiſſion 
| Will tie you to the numbers and the time 
Of their diſpatch. 

TRI. We will diſcharge our duty. 
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Ih dare be bound he's true, and ſhall perform 
| all parts of his ſubjection loyally. For Cloten, 
There wants no diligence in ſecking him, 
And will no doubt be found. 
Cru. The time is troubleſome; 
We'll flip you for a ſeaſon, but our jealouſic 
| Do's yet depend. 
| Lord, So pleaſe your majeſty, 
The Roman legions all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your coaſt, with large ſupply 
of Roman Gentlemen, by the ſenate ſent, 
e, Cyxx. Now for the counſel of my ſon and queen: 
t 1 am amaz'd with matter. 
Lon. Good my liege, 
| rour preparation can affront no leſs 
e Than what you hear of, Come more, for more you're 
E ready ; 
The want is, but to put theſe powers in motion, 
That long to move. 
 Crn, I thank you; let's withdraw 
nnd meet the time, as it ſeeks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us, but 
We grieve at chances here. Away. [ Exeunt. 
ö PIs. I heard no letter from my maſter, ſince 
I wrote him Imogen was ſlain. Tis ſtrange; 
Nor hear I from my miſtreſs, who did promiſe 
To yield me often tidings. Neither know I 
What! is betide to Cloten, but remain 
Perplext in all. The heav'ns ſtill muſt work; 
Wherein I'm falſe, I'm honeſt: not true, to be true. 
Theſe preſent wars ſhall find I love my country, 
y n to the note o'th' king, or III fall in them; 
All other doubts, by time let them be clear'd ; 
Fortune brin gs in ſome boats that are not ſteer d. 
K 2 LExit. 
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Enter! 


Aer F. SCENE L. 


4 
5 


| BEI 
Enter CLorEN alone. . 
A We'll ( 


The FOREST, 


AM near to th' place where they ſhould meet, i Ar 
Piſanio have mapp'd it truly, How fit his gar- Are we 
ments ſerve me! why ſhould his miſtreſs, who ws | Ino 
made by him that made the tailor, not be fit too? hut cla' 


the rather, (ſaving reverence of the word,) becaul: W Whoſe 


tis ſaid, a woman's fitneſs comes by fits. Therein i Gui 


muſt play the workman, I dare ſpeak it to myſelf, tor © Ino, 


it is vain- glory for a man and his glaſs to confer in his: ¶ But not 
own chamber; I mean, the lines of my body are a To ſeer 
well drawn as his; no leſs young, more ſtrong, not ¶ Stick to 
beneath him in fortunes, beyond him in the advantage ls breac 
of the time, above him in birth, alike converſant in ge · ¶ Cannot 
neral ſervices, and more remarkable in ſingle oppoli- {To one 
tions; yet this imperſeverant thing loves him in m Since I 
rob 
Stealing 
Gun 
How m 
18 do 

BEL. 

Ax v 
in my ff 
love th 
Love re: 
ind a de 
My fa 

BEL. 


which is now growing upon thy ſhoulders, ſhall with 
in this hour be off, thy miſtreſs enforc'd, thy garments 
cut to pieces before thy face; and all this done, ſpur 
her home to her father, who may, happily, be a little 
angry for my ſo rough uſage; but my mother having 
power of his teſtineſs, ſhall turn all into my comme! 
dations. My horſe is ty d up ſafe : out ſword, and to 
a ſore. purpoſe ! fortune put them into my hand; thi 
is the very deſeription of their meeting place, and tht 
fellow dares not deceive me. [Ext 
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SCENE 


| Cute BELLARIUS, GUIDERI1VUS, Anvigacvs, and 


IMOGEN, from the cave, 


| We'll come t'you after buating, 
Axv. Brother, ſtay here: 
Are we not brothers? 
Iu o. So man and man ſhould be, 
But clay and clay differs in dignity, 
{ Whoſe duſt is both alike. I'm very ſick, 
Guin. Go you to hunting, I'll abide with him. 
Ino, So ſick I am not, yet I am not well, 
But not ſo citizen a wanton, as 
To ſeem to die, ere lick : ſo pleaſe you leave me, 
stick to your journal courſe ; the breach of cuſtom, 
ls breach of all. I'm ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Society is no comfort 
To one not ſociable : I'm not very ſick, 
Since I can reaſon of it. Pray you truſt me here, 
ll rob none but myſelf, and let me die 
Stealing ſo poorly. 
Gv1D. I love thee: I have ſpoke it, 
How much the quantity, the weight as much, 
is I do love my father. 
BEL, What? how? how? 
Azv. If it be ſin to ſay ſo, fir, I yoak me 
in my good brother's fault: I know not why 
love this youth, and I have heard you ſay, 
Love reaſons without reaſon. The bier at the door, 
nd a demand who is't ſhall die, I'd ſay 
My father, not this youth, 
BEL, Oh noble ſtrain! 


1111 
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O worthineſs of nature, breed of greatneſs ! * 
I'm not their father, yet who this ſhould be 
Doth miracle itſelf; lov'd before me! 
Tis the ninth hour o'th' morn. 
ARv. Brother, farewel. 
Ino. I wiſh ye ſport. 
Av. You health ſo pleaſe you, ſir. 
I oO. Theſe are kind creatures. Gods, what lies 
I've heard ! 
Our courtiers ſay, all's ſavage, but at court: 
Jam ſick ſtill, heart-fick Piſanio, 
I'll now taſte of thy drug. [ Drinks out of the vic. 
Gvu1D, I could not ſtir him; 
He ſaid that he was gentle, but unfortunate; 
Diſhoneſtly afflicted, but yet honeſt, 
ARy. Thus did he anſwer me; yet faid, bereafict 
1 might know more, 
BEL. To th' field, to th' field: | 
We'll leave you for this time; go in, and reſt, 
ARv. We'll not be long away. 
BEL. Pray be not ſick, 
For you muſt be our houſewife, 
Imo. Well or ill, 
Jam bound to you. 
BEL, And ſhall be ever. 


[Exit Imogen. 


» breed of greatneſs ! 
« Cowards father cowards, and baſe things fire the baſe ; 
« Nature hath meal and bran; ye and grace. 
I'm not, Cc. 
F —but at court: 
Experience, oh how thou diſprov'ſt report. 
Th' imperious ſeas breed monſters; for the dill: 
Poor tributary rivers, as ſweet fiſh ; 
J am ſick ſtill, Cc. 
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N This youth, howe'er diſtreſs'd, appears to have had 
[Good anceſtors. 
Av. How angel-like he ſings ? 
| Gul. But his neat cookery ? 
Ak v. He cut our roots in characters, 
And ſauc'd our broth, as Juno had been ſick, 
And he her dieter. 
hat lies Ax v. Nobly he yokes 
A ſmiling with a ſigh. * 
* | Gvipd, I do note, 
That grief and patience rooted in him both, 
1c viel. Mingle their f {ſpurs together, | 
| Ber. It is great morning. Come away: who; s there? 


* SCENE III. 
zereatis: x Enter C LOTEN, 


| CLor. I cannot find thoſe runagates : that villain 
Hath mock'd me. I am faint, 

| Ber. Thoſe runagates ! 

Pleans he not us? I partly know him; 'tis 


ſt. 


* a ſigh: 

As if the ſigh 

Was that it was, for not being ſuch a ſmile: 

The ſmile mocking the ſigh, that it would fly 

From ſo divine a temple, to commix 

With winds that ſailors rail at. 

| GvU1D. I do note, Cc. 

ET: together. 

AR v. Grow patience, 

find let the ſtinking elder, grief, untwine 

15 geriſhing root, with, the encreaſing vine. 

| Br. It is, &c. 
{ ſpurs, an old word for the hoes of a tree, 


Imogen. 


baſe: 
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* Cloten, the ſon o'th* queen; I fear ſome ambuſi- Gu 
5 I ſaw him not theſe many years, and yet I canno 
Wil I know 'tis he: we are held as out-laws; hence. ZTwoul 
Wl Gui. He is but one; you and my brother ſear: Cr o 
5 What companies are near: pray you away, [ gu; NNay, to 
„ Let me alone with him. [ Exe. Bellarius and Arvin n ſon 
FROM CLor, Soft, what are you Gun 
$1 That fly me thus ? ſome villain-mountainers= $o wort! 
if I've heard of ſuch. What ſlave art thou? Cron 
1 0 Gvu1D, A thing | Guin 
Wil More laviſh did I ne'er, than n At foo 
bl l Wt A ſlave without a knock. Con 
„ CLoT, Thou art a robber, When I 
x | A law-breaker, a villain; yield thee, thief, Il follo 
1 li Guip. To whom? to thee ? what art thou? hand on t 


| „ 
An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big? 
Thy words I grant are bigger: for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth, Say what thou art, 
Why I ſhould yield to thee ? 
CLor. Thou villain baſe, 
Know'ſt me not by my cloaths ? 
Gvu1D, No nor thy tailor, 
Who is thy grandfather; he made thoſe cloaths, 
Which, as it ſeems, make thee. 
CLorT, Thou precious varlet! 
My tailor made them not. 
Gvid, Hence then, and thank 
T he man that gave them thee. Thou art ſome fool, 
I'm loth to beat thee, 
CLoT, Thou injurious thief, 
Hear but my name, and tremble. 
Gvip. What's thy name? 
Cror. Cloten, thou villain. . 


Lield ru 


F CYMBELINE, IV. 4. 81 


zh— Guis. Cloten, then double villain be thy name, 
cannot tremble at it ; were it toad, adder, ſpider, 
ce. PTwould move me freme: 


er ſearch 4 CLoT. To thy further fear, 
[ ou, Nay, to thy meer confuſion, thou ſhalt know 

7 Arvirz : 'm ſon to th' queen. 
Sui. I'm ſorry for't ; not ſeeming 
| worthy as thy birth. 
Cor. Art not afraid?  [wiſe: 

| Gvid. © Thoſe that I rev'rence, thoſe I fear; the 
At fools I laugh, not fear them. 

 CLor, Die the death: 
hen I have ſlain thee with my proper hand, 
[ll follow thoſe that ev'n now fled hence, 
Ind on the gates of Lud's town ſet your heads; 
Tield ruſtick mountaineer. [Fight and &xeunt, 


2 —— 
; 


ou? hart 


© SCENE IV. 
Enter BELLARIUS and ARVIRAGUS. 


| BEL, No company's abroad. 
Ax v. None in the world; you did miſtake him ſure, 
| BeL, I cannot tell: long is it ſince I ſaw him, 

it time hath nothing blurr'd thoſe lines of favour 
hich then he wrote; the ſnatches in his voice, 

nd burſt of ſpeaking, were as his: I'm abſolute 

Was very Cloten. 

ARv, In this place we left them; 

iſh my brother make good time with him, 

u fay he is ſo fell. 

BEL. Being ſcarce made up, 

lean to man; he had not apprehenſion 

roaring terrors; for defect of judgment 

oft the cauſe of fear, But ſee thy brother. 

vor. VIII. L 


oaths; 


me fool, 


ATE 
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Enter GuipkRius. 

Gui. This Cloten was a fool, an empty purſe, 
There was no money 1n't ; not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his brains, for he had none: 
Yet I not doing this, the fool had born 
My head, as I do his. 

BEL, What haſt thou done ? 

Gib. I'm perfect what; cut off one Cloten' $ head, 
Son to the queen, after his own report, 
Who call'd me traitor, mountaineer, and ſwore 


With his own ſingle hand he'd take us in, 


Diſplace our heads, where, thanks to th'gods, they grow, 
And ſet them on Lud's town. 

BEL. We're all undone! 

GuiD. Why, worthy father, what have we to loſe, 
But what he ſwore to take, our lives? the law 
Protects not us; then why ſhould we be tender, 

To let an arrogant pieee of fleth threat us? 
Play judge, and exccutioner, all himſelf ? 
For we do fear no law, What company 
Diſcover you abroad ? 

BEL. No ſingle ſoul 
Can we ſet eye on; but in all ſafe reaſon 
He muſt have ſome attendants. Though his honout 
Was nothing but mutation, ay and that 
From one bad thing to worſe; yet not his frenzy, 
Not abſolute madneſs, could ſo far have rav'd, 

To bring him here alone; although perhaps 

It may be heard at court, that ſuch as we 

Cave here, haunt here, are out-laws, and in time 
May make ſome ſtronger head: the which he hear 
(As it is like him,) might break out, and ſwear 
He'd fetch us in; yet is't not probable 

To come alone, nor he ſo undertaking, 
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| "Nor they ſo ſuffering ; then on good ground we fear, 
If we do fear this body hath a tail 
£7 More perilous than the head. 


Av. Let ordinance 


ö | Come, as the gods foreſay it, howſoe'er 
My brother hath done well. 


©) 8 
Hd 


Br. 1 had no mind 
To hunt this day: the boy Fidele s ſickneſs 
Did make my way long forth. 


! Gvid. With his own ſword, 


Which he did wave againſt my throat, I've ta'en 
His head from him: I'll throw't into the creek. 
Behind our rock; and let it to the ſea, | 
And tell the les, he's the queen 's ſon Cloten. 


That's all I* reck. | [ Exit. 


BEL. I fear 'twill be reveng d;: [lour 


would, Polidore, thou hadſt not don't! though va- 
Becomes thee well enough. 


ARv. Would I had done't, 


| So the revenge alone purſu'd me! Polidore, 
© Love thee brotherly, but envy much 
Thou'ſt robb'd me of this deed ; I would revenges 


That poſſible ſtrength might meet, would ſeek us thro”, 
7 And put us to our anſwer. 
BL. Well, 'tis done: 
| We'll hunt no more to-day, nor ſeek for danger 
Where there's no profit. Pr'ythee to our rock, 
Tou and Fidele play the cooks: I'll ſtay 
Till haſty Polidore return, and bring bi him 
To dinner preſently. - 
ARv. Poor ſick Fidele! 
Il willingly to him: To gain his colour 
Id let a pariſh of ſuch Clotens blood, 
* Cate, 
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$4 CYMBELINE. 
And praiſe myſelf for charity. 


IV. x. 


SCENE V. &c 


BEL, O thou goddeſs, E 
Thou divine nature ! how thyſelf thou blazon'ſt 7 1 1 
n theſe two princely boys ? they are as gentle 5 pea 
As Zephyrs blowing below the violet, 5 

Not wagging his ſweet head; and yet as rough, I Bur. 
(Their royal blood enchaf d,) as the rude wind, 5 And brin 
© That by the top doth take the mountain pine, Of what 
And make him ſtoop to th' vale, 'Tis wonderful MF Axv, 
© That an inviſible inſtin& ſhould frame them © © That v 
* To royalty unlearn'd, honour untaught, q Have s 
« Civility not ſeen from other; valour, And tu 
© That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop | © Than | 
As if it had been ſow'd. Yet ſtill it's ſtrange | Guild 
What Cloten's being here to us portends, My bro 
Or what his death will bring us? | © As whe 
Re-enter GU1DERIUS, i BEL. 
GVip. Where's my brother? Who e 
I have ſent Cloten's clot- pole down the ſtream, The oo 
In embaſhe to his mother ; his body's hoſtage L e 6 
For his return. [ Solemn "1 | Jove kr 
BEL. Myi ingenious inſtrument! 
Hark Polidore, it ſounds: but what occaſion 0 Thou d 
Hath Cadwall now to give it motion! ? hark. How fo 
Gul p. Is he at home? Av. 
BEL, He went hence ev'n now. Thus ſ 
Gov. What does he mean? Since death of m7 Not as d 
dear mother Repoſin 
It did not ſpeak before. All ſolemn things | Gvu1p, 
Should anſwer ſolemn accidents. The matter ? * j Axv. 
— The matter? } His arn 
Triumphs for nothing, and er ways, | My cloi 
Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys. Anſwer” 
Is Cadwall mad? Gui. 
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SCENE V. 


$ Enter ARVIRAGUS, with IMOGEN dead, bearing her 
H in his arms, 


3 BEL. Look, here he comes ! 
And brings the dire occaſion in his arms, 
” Of what we blame him for. 
ul WD Av. The bird is dead 
: © That we have made ſo much on! I had rather 
Faye skipt from fixteen years of age, to ſixty; 
; And turn'd my leaping time into a crutch, 
* © Than have ſeen this. 
; Cub. Oh ſweeteſt, faireſt lilly! 
; MV brother wears thee not one half ſo well, 
ds when thou grew'ſt thyſelf. 
: BEL. Oh melancholy ! 
Who ever yet could ſound thy bottom? find 
, | © The 00ze, to ſhew what coaſt thy ſluggiſh care 
L e eas'lieſt harbour in? thou bleſſed thing! 
Fm knows what man thou might'ſt have made ? 
* but ah! 
0 Thou dy'dſt, a moſt rare boy, of melancholy! 
How fouud you him? 
Axv. Stark, as you ſee: 
Thus ſmiling, as ſome fly had tickled ſlumber, 
Not as death's dart being laugh 'd at: his right check 


| 4 


\ of n7 


Repoſing on a cuſhion, 
Sup. Where? 
Av. O' th' floor: 

His arms thus leagu'd; I thought he FI and put 
| My clouted brogs from off my feet, whoſe rudeneſs 
Anſwer'd my ſteps too loud. 

Gib. Why, he but ſleeps; 


2 * 


ht 
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_ (Whilſt ſummer laſts, and I live here, Fidele,) 
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If he be gone he'll make his grave a bed, And tho 
With female Fairies will his tomb be haunted, Was pal 


And worms will not come near thee. 
ARv. With faireſt flow'rs, 


I'll ſweeten thy ſad grave. Thou ſhalt not lack 
The flow'r that's like thy face, pale Primroſe, nor 
The azure Hare-bell, like thy veins; no nor 
The leaf of Eglantine, which not to ſlander, 
Out- ſweetn'd not thy breath. The raddock would 
With charitable bill (oh bill ſore ſhaming 
Thoſe rich-left heirs, that let their father's lye 
Without a monument) bring thee all this, 
Yea, and furr'd moſs beſides, When flow'rs are none 
To winter-ground thy coarſe | 
Gib. Pr'ythee have done, | 
And do not play in wench-like words with that 
Which is ſo ſerious. Let us bury him, 
And not protract with admiration what 
Is now due debt. To th' grave. 
ARv, Say, where ſhall's lay him? 
Gu1D, By good Euriphile, our mother. 
Av. Be'tſo: 
And let us, Polidore, though now our voices 
Have got the manniſh crack, ſing him to:th' ground 
As once our mother : uſe like note, and words, 
Save that Euriphile muſt be Fidele. 
Gu1d, Cadwall, | 
I cannot ſing : I'll weep, and word it with thee; 
For notes of ſorrow, out of tune, are worſe 
Than prieſts and fanes that lie, 
Axv. We'll ſpeak it then. [tel 
BEL, Great griefs I ſee med'cine the leſs. For Clo 
Is quite forgot, He was a queen's ſon, boys, 
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And though he came our enemy, remember 

Was paid for that: the mean and mighty rotting 
Together have one duſt; yet reverence, 

( The angel of the world, ) doth make diſtinction 

of place twixt high and low. Our foe was princely, 
And though you took his life, as being our foe, 

et bury him, as a prince. 


Fr 
| Gvuip. Pray fetch him hither. 
| Therlites body is as good as Ajax, 
Id When neither are alive. 


Av. If you'll go fetch him, 
We'll ſay our ſong the whilſt: brother begin. [eaſt ; 
Gui. Nay, Cadwall, we muſt lay his head to tht | 
none My father hath a reaſon for't, 
Av. 'Tis true, | 
GvuiD. Come on then, and remove him. 
BAT» So, begin. 
LL ONS... 
Gui1D..* Fear no more the heat oth ſun, 
Aer the furious winter's rapes ; | 8! 
* Thou thy worldly task haſt done, oo 
Home art gone, and ta en thy wages, nt 
Golden lads and girls all muſt « 
As chimney ſweepers, come to duſt, | | 
and Av. Fear no more the frown 0th' great, 
1 * Thou art paſt the tyrant's ſtroe: 
Care no more to cloath and eat: | +38 
To thee the reed is as the oaks | 1 
The ſcepter, learning, phy/ic, muſt | * 
All follow this, and come to duſt. a 1 
Gu1D. Fear no more the lightning-flaſh. 
[ten Av. Nor th' all dreaded thunder-ſlone. = 
or Clo Gvuid, Fear no ſlander, cenſure raſh, n 
| v. Thou haſt finiſh'd joy and moan. on 


8 CYMBELINE. N. 6. 
Born. All lovers young, all lovers muſt 
Conſign to thee, and come to duſt. 
Gp. Noexercifer harm thee! 
ARV. And na witchcraft charm thee ! 
Gvu1D. Ghoſt unlaid forbear thee ! 
 Arv. Nothing ill come near thee! 
Bor RH. Quiet conſummation a 
And renowned be thy grave! 
Emter BELLARIUS with the body cr o- OTEN, 
Guid, We've done our obſequies : come lay him 
down. 
BEL. Here's a few flow'r rs, butabout midnight more; 
The herbs that have on them cold dew o'th” night 
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"ff | Fou were as flow'rs, now wither'd ; even ſo 

| Ih heſe herbelets ſhall, which we upon you ſtrow. 
bl Come on, away, apart upon our knees— 
[if The ground that gave them firſt, has them again: 
Wil Their pleaſure here is paſt, ſo is their pain. [Exeunt, 
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—_— SCENE vi. 
i IMOGEN awakes. 


Wi Ves, fir, to Milford-haven, which is the way !— 
1M © I thank you by yond buſk———-pray how fat 
Wi mither 

* Ods pittikins can it be ſix mile yet? 

1 © I've gone all night faith III lye down = 2 
5 © But ſoft! no bedfellow ! oh gods, and goddeſſes! 
1 [ Seeing the boch. 
© The flow rs are like the pleaſures of the world; 

"= This bloody man the care on't.—Sure I dream; 
" © For ſure I thought I was a cave-keeper, 

"i And cook to honeſt creatures. *'Tis not ſo: 


I Are ſtrewings fitt'ſt for graves, — Upon their faces 
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was bat a bolt of nothing, ſhot at nothing, 
which the brain makes of fumes: Our very eyes 
are ſometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faith 
[tremble ſtill with fear; but if there be | 
vet left in heav'n as (mall a drop of pity 
As a wren's eye, oh gods! a part of it! 
. The dream's here ſtill; ev'n when 1 wake, it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagin'd, felt. 
28 4 headleſs man the garments of Poſthumus? 
7 him I know the ſhape of's leg, this 1s his hand, 
His foot mercurial, his martial thigh, 


3 The arms of Hercules: but his jovial face 

t Murther in heav'n how ! tis gone! 
we” Piſanio! 

all curſes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 


And mine to boot, be darted on thee! thou, 
Twas thou conſpiring with that devil Cloten, 


85 t here cut off my lord. To write, and read, þ 
xeunt, Be henceforth treach'rous, Damn'd Piſanio | 
Hath with his forged letters—damn'd Pifanio— | 
From this the braveſt veſſel of the world f 
Bruck the main top ! oh Polthumus, alas, that ? ' 
„ bere is thy head? where's that? ay me, where's | 
& * Pianio might have kill'd thee at the heart, b 
"Wy And left his head on. How ſhould this be, Piſanio ?--» | 
i is he and Cloten. Malice and lucre in them | 
geep. ave laid this woe here. Oh 'tis pregnant, pregnant a 
k ges The drug he gave me, which he ſaid was precious 'Þ 
h And cordial to me, have I not found it C 
E " J* {Wurd'rous to th? ſenſes ? that confirms it home: | 
15 his is Piſanio's deed, and Cloten's, Oh 
7 


ive colour to my pale check with thy blood, 

That we the horrider may ſeem to thoſe 

Vhich chance to find us. Oh, my lord! my lord! 
Vor. VIII. N 
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lers fc 
SCENE VI. : 


Car. 

Enter Lucius, Captains, and a Sooth/ayer, 3 Loc. 
| | 5 Inform us 
Cap. To them, the legions garriſon'd in Gallia 3 They cra 
After your will, have croſs'd the fea, attending Thou ma 
You here at Milford-haven, with your ſhips: _ That, otl 
They are in readineſs. Hath alte 
Luc. But what from Rome? In this ſad 


Car The ſenate hath ſtirr'd up the coalacrs. What . 
And Gentlemen of Italy, moſt willing ſpirits, 


Ino. I 
That promiſe noble ſervice: and they come Nothing t. 
Under the conduct of bold Iachimo, Avery va 
Syenna's brother. | That here 
Luc. When expect you them ? There are 
Car. With the next benefit o'th' wind. From eaſt 
Luc. This forwardneſs Try many 
Makes our hopes fair. Command our preſent DEF : Find 92 
Be muſter d, bid the captains look to't, Now, fir, I Luc. 
What have you dream'd, of late, of this war's purpoſe: | bou mo! 
SooTH. Laſt night the very gods ſhew'd me a vilio! IThy maſts 
(I faſt, and pray'd for their intelligence) Io. R 
I ſaw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle, wing'd No harm b 
From th' ſpungy ſouth, to this part of the weſt, hey“ pa 
There vaniſh'd in the ſun- beams; which portends Luc. - 
(Unleſs my fins abuſe my divioation) Imo. F 
Succeſs to th' Roman hoſt. | Luc, J 
Luc. Dream often ſo, | | Thy name 
And never falſe. —Soft ho, what trunk is here Wilt take 
Without his top ? the ruin ſpeaks, that ſometime Thou ſhalt 
It was a worthy building. How ! a page! lo leſs bel 
Or dead, or ſleeping on him? but dead rather: ent by a ( 
For nature doth abhor to make his couch Than thin, 


With the defunct, or ſleep upon the dead, o. 1˙ 


3 CYMBELINE, IV. 7, OI 
* ler s ſee the boy's face. | 
Car. He's alive, my lord. [ one, 
Luc, He'll then inſtruct us of this body. Young 
© Inform us of the fortunes, for it ſeems 
E They crave to be demanded : who is this 
Thou mak'ſt thy bloody pillow ? who was he 
| That, otherwiſe than noble nature did, 
Hath alter'd that good picture? what's thy intereſt 
In this ſad wreck ? how came it, and who is it? 
„ What art thou? 
| Ino, I am nothing; or if not, 
Nothing to be, were better, This was my maſter, 
A very valiant Britain, and a good, 
That here by mountaneers lyes ſlain: alas! 
There are no more ſuch matters : I may wander 
From eaſt to occident, cry out for ſervice, 
Try many, all good, ſerve them truly, never 
Find ſuch another maſter. 


14 


amber) 


lr, oc. Lack, good youth! 
pole Thou mov'ſt no leſs with thy complaining, than 
a vilio Thy maſter bleeding: ſay his name, good friend. 
| IMo, Richard du Camp. If I do lye, and do 

R 0 harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope [de. 
ty [ hey Il pardon it, Say you, ir? 
nds Luc. Thy name? 

Ido. Fidele, fir, 

Luc. Thou doſt approve thyſelf the very fame; ; 

| . Thy name well fits thy faith, thy faith thy name. 

- : PVilt take thy chance with me? I will not ſay 
1M 


Thou ſhalt be ſo well maſter'd, but be ſure 

do leſs beloy'd. The Roman emperor's letters 

ent by a Conſul to me ſhould no ſooner 

Than thine own worth prefer thee: go with me. 
Ino. I'll follow, fir, But firſt, an't pleaſe the gods, 
M 2 
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1˙I hide my malter from the flies as deep 

As theſe poor pickaxes can dig; and when grave, 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I ha' ſtrew'd his 
And on it ſaid a century of pray'rs, 
(Such as I can, ) twice oer I'l] weep, and ſigh, 

And leaving ſo bis ſervice follow you, 

So pleaſe you entertain me, 

Luc. Ay, good youth, 

And rather father thee, than maſter thee. 

My friends, | | 

The boy hath taught us manly duties: let us 

Find out the prettieſt dazied- plot we can, 

And make him with our pikes and partizans 

A grave; come, arm him: boy, he is preferr'd 

By thee to us, and he ſhall be interr'd 

As ſoldiers can. Be chearful, wipe thine eyes. 
Some falls are means the happier to ariſe, [Exeui. 


8 E NE VL. - 
Enter BELLARIUS, GUIDERIVS, and ARVIRAGUS. 


Gp. The noiſe is round about us. 
BTL. Let us from it. | 
Axv. What pleaſure, fir, find we in life, to lock 
From action and adventure? 
Gu1D, Nay, what hope 
Have we in hiding us? this way the Romans 
Muſt or for Britains {lay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolters 
During their uſe, and ſlay us after. 
BEL. Sons, | 
We'll higher to the mountains, there ſecure us. 
To the King's party there's no going; newneſs 
Of Cloten's death (we being not known nor wulter's 
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Y | among the bands) may drive us to confelion 
E Where we have liv'd : and ſo extort from us 
That which we've done, whoſe anſwer would be death 
E Drawn on with torture, 
i Gvuid, This is, fir, a doubt 
(a ſuch a time) nothing becoming you, 

Nor ſatisfying us. 

Asa v. It is not likely, 

That when they hear the Roman horſes neigh, 

© Bchold their quarter'd fires, have both their eyes 

And ears ſo cloy'd importantly as now, 

That they will waſte their time upon our note 

To know from whence we are. 

BxT. Oh, Iam known 

of many in the army; many years, ſhim 

Though Cloten then but young, (you ſee,) not wore 
*xeunt, From my remembrance. And beſides, the King 

| Hath not deſerv'd my ſervice, nor your loves, 
| Who find in my exile the want of breeding; 
| The certainty of this hard life, aye hopeleſs 
| To have the courteſie your cradle promis'd, 
| But to be ſtill hot ſummer's tanlings, and 
| The ſhrinking ſlaves of winter, 
Gp. Than be ſo, 
| Better to ceaſe to be. Pray, fir, to th'army; m4 
and my brother are not known; yourſelf "9 
So out of thought, and thereto ſo o'er- grown, | 
Cannot be queſtion d. | Ii 
Av. By this ſun that ſhines ” 
[ll thither ; what thing is it, that I never | 
Did ſee man die, ſcarce ever look'd on blood, 
_ But that of coward hares, hot goats and veniſon ? 1 
eſs Never beſtrid a horſe ſave one, that had 8 
\nſter's {MA rider like myſelf who ne'er wore rowel, 
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Nor iron on his heel? I am aſham'd © The no 
To look upon the holy ſun, to have ue, wr. 
The benefit of his bleſt beams, remaining Lou ſna 
So long a poor unknown. 70 have 
Gu1D. By heav'nsI'll go; | To ſeco 
If you will bleſs me, ſir, and give me leave, 450 mal 
I'll take the better care; but if you will not, But Imo 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by And mal 
The hands of Romans. Among 
AR v. So ſay I, Amen, Againſt 
Bl. No reaſon I (ſince of your lives you ſet | Thar, B 
So ſlight a valuation) ſhould reſerve | I'll give 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boys, T Hear pat 
If in your country wars you chance to die, | : Of theſe 
Thar is my bed too, lads, and there I'll lye. As do's 2 
Lead, lead; the time ſeems long: their blood thinks Againſt t 
Fas For thee, 


Till it flie out, and ſhew them princes born. Ex xe, (WS ev'ry b 
| Pitied, n. 


5 [Myſelf I' 

d k. More val: 

A Field betaueen the Britiſh and Roman Camps. OS. pu 

| | | 0 ham 

Enter PoSTHUMUS with a bloody handkerchief. | [The faſh; ; 

EA bloody cloth, I'll keep thee ; for I wiſht | [Enter "a 

Thou ſhould'it be colour'd thus, You married ,.. 5 

ones, ; rr 

If each of you would take this courſe, how many 7 

Muſt murther wives much better than themſelves 3 * 

For wrying but a little? oh Piſanio! quiſhet ? 
Every good ſervant does not all commands; him 

No bond, but to do juſt ones. Gods ! if you 
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, 1 never lac, 
| akes off i 


Had liv'd to put on this; ſo had you ſaved 
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| 3 ne noble Imogen to repent, and ſtruck 
une, wretch, more worth your vengeance, But alack 

Jou ſnatch ſome hence for little faults; that's love, 
b | To have them fall no more; you ſome permit 
© To ſecond ills with ills, each worſe than other, 
ö And make them dread it, to the doer's thrift. 
But Imogen's your own : do your belt wills, 
And make me bleſt obey ! I am brought hither 
Among th' Italian gentry, and to fight 
Againſt my lady's kingdom; 'tis enough 

ö | That, Britain, I have kill'd thy miſtreſs: Peace, 

I'll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good heav'ns, 

ys, | Hear patiently my purpoſe. Il diſrobe me 

Of theſe Italian weeds, and ſuit myſelf 

As do's a Britain peaſant ; ſo I'll fight 
inks | Againſt the part I come with; ſo Vl die 

For thee, O Imogen, for whom my life 

Efe. Ils ev'ry breath, a death; and thus unknown, 
5 pitied, nor hated, to the face of peril 
Myſelf I'll dedicate, Let me make men know 
More valour in me, than my habit's ſnow ; 
| Gods, put the ſtrength o'th' Leonati in me; 


To ſhame the guiſe o'th* world, I will begin, 
ef. The faſhion, leſs without, and more within. [Exit 
ht Enter Lucius, Iacuimo, and the Roman army at 
zar ric one door ; and the Britiſh army at another: Lx o- 
NaTUs PoSTHUMUS following lite a poor ſoldier. 
= They march over, and go out. Then enter again in 
es | Skirmiſh IAchiuo, and Pos rhuuus; he van- 
quiſheth and diſarmeth Ia cHIM O, and then leaves 
him, | 
= lacy. The heavineſs and guilt within my boſom 


akes off my manhood ; I've bely'd à lady, 
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Revengingly enfeebles me: or could this carle, 
Avery drudge of nature, have ſubdu'd me 


The princeſs of this country; and the air on't 


In my profeſſion ? knighthoods, honours born, 
As I wear mine, are titles but of ſcorn; 
If that thy gentry, Britain, go before | Lollin 
This lowt, as he exceeds our lords, the odds . More 
Is, that we ſcarce are men, and you are gods. [EA. 
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— 
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— 


| i © Some 1 
The battel continues ; the Britains fly, CymseLix « © Meer]: 
talen; then enter to his reſcue, BELLA&1US, Gut: 


DERIUS, and ARVIRAGUS, | © With 
; To die 
BEL. Stand, ſtand; we have th advantage of de W 1.0%; 
ground; LS 

That lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but Which 
The villany of our fears. Lan how 
GuiD. ARv. Stand, ſtand and fight. 80 long a 


Enter Pos rhunuvus, and ſecondt the Britains, Thy In doing 


reſcue CYMBELINE, and exeunt. ; He, with 
The coun 


With face 
Than tho 
Made goo 
© Our Bri 


Then enter Lucius, IAchiuo, and IMOGEN, 
Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and ſave thyſelt; 
For fiiends kill friends, and the diſorder's ſuch 
As war were hood-wink'd. 


Iacn, Tis their freſh ſupplies. To dar! 
Luc. It is a day turn'd ſtrangely, Or betimes or we a 
Let's re-inforce, or fly, LExe]ũ] Wc Lixe be 
SCENE H. Rank 

Euter Pos rnuuus, and a Britiſh Lord. Three tho 
Lon b. Cam'ſt thou from where they made che ſtand E 5 


Pos r. I did. 


, iccom 
Though you it ſeems came from the fliers. oda 


Vor. v 
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Lox, I did, 
pos r. No blame be to you, fir, for all was jolt 
But that the heavens fought : the king himſelf 
© Of his wings deſtitute the army broken, 
© And but the backs of Britains, ſeen; all flying 
| © Through a ſtraight lane, the enemy full. hearted, 
| Loling the tongue with ſlaught'ring, having work 
IF © More plentiful, than tools to do't, ſtruck down 
LE © Some mortally, ſome ſlightly touch'd, ſome falling 
con ; | © Meerly through fear, that the ſtraight paſs was 
Gu1- 3 © damm'd 
ö with dead men, hurt behind; and cowards living 
To die with lengthen'd ſhawe. i 
of tax | Lo RD. Where was this lane? [turf, 
| Posr, Cloſeby the battel, ditch'd, and wall'd with 
| Which gave advantage to an ancient ſoldier, 
| (An honeſt one I warrant, who deſerv'd 
so long a breeding as his white beard came to) 
Thy In doing this for's country. *Thwart the lane, 
He, with two ſtriplings, (lads more like to run 
The country Baſe, than to commit ſuch ſlaughter, 


3h 
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EN. with faces fit for masks, or rather fairer 

myſelf [Than thoſe for preſervation cas d, or ſhame,) 

h Made good the paſſage, cry'd to thoſe that fled, 
F Our Britaines Harts die flying, net our men; 

4 To darkneſs fleet ſouls that fl y backwards ! ſtand, 

mes FF Or we are Romans, and we will give you that 

E x00" Like beaſts, which you ſhun beaſtly, and may ſave 
But to look back in front: ſtand, ſtand — Theſa 

three, 
1. Three thouſand confident, in act as many; 
de fland kor three performers are the file, when all 


Che reſt do nothing ;) with this word ſtand, ſtand, 
decomodated by the place, (more charmin 3 
Vor. VIII. 
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With their own nobleneſs, which could have turn'd 
A diſtaff to a lance,) gilded pale looks; [ard 
Part ſhame; part ſpirit renew'd, that ſome turn'd cow- 
But by example (oh a fin in war, 

Damn ' d in the firſt beginners) gan to look 

The way that they did, and to grin like lions 

Upon the pikes 0'th' hunters. Then began 

A (top i'th' chaſer, a retire; anon 

A rout, confuſion thick. Forthwith they flie 


| Chickens, the way which they ſtoop'd eagles : ſlaves, 


The ſtrides the victors made; and now our cowards, 
Like fragments in hard voyages, became 
The life o'th' need; having found the back door open 
Of the unguarded hearts, heay'ns, how they wound: 
Some ſlain before, ſome dying ; ſome their friends 
O'er- born i'th' former wave, ten chac'd by one, 
Are now each one the ſlaughter-mañ of twenty; 
Thoſe that would die or- ere reſiſt, are grown 
The mortal bugs o'th' field. 

Loxp. This was ſtrange chance, 
A narrow lane! an old man, and two boys! 

Pos r. Nay, do but wonder at it; you are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 
Than to work any.“ 


Lokd, Farewell, you are angry. [Ext 


PosT. This is a lord; oh noble miſery 


9 Than to work any. 
Will you rhime upon't, 
And vent it for a mockery? here is one: 
Tuo boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane, 
« Preſerv'd the Britains, was the Romans bane, 
Lo xp. Nay, be not angry, ſir, 
Pos r. Lack, to what end? 


That Lt 


| Who h: 


To be 
To- da) 
E To've: 
And ye 
Could 
Nor fee 
. 'Tis {tr 
© Sweet v 
: That di 
For bei 
No mor 
The pa 
But yie 
Once tc 
Here m 
Britains 
On eith 
Which 
| But end 


1 Ca 


| 'Tis the 


2 Ca 


I Ca 


But non 


Pos 1 


| Who dar 
For if he 
{ Iknow h 
| You have 


Lo RI 
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Jo be i'th' field, and ask what news, of me? 

o- day, how many would have given their honours 
E To've ſav'd their carcaſſes ? took heel to do't, 
And yet died too. I, in mine own woe charm'd, 
Could not find death where 1 did hear him groan, 
Nor feel him where he ſtruck. This ugly monſter, 
'Tis ſtrange he hides him in freſh cups, ſoft beds, 
Sweet words; or hath more miniſters than we 
That draw his knives in war. Well I will find him. 
Por being now a favourer to the Britain, 

No more a Britain, I've reſum'd again 

The part I came in. Fight I will no more, 

But yield me to the verieſt hind, that ſhall 

Once touch my ſhoulder, Great the ſlaughter is 
Here made by th' Roman; great the anſwer be, 
Britains muſt take. For me, my ranſom's death, 

On either ſide I come to ſpend my breath; 

Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear again, 

| But end it by ſome means for Imogen. 

| Enter two Captains, and Soldiers, 

I Cap, Great Jupiter be prais'd, Lucius is taken. 
| 'Tis thought the old man, and his ſons, were angels. 
| 2 Cap, There was a fourth man, in a ſilly habit, 
That gave th' affront with them, 

I Cay. So tis reported; 

But none of 'em can be found. Stand, who's there? 
Pos r. A Roman, 

Who had not now been drooping here; if ſeconds 


rn'd 
[ard 


,COW- 


ſlaves, 
ards, 


r Open 


ound! 
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Who dares not ſtand his foe, I'll be his friend; 
For if he'll do, as he is made to do, 

Iknow he'll quickly fly my friendſhip too. 

| You have put me into rhymes. 

Lo RD. Farewel, Ce. 
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Had anſwer'd him. - 

2 Car. Lay hands on him; a don, 
A leg of Rome ſhall not return to tell [ vice 
What crows have peck'd them here; he brags his ſer- 
As if he were of note; bring him to th' king. 


Euter CYMBELINE, BELLARIUS, GUIDERI1vs, 


ARVIRAGUS, PISANIO, and Roman captive, 
The captains preſent PoSTHUMUS fo CyMyz- 
LINE, who delivers him over to a goaler. 


SCENE III. 
& | A Prifon. 


Enter PoSTHUMUS, and ſuo Goalers. 
1 GOAL. You ſhall not now be ſtoln, you've locks 
upon you 

So graze, as you find paſture. . 

2 GoaL. Ay, or ſtomach. [ Exeunt Goalers, 

Pos r. Moſt welcome bondage! for thou art a way, 
I think, to liberty; yet am I better 
Than one that's ſick o'th? gout, ſince he 3 
Groan ſo in perpetuity than be cur'd 
By th' ſure phyſician, death; who is the key 
T'unbar theſe locks. My conſcience ! thou art fetter'd 
More than my ſhanks and wriſts; you good gods 

give me . 


The penitent inſtrument to pick that bolt, 


Then free for ever. Is't enough I'm ſorry? 
So children temp'ral fathers do appeaſe; 
Gods are more full of mercy. Muſt I repent ? 
I cannot do it better than in gyves, | 
Deſir'd, more than conſtrain'd; to ſatisfie 

If of my freedom 'tis the main part, take 

No ſtricter render of me, than my all. 


Hath my | 


[1 know y. 
Who oft 
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Tis not 
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{1 know you are more clement than vile men, 
Who of their broken debtors take a third, 

[ vice Aſixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 

is ſer. ¶ On their abatement; that's not my deſire, 
| For Imogen's dear life, take mine, and though 

R1vs, Tris not ſo dear, yet tis a life; you coin'd it; 

priver, Tween man and man they weigh not every ſtamp; ; 

MBE: Though light, take pieces for the figure's ſake, 
| You rather, mine being yours: and ſo, great powers, 
If you will take this audit, take this life, 
And cancel thoſe old bonds. Oh Imogen! 


Il ſpeak to thee in ſilence. 
| 2 1 * 


[Ze Sleeps. 


e locks Wes Here follows a Viſion, a Maſque, and a Prophecy, which 


roalers, for meer ſhow, and apparently not of Shakeſpear 
a Way, | + | 4 + 
| {Solemn muſic: Enter as in an apparition, S1C1L1IUs LEo- 
ather | NATUS, father to PosSTHUMUS, an old man, attired like 
a warrier, leading in his hand an ancient matron, his wife, 
and mother to Pos THM us, with muſic before them. Then 
fetter'd after other muſic, follow the two young LEONAT1, brothers 


d god: to PoSTHUMVUS, with wounds as they died in the wars. 
They circle PosTHUMUS round as be lyes ſleeping. 


SICI. No more thou thunder-maſter 

Shew thy ſpite, on mortal flies: 

With Mars fall out, with Juno chide, that thy adulteries 
Rates and revenges. 

Hath my poor boy done ought but well, 
Whoſe face I never faw ? 

Lay, whilſt in the womb he ſtay'd, 

| Attending nature's law. 


interrupt the Fable without the leaſt neceſſity, and unmeaſur- 
ably lenghten this aft. I think it plainly foiſted in afterwards 


CYMBELINE. v. 4. 
SCENE IV, 
Cymbeline's Tent, 


1 . 
1 : 
nn 
1 } 1 
11 1 
1 
' 106! 
: 
U a7! 
(Hi! 
: | 
4 


i! 


Wl ARVIRAGUS, Pis Ad lo, and lords. 


10 | made | 
Wi Preſervers of my throne. Wo is my heart, 


0 N 

i Whoſe father, Jove! (as men report, 

* | Thou orphans father art!) 

Wil Thou ſhould'ſt have been, and ſhielded him 
Wil. From his earth-vexing ſmart. 


MoTH. Lucina lent not me her aid, 
But took me in my throes, 
Wall. That from me my Poſthumus ript ; 
Wl Came crying mongſt his foes, 
i 5 A thing of pity! 
ol $1 c1. Great nature, like his anceſtry, 
| Moulded the ſtuff ſo fair; 
That he deſery'd the praiſe oth? world, 
As great Sicilius' heir. 
1 BRo. When once he was matnre for man, 
5 In Britain where was he 
„ That could ſtand up his parallel, 
| Or rival object be, 
In the eye of Imogen, that beſt 
Could deem his dignity ? | 
MoTH. With marriage therefore 1 was he mockt 
Nl! To be exil'd, and thrown 
Wl | From Leonatus? ſeat, and caſt 
" From her his deareſt one : 
Sweet Imogen! 
St ci. Why did you Tuffer Iachime, 
Slight thing of Italy. | 
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Wil Enter CYMBELINE, BELLARIUS, Guibkkius, 


Wil cru. Stand by my fide, you whom the gods hare 


That the 
N 5 


E 75 taint þ 
N Wi 
And to be. 
EO 
2 BRO 
: Out 
That ſtril 
; Fel 
Our fealt! 


N Or 
| To th? ſhi 
| Ap: 
2 BRE 
b An. 
Jupir E! 
| eagle; 
| bnees, 

Jopir. 1 
Offend 


US, 


$ have 
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rat the poor ſoldier that ſo richly fought, 
— rags ſnam d gilded arms, whoſe naked breaft 


103 


1 175 taint his noble heart and brain 


With needleſs jealouſie, 
And to become the geek and ſcorn 
O'th' other's villany ? 


2 Bro. For this, from ſtiller ſeats we came, 
Our parents, and us twain, 


ö That ſtriking in our country's cauſe, 


Fell bravely and were ſlain, 


our fealty and Tenantius' right, 


With honour to maintain. 


1 BRO. Like hardiment Poſthumus hath 
To Cymbeline perform'd ; 


| Then Jupiter, thou king of gods, 


Why haſt thou thus adjourn'd 


| The graces for his merits due, 


Being all to dolours turn'd ? 


Siet. Thy cryſtal window ope; look « ont ; 
No longer exerciſe, 


| Upon a valiant race, thy harſh 


And potent injuries. 


Mo TH. Since, Jupiter, our ſon is good, 
Take off his miſeries. 


Stc1. Peep through thy marble 3 help, 
Or we poor ghoſts will cry 


| To th' ſhining ſynod of the reſt, 


Againſt thy deity. 
2 BRETH. Help Jupiter, or we appeal, 
And from thy juſtice flie. 


| Jur1TER deſcends in thunder and Hioktning, ſitting upon an 


eagle ; be throws a thunder-bolt. The ghoſts fall on their 
knees, . 


| 10P1T, No more you petty ſpirits of region low 


Offend our hearing; huſh! how dare you ghoſts 
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Stept before ſhields of proof,) cannot be found: 
He ſhall be happy that can find him, if 


Accuſe the thunderer, whoſe bolt you know, 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coaſts. 
Poor ſhadows of Elizium, hence and reſt 
Upon your never-withering banks of flowers, 
Be not with mortal accidents oppreſt, 
No care of yours it is, you know *tis ours. 
Whom belt I love, I croſs; to make my gift, 
The more delay'd, delighted. Be content, 
Your low-laid ſon our godhead will uplift : 
His comforts thrive, his tryals well are ſpent; 
Our Jovial ſtar reign'd at his birth, and in 
Our temple he was married : riſe, and fade! 
He ſhall be lord of lady Imogen, 
And happier much by his affliction made. 
This tablet lay upon his breaſt, wherein 
[Jup. drops à tablet, 
Our pleaſure, his full fortune, doth confine, 
And ſo away, no farther with your din 
Expreſs impatience, leſt you ſtir up mine; 
Mount eagle, to my palace cryſtalline. [Aſeend®, 
sie. He came in thunder, his celeſtial breath 
Was ſulphurous to ſmell; the holy eagle 
Stoop'd, as to foot us: his aſcenſion is 
More ſweet than our bleſt fields ; his royal bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beck, 
As when his god is pleas'd. 
ALL. Thanks, Jupiter. 
St c1. The marble pavement cloſes, he is enter'd 
His radiant roof: away, and to be bleſt 


Let us with care perform his great beheſt. Fang 


Pos r. Sleep, thou haſt been a grandſire, and begot 
A father to me: and thou haſt created 
A mother, and two brothers, But, oh ſeorn! 


Our gr: 
BEL 


1 Gone — 
And ſo 1 
| On great 
| Wake, a 
g Many dr 
And yet 
That ha: 
| What fai! 
Be not, a 
Nobler tl 
| So follow 
| As good a 


| V. hen 0 
| ſeeking fin 
| from a ſta 
| Jears, ſha. 
grou, the? 
and flouriſ] 
Iis (till a 
Tongue, 3 
| Or ſenſele: 
As ſenſe c. 
The actior 
If but for 


Go AL. 
Pos r. 
| Goar., 
Jou are we! 
Pos r. 
Ni pays tl 
| Goar, 
Vor. 


à tablet. 


Aſcendt. 
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Our grace can make him ſo. 
BEL, I never ſaw 


: Gone— they went hence ſo ſoon as they were born; 
And fo Jam awake 
| On greatneſs favour, dream as I have done, 

Wake, and find nothing. But alas, I ſwerve: 
Many dream not to find, neither deſerve, 

| And yet arc ſteep'd in favours; ſo am I 

| That have this golden chance, and know not why 

| What fairies haunt this ground? a book! oh rare one! 
| Be not, as in our fangled world, a garment 

| Nobler than that it covers. Let thy effects 

$ follow, to be moſt unlike our courtiers, 

As good as promiſe, 


Poor wretches that depend 


[Reads.] 
When as the lion's whelp ſhall, to himſelf unknown, witheut 


; ſeeking find, and be embrac'd by a piece of tender air, and when 
| from a ſtately cedar ſhall be lopt branches, which being dead many 
| years, ſhall after revive, be jointed to the old ſtock, and freſbly 
| grow, then ſhall Poſlhumus end his miſeries, Britain be fortunate, 
and flouriſh in peace and plenty. 

Tis (till a dream; or elſe ſuch ſtuff as madmen 

| Tongue, and brain not: do either both, or nothing; 


Or ſenſeleſs ſpeaking, or a ſpeaking ſuch 


As ſenſe cannot untie. But what it is, 
The action of my life is like it, which I'll keep 
If but for ſympathy. 


Enter Goaler. 
Go AL. Come, fir, are you ready for death? 
Pos. Over-roaſted rather: ready long ago. 
60A. Hanging is the word, ſir; if you be ready for that, 
Jou are well cookt. 
| PosT. So if it prove a good repaſt to the eee the 
Kiſh pays the ſhot. 
60 AL. A heavy reckoning for you, ſir, but the comfort is, 


Vor. VIII. Q 
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Such noble fury in ſo poor a thing: But beg 
Such precious deeds in one that promis'd nought r 
5 | | PIS. ! 
you ſhall be call'd to no more payments, fear no more tavem But no! 
bills, which are often the ſadneſs of parting, as the procuring ern 
of mirth; you. came in faint for want of meat, depart recling WW The hei 
with too much drink; ſorry that you have paid too much, and To 
ſorry that you arc paid too much; purſe and brain, both emp. Tas 
ty; the brain the heavier, for being too light; the purſe too 
light, being drawn of heavineſs. Oh, of this contradiction you i By whor 
ſhall now be quit: oh the charity of a penny cord, it ſums up | To alk c 
thouſands in a trice; you have no true debtor, and creditor, BEL, 
but it; df what's paſt, is, and to come, the diſcharge ; your In Camb 
neck, fr, is pen, book, and counters; ſo the acquittance fol: Further 
lows. E Unleſs I 
Pos r. I am merrier to die, than thou art to live. | Cyn, 
GOAL. Indeed, fir, he that ſleeps, feels not the tooth- ache: Ariſe my 
but a man that were to ſleep your ſleep, and a hangman to help Compani 
him to bed, I think he would change places with his officer: With dig 
for look you, fir, you know not which way you ſhall go. 
Pos r, Yes indeed do I, fellow. [There's | 
GoaAL. Your death has eyes in's head then - T have not 
ſeen him ſo pictur'd: you muſt either be directed by ſome that don 
take upon them to know; or to take upon yourſelf that uhich Mg... 
I am ſure you do not know; or lump the after-enquiry di Goar. 
your own peril ; and how you ſhall ſpeed in your journey pos v. 
end, I think you'll never return to tell one. for the dea. 
Pos T. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes, to d. GOAL. 
rect them the way I am going, but ſuch as wink, and will nu oun 2 gibb 
uſe them. nce, there 
GoAL. What an infinite co is this, that a man ſhoW:n and 
have the beſt uſe of eyes, to ſeek the way of blindneſs: I Wills. c q 
ſure ſuch hanging's the way of winking. bind, and c 
Enter a Meſſenger, dpallowſe 
Mes. Knock off his manacles, bring your priſoner to 1 prefe 


king, SCE 
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But begg'ry and poor looks, 


U Cru. No tidings of him? Fving, 
{ P1s,He hath been ſearch'd among the dead and li- 
tavem But no trace of him. | 
2 Cym. To my grief, I am 
reeling The heir of his reward, which I will add 
8 11 Jo you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain. 
8 . | [To Bell. Guid, and Arvirag, 
arſe too ; 
tion you By whom, I grant, ſhe lives. Tis now the time 
ſums 1 alk of whence you are, Report it. 
creditor, BEL, Sir, 
e; you i In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen : 
ance fol- Further to boaſt, were neither true nor modeſt, 
[Unleſs I add, we're honeſt, 
| Cym, Bow your knees. 
th-ache: W Ariſe my knights o'th' battel, I create you 
an to bey W Companions to our perſon, and will fit you 
s officer: ¶ With dignities becoming your eſtates, 
80. Enter CokNELIUs and Ladies, 
There's bulineſs in theſe faces: why ſo ſadly 
have not 
ſome thit PosT. Thou bring l good: news, I am called to be made 
hat which Wire. 
:nquiry 08 Goa. Til be hang'd then. 
journey. Posr. Thou ſhalt be then freer. than a goaler : no bolts 
or the dead. [ Exeunt. 
yes, to 0. GOAL. Unleſs a man would marry a gallows, and beget 
nd will 86 young gibbets, I never ſaw one ſo prone. Yet on my conſci- 
ace, there are verier knaves deſire to live, for all he be a Ro- 
man hou a: and there be ſome of them too that die againſt their 
iſs : Ils; 0 ſhould I. if I were one. I would we were all of cne 
mind, and one mind good; O there were deſolation of goalers 
dgallowſes; I ſpeak againſt my preſent profit, but my wiſh 
ſoner to een a preferment in't. Exit. 


SCENE IV. &c. 
O 2 
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Greet you our victory? you look like Romans, 


And not o'th* court of Britain. 

Cor, Hail, great king! 

To ſour your happineſs, I muſt report 
The queen is dead. 

Cym, Whom worſe than a phyſician 
Would this report become? but I conſider, 

By med'cine life may be prolong'd, yet death 
Will ſeize the doctor too. How ended ſhe ? 

Cor, With hortor, madly dying, like herſelf, 
Who being cruel to the world, concluded 
Moſt cruel to herſelf, What ſhe confeſt, 

I will report, ſo pleaſe you. Theſe her women 
Can trip me, if I err; who with wet cheeks 
Were preſent when ſhe hniſh'd. 

Cym. Pr'ythee ſay. 

Cor. Firſt, ſhe confeſs'd ſhe never loy'd you, only 
Affected greatneſs got by you, not you: 
Married your royalty, wife to your place, 

Abhorr'd your perſon. 
Cym. She alone knew this: 
And but ſhe ſpoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed, [love 

Cor, Your daughter, whom ſhe bore in hand to 
With ſuch integrity, ſhe did confeſs 
Was as a ſcorpion to her ſight, whoſe life, 

But that her flight prevented it, ſhe had 
Ta'en off by poiſon. 

Cy. O moſt delicate fiend ! 

Who is't can read a woman? is there more? 

Cor. More, fir, and worſe. She did confeſs ſhe had 
For you a mortal mineral, which being took 
Should by the minute feed on life, and lingring 
By inches waſte you, In which time ſhe purpos'd 
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[By watching, weeping, tendance, kiſſing, to | 
[0'ercome you with her ſhew : yes, and in time 
When ſhe had fitted you with her craft, to work 
Her ſon into th' adoption of the crown: 
But failing of her end by his ſtrange abſence, 
| Grew ſhameleſs, deſperate; open'd in deſpight_ 
of heaven and men, her purpoſes : repented 
The ills ſhe hatch'd were not effected: fo 
Deſpairing, dy'd. 

Cru. Heard you all this, her women ? 

Lady. We did, ſo pleaſe your highneſs. 
| Cym, Mine eyes 
Were not in fault, for ſhe was beautifal: 
Mine ears, that heard her flattery, nor my heart, 
That thought her like her ſeeming. It had been vicious 
To have miſtruſted her. Yet oh my daughter! 
That it was folly in me, thou may'lt ſay, 
And prove it in thy feeling. Heav'n mend all! 


SCENE V. 


Enter Lucius, Iacnino, and other Roman priſo- 
| rlore ners, LEONATUS bebind, and IMOGEN, 
hand to Thou com'ſt not, Caius, now for tribute; that 

The Britains have rac'd out, though with the loſs ; 
of many a bold one; whoſe kinſmen have made ſuit jb 
That their good ſouls may be appeas'd with ſlaughter 
Of you their caprives, which ourſelf have granted. 
So think of your eſtate. 
Luc. Conſider, fir, the chance of war; the day 
$ ſhe had Was yours by accident: had it gone with us, [ned 
We ſhould not, when the blood was cool, have threat- 
ug Our priſoners with the ſword. But ſince the gods 
og'd Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 


1 


110 CYMBELINE, V. 5. 


May be call'd ranſome, let it come. Sufficeth, 
A Roman with a Roman's heart can ſuffer. 
Auguſtus lives to think on't: And ſo much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 

I will intreat; my boy, a Britain born, 

Let him be ok 'd; never maſter had 

A page ſo kind, fo duteous, diligent, 

So tender over his occaſions, true, 


So feat, ſo nurſe-like let his virtue join 
With my requelt, which 1 l make bold your highneſs 


Cannot deny: he hath done no Britain harm, 
Though he hath ſerv'd a Roman, Save him, fir, 
And ſpare no blood beſide. 

Cym. F've ſurely ſeen him; 
His favour is familiar to me. Boy, 
Thou haſt look'd thyſelf into my grace, 
And art mine own. I know not why, nor wherefore 
To ſay, live boy: ne'er thank thy maſter, live; 
And aſk of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt, 
Fitting my bounty, and thy ſtate, I'll give it: 
Yea, though thou do demand a priſoner, 


The nobleſt ta'en. 


Ino. I humbly thank your highneſs. 

Luc. Ido not bid thee beg my life, good lad, 
And yet I know thou wilt. 

Imo. No, no, alack, 
There's other work in hand; I fee a thing 
Bitter to me as death; your life, good maſter, 
Muſt ſhuffle for itſelf. 

Luc. The boy diſdains me, 
He leaves me, ſcorns me: briefly die their joys, 


That place them on the truth of girls and boys! 


Why ſtands he ſo perplext ? 
CyM, What wouldſt thou, boy? 
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| Love thee more and more : think more and more, 
What's beſt to aſk. Know'ſt him thou look'ſt on? 
| ſpeak, 
Wilt have him live? is he thy kin? thy friend? 
IMO. He is a Roman, no more kin to me, 
| Than I to your highneſs, who being born your vaſſal 
| Am ſomething nearer, 
Cym, Wherefore eye'it him ſo? 
Imo, I'll tell you, fir, in private, if you pleaſe 

| To give me hearing. 
|  Cym, Ay, with all my heart, 
And lend my belt attention. What's thy name? 

Ino, Fidele, fir. 

Cym, Thou'rt my good youth, my page, 
Ill be thy maſter : walk with me, ſpeak freely, 

BEL. Is not this boy reviv'd from death? 

ARv. One ſand another 
| Not more reſembles that ſweet roſie lad, 
| Who dy'd, and was Fidele. What think you ? 

Guid. The ſame dead thing alive. 

BEL, Peace, peace, ſee more; he eyes us not, 

forbear, 
| Creatures may be alike : were't he, I'm ſure 

d, He would have ſpoke t'us. 

= Gu1D. But we ſaw him dead. 

BEL. Be ſilent: let's ſee further. 
Pis. Tis my miſtreſs 


nels 


efore 


Wy 


[a/iae, 


vince ſhe is living, let the time run on, 
To good, or bad. | 
Cym. Come, ſtand thou by our ſide, 
Make thy demand aloud. Sir, {tep you forth, [T9 Iach. 
Give anſwer to this boy, and do it freely, 
Or by our greatneſs and the grace of it 
Which is our honour, bitter torture ſhall 


2 
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Winnow the truth from falſhood. On, ſpeak to him, 
lx. My boon is, that this gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this ring. 


For bea 
of him 
The ſhr 


Pos T. What's that to him? Poſtures 
CyM, That diamond upon your finger, ſay | A ſhop 
How came it yours ? | Loves w 
lach. Thou'lt torture me to leave unſpoken, that Fairneſs 
Which to be ſpoke would torture thee, | Cy, 
Cym, How? me? Come to 
IACH, I'm glad to be conſtrain'd to utter what lach 
Torments me to conceal. By villany Unleſs th 
I got this ring; *twas Leonatus' jewel, (Moſk lik 
Whom thou didſt baniſh : and, (which more may That hac 
grieve thee, | 0 And, not 

As it doth me) a nobler {ir ne'er liv'd He was a 
»Twixt ſky and ground. Will you hear more, my His miſtr 


Ind then 
ere cra 


„lord? 
Cym, All that belongs to this, 


Iacn. That paragon, thy daughter, Trov'd us 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falſe ſpirits WH Cx u. 
Quail to remember give me leave, I faint—— . cn. 

[ Soo Mie {pake 

Cym.My daughter, what of her? renew thy ſtrength, nd the al 
Pad rather thou ſhouldit live while nature will, lade ſcru 
Than die ere I hear more: ſtrive man, and ſpeak. feces of e 

lach. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock pon his þ 
That ſtruck the hour) it was in Rome, (accurs'd {uit the 
The manſion where) *twas at a feaſt, (oh would 0 bers an 
Our viands had been poiſon'd ! or at leaſt leſſer o 
Thoſe which Iheav d to head:) the good Poſthumus= dan I did 


nd woul, 
 Phoebu: 
en all thi 
It Lin th; 
vor. VI 


What ſhould I ſay ? he was too good to be 

Where ill men were, and was the beſt of all 
Amonglt the rar'ſt of good ones—— ſitting ſadly, 
Hearing us praiſe our loves of Italy 
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For beauty, that made barren the ſwell'd boaſt 

of him that beſt could ſpeak; for feature, laming 
The ſhrine of Venus, or ſtraight- pight Minerva; 

| Poſtures, beyond brief nature; for condition, 

| A ſhop of all the qualities, that man 

Loves woman for; beſides that hook of wiving, 
Fairneſs, which ſtrikes the eye 
Cym, I ſtand on fire. 

Come to the matter, 

lach. All too ſoon I ſhall, 
[Unleſs thou wouldſt grieve quickly. This Poſthumus, 
(Moſt like a noble lord in love, and one 

That had a royal lover) took his hint ; 

And, not diſpraiſing whom we prais'd, (therein 

He was as calm as virtue) he began 

His miſtreſs* picture; which by his tongue made, 

ind then a mind put in't; either our brags 

ere crack'd of kitchen-trulls, or his deſcription 
Frov'd us unſpeaking ſots. 

ſe ſpirits i Cru. Nay, nay, to th' purpoſe, 

t—— © lacs. Your daughter's chaſtity; there it begins: 
Faboon. e ſpake of her, as Dian had hot dreams, 

ſtrength, d ſne alone were cold; whereat, I wretch 


re may 


pre, my 


II, lade ſcruple of his praiſe, and wag'd with him 
jeak, leces of gold, *gain{t this which then he wore 
\ck pon his honour'd finger, to attain 

rs'd {uit the place of's bed, and win this ring, 
\uld bers and mine adultery, He, true knight, 


o lefſer of her honour confident 
Jum” han I did truly find her, ſtakes this ring, 
nd would ſo, had it been a carbuncle 
f Phoebus' wheel; and might ſo ſafely, had it 
en all the worth of 's car.) Away to Britain 
It | in this deſign; well may you, fir, 
Vor. VIII. 
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Remember me at court, where I was taught 
By your chaſte daughter the wide difference 


Twixt amorous, and villainous. Being thus quench'l 


Of hope, not longing ; mine Italian brain 

*Gan in your duller Britain operate 

Moſt vilely : for my vantage excellent, 

And to be brief, my practice ſo prevail'd, 

That I return'd with ſimilar proof enough 

To make the noble Leonatus mad, 

By wounding his belief in her renown, 

With tokens thus, and thus ; averring notes 

Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet 

(Oh cunning how I got it) nay ſome marks 

Of ſecret on her perſon, that he could not 

But think her bond of chaſtity quite crack'd, 

1 having ta'en the forfeit ; whereupon, 

Methinks I ſee him now 
Pos r. Ay, fo thou do'ſt, 

Italian fiend ! ay me, moſt credulous fool, 


- Egregious murtherer, thief, any thing 


That's due to all the villains paſt, in being, 
To come 
Some upright juſticer ! Thou king, fend out 
For torturers ingenious ; it is I 

That all th' abhorred things o'th' earth amend, 
By being worſe than they. I am Poſthumus, 
That kill'd thy daughter: villain-like, I lie, 
That caus'd a leſſer villain than myſelf 

A ſacrilegious thief to do't. The temple 

Of virtue was ſhe, yea, and ſhe herſelf —— 
Spit, and throw ſtones, caſt mire upon me, ſet 
The dogs o'th' ſtreet to bait me: every villain 
Be call'd Poſthumus Leonatus, and 


Be villainy leſs than 'twas, Ob Imogen 


[Coming forwart, 


oh give me cord, or knife, or poiſon, 


My qui 
| Imoger 
I o 
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My queen, my life, my wife! oh Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen! 
In o. Peace, my lord, hear, hear 
Pos T. Shall's have a play of this? 
Thou ſcornful page, there lie thy part. 
[S tribiug ber, ſhe falls. 
P1s, Oh gentlemen, help, 
Mine and your miſtreſs ——Oh, my lord Poſthumus ! 
You ne'er kill'd Imogen till now help, help, 
Mine honour'd lady 
Cru. Does the world go round? 
Pos r. How come theſe ſtaggers on me? 
PiS. Wake, my miſtreſs, 
Cym. If this be ſo, the gods do mean to ſtrike me 
To death with mortal joy. 
P1s, How fares my miſtreſs? 
In o. O get thee from my light, 
forward, Thou gav'ſt me poiſon : dang g'rous fellow hence, 
Breathe not where princes are. 
. Cym, The tune of Imogen! 
Pris. Lady, the gods throw ſtones of ſulphur on me, 
poiſon, ¶ If what I gave you was not thought by me 


tench'd 


let 


t A precious thing, I had it from the queen, 
Cy. New matter ſtill ? 

nd, Ino, It poiſon'd me. 

R Cor. Oh gods! 

: left out one thing which the queen confeſs d, 


Which muſt approye thee honeſt. If Piſanio 
Have, ſaid ſhe, giv'n his miſtreſs that confection 
Which! gave him for cordial, ſhe is ſerv'd 


ſet ASI would ſerve a rat. 
ain Cru. What's this, Cornelius? 


Cox. The queen, fir, very oft importun'd me 
o temper poiſons for her; {till pretending 
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The ſatis faction of her knowledge, only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs 
Of ao eiteem; I dreading that her purpoſe 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain ſtuff, which being ta'en would ſeize 
The preſent power of life, but in ſhort time 
All offices of nature ſhi-uld again 
Do their due functions. Have you ta'en of it? 
IMo. Moſt like I did, for I was dead. 
BEL. My boys, there was our error, 
Guid, This is ſure Fidele. [ you? 
Im o. Why did you throw your wedded lady from 
Think that you are upon a rock, and now 
Throw me again. 
Pos r. Hang there like fruit, my ſoul, 
»Tili the tree die! 
Cym. How now, my fleſh ? my child? 
What, mak ſt thou me a dullard in this act? 
Wilt thou not ſpeak to me? | 
Io. Your bleſſing, fir. | [ Kneeling, 
BEL. Tho' you did love this youth, I blame you not, 
You had a motive fort. [To Guid, Arvit, 
CM. My tears that fall 
Prove holy-water on thee; Imogen, 
'Thy mother's dead. 
imo. I'm ſorry for't, my lord. 
Cym. Oh, ſhe was naught; and long of her it wi 
That we meet here ſo ſtrangely ; but her ſon 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where, 
PIs. My lord, 
Now fear is from me, I Il ſpeak 3 Lord Cloten, 
Upon my lady's miſſing, came to me 
With his ſword drawn, foam'd at the mouth, and ſwore 
If I diſcover'd not which way ſhe went 
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t was my inſtant death. By accident 
| had a feigned letter of my maſter's 
Then in my pocket, which directed her 
To ſeek him on the mountains near to Milford : 
Where in a frenzy, in my maſter's garments, 
Which he enforc'd from me, away he poſts 
With unchaſte purpoſe, and with oath to violate 
My lady's honour : What became of him, 
further know not. 
Gvu1d, Let me end the ſtory; 
I flew him there. 
Cym, Marry, the gods forefend. 
would not thy good deeds ſhould from my lips 
Pluck a hard ſentence: pr'ythee valiant youth 
| Deny't again. 
Gv1D, I've ſpoke it, and did it. 
Cym, He was a prince, 
Gp. A moſt incivil one. The wrongs he did me 
Were nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me 
Cnceling, With language that would make me ſpurn the ſea, 
you not, Could it ſo roar to me. I cut off 's head, 
J. Arvir, And am right glad he is not ſtanding here 
To tell this tale of mine. 
Cym, I'm ſorry for thee ; 
By thine own tongue thou art condemn'd, and muſi 
Endure our law : thou'rt dead. 
er it Was Imo. That headleſs man 
. thought had been my lord. 
Cv. Bind the offender, 
And take him from our preſence. 
Cloten, BEL. Stay, fir King, 
| This man is better than the man he ſlew, 
and ſwor i As well deſcended as thyſelf, and hath 
More of thee merited, than a band of Clotens 


[ you? 
ly from 
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Had ever ſcar for. Let his arms alone, 
They were not born for bondage. 
Cy. Why old ſoldier 
Wilt thou undo the worth thou art 7540 for, 
By taſting of our wrath ? how of deſcent 
As good as we? 
ARv. In that he ſpake too far. 
CyM. And thou ſhalt die for't. 
BEL. We will die all three, 
But I will prove that two on's are as good 
As I've giv'n out of him. My ſons, I muſt, 
For mine own part, unfold a dangerous ſpeech, 
Though haply well for you. 
Axv. Your danger's ours. 
Gui. And our good his. 
BEL. Have at it then, by leave: 
Thou had'(t, great king, a ſubject, who was 0 4 
Bellarius. 
Cym. What of him? a baniſh'd traitor. 
BEL. He it is that hath 
Aſſum'd this age; indeed a baniſh'd man, 
J know not how a traitor, 
Cym. Take him hence, 
The whole world ſhall not ſave him. 
BEL. Not too hot: 
Firſt pay me for the nurſing of thy ſons, 
And let it be confiſcate all, ſo ſoon 
As I've receiv'd it. 
Cym. Nurſing of my ſons ? 


BEL, I am too blunt, and ſawcy ; here's my knee: 


Ere I ariſe, I will prefer my ſons, 

Then ſpare not the old father. Mighty fir, 
Theſe two young gentlemen that call me father 
And think they are my ſons, are none of mine, 
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They are the iſſue of your loins, my liege, 
And blood of your begetting. 
Cru. How? my iſſue? 
BEL. So ſure as you, your father's: I, old Morgan; 
Am that Bellarius whom you ſometime baniſh'd ; 
Your pleaſure was my near offence, my puniſhment 
Itſelf, and all my treaſon : That I ſuffer'd, 
Was all the harm I did, Theſe gentle princes, 
(For ſuch and ſo they are,) theſe twenty years 


Have I train'd up; ſuch arts they have, as I 


Could put into them, Sir, my breeding was, 
As your Grace knows. Their nurſe Euriphile, 
Whom for the theft I wedded, ſtole theſe chidren 


| Upon my baniſhment : I mov'd her to't, 


Having receiv'd the pnniſhment before 

For that which I did then. Beaten for loyalty, 
Excited me to treaſon. Their dear loſs, 

The more of you 'twas felt, the more it ſhap'd 
Unto my end of ſtealing them, But Sir, 

Here are your ſons again; and I mult loſe 


| Two of the ſweet'ſt companions in the world. 


The benediction of theſe covering heav'ns 


| Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy 


To in- lay heav'n with ſtars. 

Cym. Thou weep'ſt, and ſpeak'ſt: 
The ſervice that you three have done, is more 
Unlike, than this thou tell'ſt. I loſt my children 
If theſe be they, I know not how to wiſh 
A pair of worthier ſons. 

BEL, Be pleas'd a while 
This gentleman, whom I call Polidore, 
Moſt worthy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius: 
This gentleman, my Cadwall, Arviragus, 
Tour younger princely ſon ; be, ſir, was lapt 
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In a moſt curious mantle, wrought by th' hand And yor 
Of his queen mother, which for more probation Iknow 1 
I can with eaſe produce, And all 
CyM. Guiderius had From ct 
Upon his neck a mole, a ſanguine ſtar, Will ſer 
It was a mark of wonder. Polthun: 
BEL. This is he; And ſhe 
Who hath upon him ſtill that nat'ral ſtamp: On him, 
It was wiſe nature's end, in the donation, Each ob 
To be his evidence now. Is ſev'ra 
Cym, Oh, what am I And ſm 

A mother to the birth of three? ne'er mother Thou at 
Rejoic'd deliverance more; bleſt may you be, | Ino. 
That after this ſtrange ſtarting from your orbs, | To ſee t 
You may reign in them now: oh Imogen, Crym 
Thou'aſt loſt by this a kingdom. dave the 
Imo. No, my lord: For the) 
I've got two worlds by't. Oh my gentle brothers, Ino, 
Have we thus met? oh never ſay hereafter I will ye 
But I am trueſt ſpeaker. ou call'd me brother Luc. 
When I was but your ſiſter: I, you brother, Cy 
When you were ſo indeed. He wou 
Cx. Did you e'er meet? The tha 
Ak v. Ay, my good lord, Pos: 
Gv1d, And at firſt meeting lov'd, The ſol, 
Continu'd ſo, until we thought he died. ln poor 
Cox. By the queen's dram ſhe ſwallow d. The pu1 
Cym, O rare inſtinct! Speak, I 
When ſhall I hear all through? this fierce abridgment WHave m 


Hath to it circumſtantial branches, which lach 
Diſtinion ſhould be rich in. Where ? how liv'd you? ¶ But nou 
And when came you to ſerve our Roman captive ? As then 


How parted with your brothers? how firſt met them Which 
And her 


Vor. 


Why fled you from the court? and whether thelc ? 


— - — 
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And your three motives to the battel ? with 
Iknow not how much more ſhould be demanded, 
And all the other By-dependances 
From chance to chance ? but not the time nor place 
Will ſerve long interrogatories, See, 
Polthumus anchors upon Imogen; 
And ſhe, like harmleſs lightning, throws her eye 
On him, her brothers, me, her maſter ; hitting 
Each object with a joy. The counter-change 
Is ſev' rally in all. Let's quit this ground, 
And ſmoak the temple with our ſacrifices, 

Thou art my brother, ſo we'll hold thee ever. [79 Bel, 
| | Ino. You are my father too, and did relieve me, 
8, | To ſee this gracious ſeaſon ! 

Cru. All o'er- joy'd, 
dare theſe in bonds: let them be joyful too, 
For they ſhall taſte our comfort. 


ON 


hers, Ino. My good maſter, 
I will yet do you ſervice, 
er Luc. Happy be you! 


Cym, The forlorn ſoldier that ſo nobly fon ght 
He would have well becom'd this place, and grac'd 
The thankings of a king. 
Pos r. Tis I am, fir, 
The ſoldier that did company theſe three 
ln poor beſeeming : twas a fitment for 
The purpoſe I then follow'd. That I was he, - 
Speak, Iachimo, I had you down, and might 
idgment I Have made your finiſh. 
lacy, I am down again: 
d you? ¶ but now my heavy conſcience finks my knee, 
ive ? As then your force did. Take that life, beſeech you, 
t them: ¶ Whieh I fo often owe: but your ring firſt, 
heſe? lud here your bracelet of the trueſt princeſs 


Vor. VIII. 2 
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That ever ſwore her faith. 

Pos r. Kneel not to me: 
The power that I have on you, is to ſpare you: 
The malice tow'rds you, to forgive you. Live, 
And deal with others better. 

Cy M. Nobly doom'd: 
We ll learn our. freeneſs of a ſon-in-law; 
Pardon's the word to all. 

Ak v. You help'd us, fir, 
As you did mean indeed to be our brother, 
Joy'd are we, that you are. 

Pos r. Your ſervant, princes, * 

CM. My peace we will begin: and Caius Lucius, 


* Pos r. Your _ princes. 
Good my lord of Rome 
Call forth your Soothſayer : as I 1 methought 
Great Jupiter upon his eagle back'd 
Appear'd to me, with other ſprightly ſhews 
Of mine own kindred When 1 wak'd, I found 
This label on my boſom ; whoſe containing 
Is ſo from ſenſe in hardneſs, that I can 
Make no collection of it. Let him ſhew 
His ſkill in the conſtruction. 

Luc. Philarmonus, 

SooTH. Here, my good lord. 

Lu c. Read, and declare the meaning. 


[Reads.] 


I hen as a lion's whelp ſhall, to himſelf unknown, 1 i qu! 
ſeeking find, and be embrac'd by a piece of tender air ; and wel 


from a ſtately cedar ſhall be lopt branches, which being dead many 
years, ſhall after revive, be jeinted to the old ſtock, and freſu) 
grow, then ſhall Poflhumus end his miſeries, Britain be fortunalh 
and flouriſh in peace aud plenty, 
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Although the victor, we ſubmit to Caeſar, 
And to the Roman empire; promiſing 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were diſſuaded by our wicked Queen, 
On whom heav'ns juſtice (both on ys, and hers) 
Hath laid moſt heavy hand. 
SoOTHSAYER. The fingers of the powers above 
do tune 
The harmony of this peace: the viſion 
Which I made known to Lucius ere the ſtroke 
Of this yet ſcarce-cold battel, at this inſtant 
Is full accompliſh'd. For the Roman eagle 
From ſouth to welt on wing ſoaring aloft 


Leſlen'd herſelf, and in the beams o'th” ſun 


So vaniſh'd ; which fore-ſhew'd our princely eagle, 
Th' imperial Caeſar, ſhould again unite 


Thou, Leonatus, art the lion's whelp ; 
The fit and apt conſtruction of thy name 

Being Leonatus, doth import ſo much: 

The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter, 
Which we call Mollis Aer, and Mollis Aer 

We term it Mulier : which Mulier I divine 

Is this moſt conſtant wife, who even now 
Anſwering the letter of the oracle, 

Unknown to you, unſought, were clipt about 
With this moſt tender air. 

CyM. This hath ſome ſeeming. 

S00TH. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline, 
Pcrſonates thee ; and thy lopt branches, point 
Thy two ſons forth: who by Bellarius ſtoll'n, 
Tor many years thought dead, and now reviy'd 
To the majeſtic cedar join'd ; whole iſſue 
Promiſes Britain peace and plenty. 

Cru. My peace we will begin: G. 
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His favour with the radiant Cymbeline, R 


Which ſhines here in the weſt, 
Cy. Laud we the gods: 
And let the crooked ſmoakes climb to their noſtrils 
From our bleſt altars. Publiſh we this peace 
To all our ſubjects. Set we forward: let 
A Roman and a Britiſh enſign wave 
Friendly together ; ſo through Lud's town march. I 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratifie, Seal it with feaſts. 
Set on there: Never was a war did ceaſe 
Ere bloody hands were waſh'd, with ſuch a peace. 
[Exeunt ons, 


Ms. 


THE END. 
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PROLOGUE 


Po! houtholds: both alike in dignity, 
In fair Verana, (where we lay our ſcene) 
From ancient grudge break to new mutiny, 
Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean. 
From forth the fatal loins of theſe two foes, 
A pair of ſtar-croſs'd lovers take their life; | 
Whoſe miſ-adventur'd pitious overthrows, 
Do, with their death, bury their parents ſtrife. 
The fearful paſſage of their death-mark'd love, 
And the continuance of their parents rage, 
Which but their childrens end nought could re- 
move, 
Is now the two hours traffic of our ſtage. 
The which if you with patient ears attend, 
What here ſhall miſs, our toil ſhall ſtrive to mend. 


PLES, = 2 — 


ES Gent = 


SAMPSON, 


Dramatis Perſonae. 


ESCALUS, Prince of Verona. 

PAR1S, a young Nobleman in love with Juliet, and 
kinſman to the Prince. 

MoNnTAGUE, ) two Lords of antient families, ene- 

CAPULET, mies to each other, 

RomEo, ſon to Montague. 

MEgRcUTio, kinſman to the Prince, and friend to 
Romeo. 

BexvoL1o, kinſman and friend to Romeo. 

T1BALT, kinſman to Capulet. 

Friar LAWRENCE, 

Friar JOHN. 

BALTHASAR, ſervant to Romeo, 

Page to Paris. 


GREGORY, 
ABRAM, ſervant to Montague. 


| ſervants to Capulet. 


Apothecary. 


Lady MonTAGUE, wife to Montague. 

Lady CAPULET, wife to Capulet. 

JoLigT, daughter to Capulet, in love with Rome, 
Nurſe to Juliet. 


Citizens of Verona, ſeveral men and women, relat: 
ons to Capulet, maſkers, guards, and other dt. 
tendants. 


The SCENE, in the beginning of the fifth ac, ö 
in Mantua; during all the reſt of the play, in a 
near Verona. 


The Plot taken from an Italian Novel of Bandellv- 


Enter 


SAM 


us the! 
SAN 

when 

with tl 
GR 


ROMEO AND JULIET. 


iet, and ACT L SCENE 1 
es, ene- The Street in Verona. 


Enter SAMPSON and GREGORY, with ſwords and 
friend to bucklers, two ſervants of the Capulets. 


SAMPSON. 


Regory, on my word we'll not carry coals. 
GREG. No, for then we ſhould be colliers. 
Sam, I ſtrike quickly, being mov'd. 
GREG, But thou art not quickly mov'd to ſtrike. 
Sam. A dog of the houſe of Mountague moves me, 
GREG. To move, is to ſtir; and to be valiant, is to 
ſtand : therefore, if thou art mov'd, thou runn'ſt away. 
Sam. A dog of that houſe ſhall move me to ſtand: 
| will take the wall of any man or maid of Moun- 
tague's. 
GREG, That ſhews thee a weak ſlave, for the weak - 
h Romeo. elt goes to the wall. 
SAM, True, and therefore women, being the weak - 
eſt veſſels, are ever thruſt to the wall: therefore I 
en, relat will puſh Mountague's men from the wall, and thruſt 
other ai his maids to the wall. 
GREG. The quarrel is between our maſter, and 
us their men. | 
Sau. Tis all one, I will ſhew myſelf a tyrant : 
when I have fought with the men, I will be * cruel 
with the maids, and cut off their heads. 
GREG. The heads of the maids ? 


frh act, Þ 
ay, in an 


Bandello. 


* i vil. 
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San, Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maiden- 
heads, take it in what ſenſe thou wilt, 


> Ges. They muſt take it in ſenſe that feel it. 


Sau. Me they ſhall feel while I am able to ſtand: 
and 'tis known I am a pretty piece of fleſh. 

GRG. Tis well thou art not fiſh : if thou hadſt, 
thou hadſt been Poor John. Draw thy tool, here 
comes of the houſe of the Montagues. 

Enter ABRAM and BALTHASAR., | 

Sam. My naked weapon is out; quarrel, I vill 
back thee. 

GREG. How: turn thy back and run? 

Sam. Fear me not. 

GREG. No, marry : I fear thee. 

SAM. Let us take the law of our ſides : let them 
begin. 

GREG, I will frown as I paſs by, and let them take 
it as they liſt, 

Sam. Nay, as they dare, I will bite my thumb at 
them, which is a diſgrace to them, if they bear it. 

ABR. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir ? 

Sam. I do bite my thumb, Sir. 

ABR. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir ? 

Sam. Is the law on our ſide, if I ſay ay? 

GREG. No, | 

SAM. No, Sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, Sir: 
but I bite my thumb, Sir. 

GREG. Do you June Sir? 

ABR. Quarrel, Sir? no, Sir. 

Sam. If you do, Sir, I am for you; 1 ſerve as good 
2 man as you. 

ABR. No better? 

Sau. Well, Sir. 
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1a1den- 
* Enter BENVOLIO, 


it. GREG. Say better: here comes one of my maſter's 
ſand: liaſmen. : 

Sam, Yes, better, Sir, 
| hadft, ABR. You lie, 


|, here SAM. Draw, if you be men. Gregory, remember 
dy {waſhing blow. [. /ey ght. 


BEN. Part, fools, put up you ſwords, you know 
1 will Noot what you do. | 


Enter TYBALT, 


Tys. What, art thou drawn among theſe heart- 
leſs hinds ? 


Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death, 
et them BEN, I do but keep the peace; put up thy ſword, 


Or manage it to part theſe men with me. [word 
1 Ty. What draw, and talk of peace? I hate the 

As I hate hell, all Mountagues and thee : 
\oumb at Have at thee, coward. [ Fight. 

; Enter three or four citizens with clubs. 
it. : 
Orric. Clubs, bills, and partiſans ! ſtrike ! beat 
them down, 


[Down with the Capulets, down with the Mountagues, 
Enter cld CAPULET in his gown, and Lady CAPULET, 
Cap. What noiſe is this? give me my long ſword, 
ou Sir: ho? , 
9 
La. Cap. A crutch, a crutch: why call you for a 
ſword ? 
Car. A ſword, I ſay: old Mountague is come, 
1 And flouriſhes his blade in ſpight of me, 
as goo 3 | * 
| Enter old MouNTAGUE and Lady MounTaGus. 
Movx. Thou villain, Capulet Hold me not, 
let me go. 
Much of this ſcene is added ſince the firſt edition > but 
ably by Sbhakeſpear, ſince we find it in that of the year 1599. 
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8 ROMEO any JULIET. 1. 2. 
La. MouN, Thou ſhalt not ſtir a foot to ſeek a for, 
Enter Prince with attendants. 

PRIx. Rebellious ſubjects, enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of this neighbour- ſtained ſteel 
Will they not hear? what ho, you men, you beaſts, 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage, 
With purple fountains iſſuing from your veins: 

On pain of torture, from theſe bloody hands 
Throw your mil-temper'd weapons to the ground, 

And hear the ſentence of your moved prince. 

Three civil broils, bred of an airy word, 

By thee, old Capulet, and Mountague, 

Have thrice diſturb'd the quiet of our ſtreets, 

And made Verona's ancient citizens 


Caſt by their grave beſeeming ornaments ; * 


If ever you diſturb our ſtreets again, 

Your lives ſhall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
For this time all the reſt depart away, 

You, Capulet, ſhall go along with me; 


And, Mountague, come you this afternoon, 


To know our further pleaſure 1 in this caſe, 


To old Free-town, our common judgment- place: 


Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 


[ Exeunt Prince and CAPULE r, Ce. 


S C E NE. II. 
La. Movun, Who ſet this ancient quarrel nev ? 
broach ? 
Speak, nephew, were you by when it began? J 
BEN, Here were the ſervants of your adverſary; 


* beſeeming ornaments, 


To wield old partizans, in hands as old, 
Cankred with peace, to part your cankred hate; 
If ever you Cc. 
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And yours, cloſe fighting, ere I did approach; 4 

| drew to part them: In the inſtant came 9 

The fiery Tibalt, with his ſword prepar'd, | 

Which as he breath'd defiance to my ears, 

He ſwung about his head, and cut the winds. 

While we were interchanging thruſts and blows, 

1 Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 

Till the Prinee came, 

ound, La. Movun, O where is Romeo 

Right glad am I, he was not at this fray, | 
BEN, Madam, an hour before the worſhipp'd ſun bh 

peep'd through the golden window of the eaſt, 1 

A troubled mind drew me from company; | is 

Where underneath the grove of ſycamour, 1 

That weſt ward rooteth from the city ſide, ö 

So early walking did I ſee your ſon. 

Tow'rds him I made, but he was ware of me, 

And ſtole into the covert of the wood. 

meaſuring his affections by my own, 

That moſt are buſied when they're moſt alone, 

Purſued my humour, not purſuing his ; 

And gladly ſhun'd, who gladly fled from me. 

Moun, Many a morning hath he there been ſeen 

th tears augmenting the freſh morning dew ; 

put all ſo ſoon as the all-cheering ſun 

dbould, in the fartheſt eaſt, begin to draw 


Edition 1597. Inſtead of which it is in the other editions 
by my own, 
Which then moſt ſought, where moſt might not be found, 
Being one too many by my weary ſelf, 
Purſued my humour, c. 

The ten lines following not in Ed. 1997, but in the next 
1599. 
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8 ROMEO and JULIET. I. 2. 


La. Movn, Thou ſhalt not ſtir a foot to ſeek a foe, 
Enter Prince with attendants. 

PRIN, Rebellious ſubjects, enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of this neighbour- ſtained ſteel 
Will they not hear? what ho, you men, you beaſts, 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage, 
With purple fountains iſſuing from your veins : 

On pain of torture, from theſe bloody hands 
Throw your miſ{-temper'd weapons to the ground, 
And hear the ſentence of your moved prince. 
Three civil broils, bred of an airy word, 


By thee, vid Capulet, and Mountague, 


Have thrice diſturb'd the quiet of our ſtreets, 
And made Verona's ancient citizens 


Caſt by their grave beſeeming ornaments ; * 


If ever you diſturb our ſtreets again, 


- Your lives ſhall pay the forfeit of the peace. 


For this time all the reſt depart away, 
You, Capulet, ſhall go along with me; 
And, Mountague, come you this afternoon, 
To know our further pleaſure in this caſe, 
To old Free- town, our common judgment- place: 
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 
[ Exeunt Prince and CAP UL Er, Ce 


SCENE: IH. 


La. Moun. Who ſet this ancient quarrel new 
broach ? 
Speak, nephew, were you by when it began ? 
BEN, Here were the ſervants of your adverſary 


* ——beſeeming ornaments, 
To wield old partizans, in hands as old, 
Cankred with peace, to part your cankred hate; 
If ever you Cc. 
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ROMEO AND JULIET, I. 2. & 


And yours, cloſe fighting, ere I did approach; 

drew to part them: In the inſtant came 

The fiery Tibalt, with his ſword prepar'd, 

Which as he breath'd defiance to my ears, 

He ſwung about his head, and cut the winds, 

; While we were interchanging thruſts and blows, 

x2 Came more and more, and fought on part and part; 
Till the Prinee came, 

ound, La. Moun, O where is Romeo 

Right glad am I, he was not at this fray, 

BEN, Madam, an hour before the worſhipp'd ſun 
Prep'd through the golden window of the eaſt, 
Atroubled mind drew me from company; 

Where underneath the grove of ſycamour, 

That weſtward rooteth from the city ſide, 

So early walking did I ſee your ſon, 

Tow'rds him I made, but he was ware of me, 
And ſtole into the covert of the wood. 

| meaſuring his affections by my own, 

*That moſt are buſied when they're moſt alone, 
Purſued my humour, not purſuing his ; 

And gladly ſhun'd, who gladly fled from me. 
Moun. Many a morning hath he there been ſeen 
th tears augmenting the freſh morning dew ; 
but all ſo ſoon as the all-cheering ſun 

dbould, in the fartheſt eaſt, begin to draw 


k a foe, 


rel new 


Edition 1597. Inſtead of which it is in the other editions 
by my own, 
Which then moft ſought, where moſt * not be found, 
Being one too many by my weary ſelf, 
Purſued my humour, &c. 

Þ The ten lines following not in Ed. 1997, but in the next 
1599. 
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10 ROMEO and JULIET. I. 2. 


The ſhady curtains from Aurora's bed; 
Away from light ſteals home my heavy ſon, 
And private in his chamber pens himſelf; 
Shuts up his windows, locks fair day-light out, 
And makes himſelf an artificial night. 
Black and portentous mult this humour prove, 
Unleſs good counſel may the cauſe remove. 
BEN. My noble uncle, do you know the cauſe ? 
MouN. I neither know it, nor can learn it of him, 
* BEN. Have you importun'd him by any means? 
Mov. Both by myſelf and many other friends; 
But he, his own afſection's counſellor, 
Is to himſelf (I will not ſay how true) 
But to himſelf fo ſecret and ſo cloſe, 
So far from ſounding and diſcovery ; 
As is the bud bit with an envious worm, 
Ere he can ſpread his ſweet leaves to the air, 
Or dedicate his beauty to the ſun. 
Could we but learn from whence his ſorrows grow; 
We would as willingly give cure, as know. 
Enter ROME 0. 
Bex. See where he comes: fo pleaſe you ſtep aſide, 
Il know his grievance, or be much deny'd. 
Mou. I would thou wert ſo happy by thy ſtay, 
To hear true ſhrift. Come, madam, let's away. [E 
Ben. Good morrow, couſin. 
Rom. Is the day ſo young? 
BEN. But new ſtruck nine. 
Rom. Ah me, ſad hours ſeem long! 


Was that my father that went hence ſo faſt? [hours! 1 


BEN. It was: what ſadneſs lengthens Romeos 


* Theſe two ſpeeches alſo omitted in Ed. 1597. but infertt 
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Rom, Not having that, which having, makes them 
ſhort. 
Ben. In love? 


'F Rom, Out. 
Bew, Of love? 
Rom. Out of her favour, where I am in love, 
BEN. Alas, that love ſo gentle in his view, 
wie? chould be {a tyrannous and rough in proof 
of him, M Rom. Alas, that love, whoſe view is muffled ſtill, 
cans? Should without eyes fee path- ways to his will! 
ends; here ſhall we dine? — oh me! — What fray was 
here 
Yet tell me not, for I hays heard it all. 
Here's much to do with hate, but more with love: 
Why then, O brawling love! O loving hate 
Oh any thiog of nothing firſt create! 
0 heavy lightneſs ! ſerious vanity ! 
Mis-ſhapen chaos of well ſeeming forms 
grow, Feather of lead, bright ſmoke, cold fire, ſick health! 
Sull-waking fleep, that is got what it is: 
This love feel I, that feel no love in this. 
tep aſide, {Poſt thou not laugh? 
BEN. No coz, I rather weep. 
hy ſtay, Rom, Good heart, at What? 
y. (Ex: Bev. At thy good heart's oppreſſion. 
Rom. Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breaſt; 
Which thou wilt propagate to have them preſt 
With more of thine; this love that thou haſt hewn 
Doth add more grief to too much of mine ow. 
Love is a ſmoke rais d with the fume of fighs, 
being purg'd, a fre ſparkling in lovers eyes, 
being vex d, a ſea nouriſh'd with lovers tears; 
What is it eſe ? a madneſs molt diſcreet, 
A choaking gall, and a preſerving ſweet: 
B 2 
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12 ROMEO any JULIET., I. 2. 


Farewell, my couſin. [ Going, 
BEN. Soft, I'll go along. 
And if you leave me ſo, you do me wrong. 
Rom. But I have loſt myſelf, I am not here, 
This is not Romeo, he's ſome other where. 
BEx. Tell me in ſadneſs, who ſhe is you love? 
Rom. What, ſhall I groan, and tell thee ? 
Ben. Groan? why no; but ſadly tell me, who. 
Rom. Bid a ſick man in ſadneſs make his will 
O word, ill urg'd to one that is ſo ill. 
In ſadneſs, couſin, I do love a woman. 
BEN. I aim'd ſo near, when 1 ſuppos'd you lov'd. 
Ron. A right good marks- man, and ſhe's fair I love, 
BEN. A right fair mark, fair coz, is ſooneſt hit, 
Rom. But in that hit you miſs, —ſhe'll not be hit 
With Cupid's arrow; ſhe hath Dian's wit: 
And in ſtrong proof of chaſtity well arm'd, 
From love's weak childiſh bow, ſhe lives unharm'd. 
She will not ſtay the ſiege of loving terms, 
Nor bide th' encounter of aſſailing eyes, 
Nor ope her lap to ſaint-ſeducing gold. 
O ſhe is rich in beauty; only poor, 
That when ſhe dies, with beauty dies her ſtore. 
BEN. Then ſhe hath {worn, that the will ſtill lire 
| © GENES. | [ waſte. 
* ROM. She hath; and in that aries makes huge 
For beauty ſtarv'd with her ſeverity, 
Cuts beauty off from all poſterity. 
She is too fair, too wiſe; wiſely too fair, 
To merit bliſs by making me deſpair ; 
She hath forſworn to love, and 1 in that vow 


* None of the following ſpeeches of this ſcene in the fi rſt edi 
tion of 1597, 
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ding. Do l live dead, that live to tell it now. | | 1 
Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her. 1 


Rom. O teach me how I ſhonld forget to think. 
BEN. By giving liberty unto thine eyes; 
Examine other beauties. 
15 Rom, Tis the way 
| To call hers (exquiſite) in queſtion more: 
ho. MW Thoſe happy maſks that kiſs fair ladies brows, 


mer 
2 


= Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair; 1% 
He that is ſtrucken blind, cannot forget oy 
The precious treaſure of his eye · ſight loſt, "= 


v'd, WW Shew me a miſtreſs that is paſſing fair; 

love, MW What doth her beauty ſerve but as a note, 

It, Where I may read who paſt that paſling fair ? 

hit Farewel, thou canſt not teach me to forget. 

BEN. I'Il pay that doctrine, or elſe die in debt. 
EY [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Enter CAPULET, PARISs, and Servant, 


| Cay. And Mountague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike ; and 'tis not hard 
ill lire For men ſo old as we to keep the peace. 


waſte, Par. Of honourable reck'ning are you both, 
s huge WF And pity 'tis you liv'd at odds ſo long: | 
But now, my lord, what ſay you to my ſuit ? x 


Car. Hut ſaying o'er what I have ſaid before: 
My child 1s yet a ſtranger in the world, | 
She hath not ſeen the change of fourteen years ; 
Let two more ſummers wither in their pride, 
Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride, 
firſt ei. Par. Younger than ſhe are happy mothers made. 
Cay, And too ſoon marr'd are thoſe ſo early made: 
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14 ROMEO axv JULIET. 1. z. 
The earth hath ſwallowed all my hopes but ſhe. * 


But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart, 


My will to ber conſent 1s but a part ; 
If ſhe agree, within her ſcope of choice 


Lies my conſent, and fair according voice : 


This night, I hold an old accuſtom'd feaſt, 
Whereto | have invited many a gueſt, 

Such as I love, and you among the ſtore, 

One more (moſt welcome !) makes my number more, 
At my poor houle, look to behold this night, 
Earth-treading ſtars that make dark heaven light, 
Such comfort as do luſty young men feel, 


When well-apparel'd April on the heel 


Of limping winter treads, even ſuch delight 
Among freſh female-buds ſhall you this night 
Inherit at my houſe ; hear all, all ſee, 

And like her moſt, whoſe merit moſt ſhall be: 


Which on more view of many, mine being one, 


May ſtand in number, though in reck'ning none. 
Come go with me. Go, ſirrah, trudge about, 
Through fair Verona, find thoſe perſons out 
Whoſe names are written there, and to them ſay, 
My houſe and welcome on their pleaſure ſtay. 
[ Exeunt Cap. aud Par, 
Ser, Find them out whoſe names are written here! 
It is written, that the ſhooe-maker ſhould meddle with 
his yard, and the tailor with his laſt, the ſiſher with 
his pencil, and tbe painter with his nets. But I am 
ſent to find thoſe perſons whoſe names are here writ, 
and can never find what names the writing perſon 


be is the hopeful lady of my earth: 
bus line um in the firft edition, 


R 
hath here 
time. 


BEN. Tus 
One pa 
Turn gide 
One de 
Take tho 
And the r 
ROM. 
BEN. I 
Rom, I 
BEN. 
ROM. 
Slut up ir 
Whipt an 
low. 
Sk R. G 
ROM. 
SER. P 


Can you T 
Rom. 


*mine un 


fair niec 
couſin 1 
A fair aſſe 


ore, 


ROMEO any JULIET. I. 3. 15 
in good 


hath here writ, I muſt to the learned. 
time, | 
Enter BENVOL10 and Romo, 

BEN, Tut man, one fire burns out another's burning, 
One pain is leſſen'd by another's anguith ; 

Turn giddy and be help'd by backward turning, 

One deſperate grief cure with another's languiſh : 

Take thou ſome new infection to the eye, 

And the rank. poiſon of the old will die, 

Rom. Your plantan leaf is excellent for that. 
BEN. For what, I pray thee ? 
Rom, For your broken ſhin, 
Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad ? 
Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a mad man is: 

Shut up in priſon, kept without my food, 

Whipt and tormented; and — Good-e'en, good fel- 
low. [To the ſervant, 
SER, God gi good-e en: I pray, Sir, can you read? 
Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my miſery. 

SER, Perhaps you have learn'd it without book: 
but, I pray, | 

Can you read any thing you ſee ? 

Rom, Ay, if I know the letters and the language. 

SER. Ye ſay honeſtly, reſt you merry. 

Rom. Stay fellow, 1 can read. 

[He read the letter. 
. Olgnior Martino, and his wife and daughters: 
Count Anſelm and his beauteous ſiſters; the 

lady widow of Vitruvio; Signor Placentino, and his 
lovely nieces; Mercutio and his brother Valentine; 
mine uncle Capulet, his wife and daughters; my 
fair niece Roſaline, Livio, Signior Valento, and his 
* couſin Tibalt; Lucio, and the lively Helena.“ 
A fair aſſembly; whither ſhould they come? 
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16 ROMEO any JULIET. I. 3: 
SER. Up. 

Rom. Whither ? to ſupper ? 

SER. To our houſe. | 

Rom. Whoſe houſe ? 

SER. My maſter's. 

Rom. Indeed I ſhould have aſkt you that before. 
SER. Now I'll tell you without aſking. My malter 


is the great rich Capulet, and if you be not of the 


houſe of Mountagues, I pray come and cruſh a cup of 


wine. Reſt you merry. [ Exit. 
BEN, At this ſame ancient feaſt of Capulets 


Sups the fair Roſaline, whom thou ſo loy' ty; 


With all th' admired beauties of, Verona. 

Go thither, and with unattainted eye, 

Compare her face with ſome that I ſhall ſhow, 

And I will make thee think thy ſwan a crow. 
Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye 
Maintains ſuch falſehoods, then turn tears to fires; 

And theſe who often drown'd could never die, 
Tranſparent heretics, be burnt for liars. 

One fairer than my love! th' all-ſeeing ſun 

Ne'er ſaw her match, ſince firſt the world begun. 
BEN. Tut, tut, you ſaw her fair, none elſe being by, 

Herſelf pois'd with herſelf in either eye : 


But in thoſe chryſtal ſcales, let there be weigh'd 


Your lady's love againſt ſome other maid 

That I will ſhew you, ſhining at this feaſt, 

And ſhe will ſhew ſcant well, that now ſhews beſt. 
ROM. I'll go along, no ſuch fight to be ſhewn, 

But to rejoice in ſplendor of mine own, [ Exeutt, 
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. 
Capulet's Houſe. 
Enter Lady CaPULET, and Nurſe. 


e. La. Cay. Nurſe, where's my daughter? call her 

alter forth to me. | 1 Þ 
the Nuxs E. Now (by my maiden-head, at twelve years 1 
pof old) I bad her come; what lamb, what lady-bird, {0 
7xit, WW God forbid where's this girl? what, Juliet ? | 


Enter JULIET, 
Jur. How now, who calls? 
Nuk s E. Your mother. | 
Jur. Madam, I am here, what is your will? 
La. Cay. This is the matter Nurſe, give leave 
2 while, we muſt talk in ſecret; nurſe come back a- 
gain, I have remembred me, thou ſhalt hear my couns 
tres; ¶ fel: thou know'ſt my daughter's of a pretty age. 
Nur s E. Faith I can tell her age unto an hour. 
La. Cay. She's not fourteen, | 
Nux s E. Ill lay fourteen of my teeth, and yet to 
1 my * teeth be it ſpoken, I have but four, ſhe's not 
g by, ¶ fourteen; how long is it now to Lammas- tide? 
La. Cay. 4 fortnight and odd days. 
d NuRSE, © Even or odd, of all days in the year, 
come Lammas-eve at night ſhall ſhe be fourteen. 
' Suſan and the (God reſt all Chriſtian ſouls) were of 
ſt, an age. Well, Sufan is with God, ſhe was too good 
n, for me. But as I ſaid, on Lammas- eve at night ſhall 
xeunt, ſhe be fourteen, that ſhall ſhe, marry, I remember 
dit well. Tis ſince the earthquake now eleven years, 
'and ſhe was wean'd, I never (hall forget it, of all 


® or, teen, as in the old edition. 


Vo. VIII. C 
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the days in the year, upon that day: for J had then 
laid worm-wood to my dug, fitting in the ſun under 
* the dove-houſe wall, my lord and you were then at 
© Mantua — nay, I do bear a brain. But as I ſaid, 
* when it did taſte the worm-wood on the nipple of my 
dug. and felt it bitter. pretty fool, to ſee u teachy, 
* and fall out with the dug, Shake, quoth the dove- 
houſe -—-'twas no necd | trow to bid me trudge; 
and fince that time it is eleven years, for then the 


* 


E 


could ſtand alone, hay, by th' rood ſhe could have 


© run, and wadled all about; for even the day before 
* the broke her brow, and then my husband, (God be 
* with his ſoul, a was a merry man,) took up the 
child; yea, quoth he, doſt thou fall upon thy face! 
thou wilt fall backward when thou haſt more wit, 
wilt thou not, Jules ? and by my holy dam, the pret- 
* ty wretch left crying. and ſaid, ay; To ſee now 
* how a jelt ſhall come about. I warrant, an I ſhould 
© live a thouſand years, I ſhould not forget it: Wilt 
thou not, Jule, quoth he? and pretty fool, it ſtint- 
« ed, and ſaid, ay. 
Lis Care. Enough of this. I pray thee hold thy peace. 
* NURSE, Yes, madam; yet 1 cannot chuſe but 
laugh, to think it ſhould leave crying, and ſay, ay; 
and yet I warrant it had upon its brow a bump as big 
as à young cockrel's ſtone : a perilous knock, and it 
cried bitterly. Yea, quoth my huſband, fall'ſt upon 
thy face * thou wilt fill backward when thou comeſt 
to age; wilt thou not, julé? it ſtinted, and ſaid, a). 
Ju And ſtint thee too. I pray thee, nurſe, ſay l. 
NuRSE. Peace, I have done: God mark thee 10 
his grace, 


4 This ſpeech and tautology is not in the firſt edition. 
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Thou waſt the prettieſt babe that e'er I nurſt. | 
An I might live to ſee the married once, 
| have my wiſh. 

La Cay.*Andthat ſame marriage is the very theam 

eame to talk of, Tell me, daughter Juliet, 
How ſtands your diſpoſition to be married? 
Jur. It is an f honour that 1 dream not of, 
NuRSE. An honour ? were not | thine only nurſe, 
I'd ſay thou hadſt ſuck'd wiſdom from thy tear. 
La. Cay. Well, think of marriage now ; younger 
than you 
Here in Verona, ladies of eſteem, 
Are made already mothers. By my count, 
I was your mother much upon theſe years 
That you are now a maid. I hus then in brief, 
The valiant Paris feeks you for his Jove 

NoasE. A man, young lady, lady, ſuch a nian 
As all the world Why he's 4 man of wax. 

La. Ca. Verona's ſummer hath not ſuch a flower. 

NukrsE Nay he's a flower, in faith a very flower. 

La. ( ap. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris' love? 

Ju. I'll look to like, if looking Iiking move. 
But no more deep will 1 ingage mine eye, 

Than your conſent gives (trength to make it fly. 
Enter à Servant, 

SER. Madam, the guelts are come, ſupper ſerv'd 
up, you call'd, my young lady aſſc d for, the nurſe 
eurſt in the pantry, and every thing in extremity. I 
muſt hence to wait, I beſeech you follow. & [ Exeunt. 


Marry, that marry is the very theam. + hour. 
f In the common editions here follows 4 ridiculous fpeech, 
Which is entirely added ſince the firſt. 
l beſcech you follow. 
C 2 


Or ſhall we on without apology? 
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SG ENEV. 

Enter Romeo, MERcUTrio, BEN vOL Io, with five or 
fix ots. maskers, torch-bearers, 

Rom. What, ſh«l] this ſpeech be ſpoke for our ex- 

[ cule? 


1 . 


BEN. The date is out of ſuch prolixity. 
We'll have no Cupid hood-wink'd with a ſcarf, 
Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath, 
Scaring the ladies like a cow-keeper : 
* Nor a wi:hout-book prologue faintly ſpoke 
After the prompter, for our enterance. 
But let them meaſure us by what they will, 
We'll meaſure them a meaſure, and be gone. 
Rom. Give me a torch, I am not for this ambling. 
MER. Nay, gentle Romeo, we mult have you dance. 
Rom. Not 1, believe me; you have dancing ſhoes 
With nimble ſoles, 1 have a ſoul of lead, 
So {takes me to the ground I cannot move. F 
Me x. Give me a caſe to put my viſage in, 
A viſor for a viſor ; what care I _— 
What curious eye doth quote deformities, 
Here are the beetle-brows ſhall bluſh for me. 
Rom. A torch for me. Let wantons, light of heart, 
Tickle the ſenſeleſs ruſhes with their heels; | 
For | am proverb'd with a grand-fire phraſe; 
I'll be a candle-holder, and look on. 4 


L. Cap. We follow thee. Juliet, the county ſtays. 
Nu Rs E. Go, girl, ſeek happy nights to happy days. 
The two following lines are inſerted from the firſt edition 
+ Other lines follow here which are not to be found in the fr} 
edition. | | | 
$—— and look on, 
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[dreamt a dream to-night, 
Men. And ſo did I. 
Rom. Well; what was yours? 
Mer, That dreamers often lie. 
Rom, In bed aſleep; while they do dream 
things true. 
MER. O then I ſee queen Mab hath been with you, 
She is the fairies mid- wife, and ſhe comes 
In ſhape no bigger than an agat-ſtone 
on the fore - finger of an alderman, 
' Drawn with a team of little atomies, 
'Athwart mens noſes as they lye aſleep: 
' Her waggon-ſpokes made of long ſpinners legs ; 
The cover, of the wings of graſhoppers ; | 
The traces, of the ſmalleſt ſpider's web; 
The collars, of the moonſhine's watry beams; 
Her whip, of cricket's bone; the laſh, of film; : 
' Her waggoner a ſmall grey- . gnat, 
Not half ſo big as a round little worm, 


The game was ne'er fo fair, and I am done. 

Me R. Tut, dun's the mouſe, the conſtable's own word; 
If thou art dun, we'll draw thee from the mire; 

Or, fave your reverence, love, wherein thou ſtickeſt 
Up to thine ears: come, we burn day-light, ho. 

Rom. Nay, that's not ſo. 

MR. I mean, Sir, we delay. 
We burn our lights by night, and lamps by day. [ed. 1.] 
Take our good meaning, for our judgment fits 
Five times a day, ere once in her right wits. Led. 1.1 

Ro M. And we mean well in going to this malk ; 
but 'tis no wit to go. 

MER. Why, may one aſk? 

Rom, I dreamt a dream, Ce. 
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prickt from the lazy finger of a maid, 

Her chariot is an empty hazel nut, 

Made by the joyner ſquirrel or old grub, 

© Time out of mind the fairies coach makers: 


And in this (tate ſhe gallops night by night, 
Through lovers brains, and then they dream of love: 


© On courtiers knees, that dream on curthies ſtrait : 
© O'er lawyer's fingers, who ſtiait dream on fees: 
Ober ladies lips, who ſtrait on kiſſes dream, 


Which oft the angry Mab with bliſters plagues, 


« Becauſe their breaths with ſweet- meats tainted are, 
« Sometimts lhe gallops o'er a * lawyers noſe, 
* And then dreams he of ſmelling our a ſuit : 
And ſometimes comes ſhe with a tith- pig's tail, 
« Tickling the parſon as he lies aſleep; 
© Then dreams he of another benefice. 
Sometimes ſhe driveth o'er a ſoldier's neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 
© Of breaches, ambuſcadoes, Spaniſh! blades, 
Of healths five fathom deep; and then anon 
« Drums in his ears, at which he ſtarts and wakes, 
And being thus frighted. ſwears a prayer or two, 
And ſleeps again. This is that very Mab 
That plats the manes of horſes in the night, 
And + cakes the elf-locks in foul fluttiſh hairs, 
Which once untangled, much misfortune bodes, 
This is the hag, when maids lye on their backs, 
5 That preſſes them, and learns them firſt to bear, 
Making them women n of good carriage: 
© This is ſhe — 
Rom, Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace; 
Thou talk'ſt of nothing. 
MER. True, I talk of dreams; 
* courtiers. + babe, 
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Which are the children of an idle brain, 
Begot of nothing, but vain phantaſie, 
Which is as thin of ſubſtance as the air, 
And more unconſtant than the winds; who wooes 
Ev'n now the frozen boſom of the 5 
And being anger'd puffs away from thence, 
Turning his face to the dew dropping ſouth. 
Bin. This wind you talk of blows us from our- 
ſelves ; © 
Supper is done, and we ſhall come too late. 
Rom. I fear too early ; for my mind miſgives 
Some conſequence, till hanging in the ſtars, 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this night's revel s; and expire the term 
Of a deſpiſed life clos'd in my breaſt, 
By ſome vile forfeit of untimely death, 
But he that hath the ſteerage of my courſe, 
Direct my ſyit ! On, luſty gentlemen, 
BEN. Strike, drum. | 
They march about the ſtage. and ſervants come 
farth with their napkins. 

SER. Where's otpan, that he helps not to take 
way ? he ſhift a trencher ! he ſcrape aarencher ! 

2StR, When good manners thall lye all in one or 
wo mens hands, and they unwaſh'd too, tis a foul 
thing. 

Sex. Away with the joint-ſtools, remove the 
court cup- board, look to the plate: good thou, fave 
ne a piece of march-pane ; as thou loveſt me, let the 
Porter Jet in Suſan Grindſtone, and Nell, Antony, and 
Ptpan, 
28ER. Ay, 'boy, ready. 

ISes. You are look'd for, call'd for, aflc'd for, 
nd ſought for, in the "we chamber. 


: 5 ER 
8 a : 
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2 SxrR. We cannot be here and there too: chear- 
ly boys ; be briſk a while, and the longer liver take 
all. | [ Exeurt, 


SCENE Vi. 
Enter all the gueſts and ladies to the maſters. 


1 Cay. Welcome gentlemen, Ladies that have 
your feet 
Unplagu'd with corns, * we'll have a Sant with you. 
Ah me, my miſtreſſes, which of you all ; 
Will now.deny to dance ? ſhe that makes dainty 
I'll ſwear hath corns; am I come near you now ? 
Welcome all gentlemen, I've ſeen the day 
That I have worn a viſor, and could tell 
A whiſpering tale in a fair lady's ear, | 
Such as would pleaſe : 'tis gone, 'tis gone; 'tis gone 
Muſic plays, and they dance. 
More light ye knaves, and turn the tables up; 


And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot. 


Ah, firrah, this unlook'd-for ſport comes well. 
Nay fit, nay fit, good couſin Capulet, 
For you and I are paſt our dancing days: 
How long is't now ſince laſt yourſelf and l 
Were in a maſk ? 

2 Care. By 'r lady, thirty years, 

1 Car. What, man! ttis not ſo much, tis not ſo 
'Tis ſince the nuptial of Lucentio, 
Come Pentecoſt as quickly as it will, 
Some five and twenty years, and then we maſk'd. 

2 Cay. Tis more, 'tis more; his ſon is elder, Sit 
His ſon is thirty. 

1 Cay, Will you tell me that? 

* will walk about with you. 
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ent. his ſon was but a ward two years ago. 
take Rom, What lady's that which doth enrich the hand 
ut. WW 0fyonder knight? 
SER. I know not, Sir. | 
Rom. O ſhe doth teach the torches to burn bright; 
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night, 
Like a rich Jewel in an Aethiop's ear: 
have WBeauty too rich for uſe, for earth too dear! 
$ ſhews a ſnowy dove trooping with crows, 
o. as yonder lady o'er her fellows ſhows. 
The meaſure done, I'll watch her place of ſtand, 
And touching hers, make happy my rude hand. 
Did my heart love 'till now? forſwear it, fight; 
never ſaw true beauty till this night. 

TIB. This by his voice ſhould be a Mountague. 
Fetch me my rapier, boy: what dares the ſlave 
gone! Ncome hither cover'd with an antick face, 
dance. ro fler and ſcorn at our ſolemnity? 

Now by the ſtock and honour of my kin, 

o ſtrike him dead I hold it not a fin, 

Car. Why how now kinſman, wherefore ſtorm 
you ſo! | 

TIB. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe : 

villain that is hither come in ſpight, 

o ſcorn at our ſolemnity this night. 

Car. Young Romeo, 1s't ? 

TIB. That villain Romeo. 

Car. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone, 

e bears him like a portly gentleman : 

nd to ſay truth, Verona brags of him, 

lo be a virtuous and well-govern'd youth. 

vould not for the wealth of all this town 

ere in my houſe do him diſparagement. 

herefore be patient, take no note of him; 
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It is my will. the which if thou reſpect, 
Shew a fair preſence, and put off theſe frowns, 
And ill-beſeeming ſemblance of a fcalt. 

TIB. It fits, when ſuch a villain is a gueſt, 


I'll not endure him. 


Cay He ſhall be endur'd “ 
Be quiet, or (more light, more light, for ſhame) 
I'll make you quiet — What? chcerly, my hearts. 
T18, Patience pertorce with wilful choler meeting, 
Makes my fleſh tremble in their different greeting, 
Iwill withdraw : but this intruſion ſhall, 
Now ſeeming ſweet, convert to bitter gall. 
Rom, If I prophane with my unworthy hand 
[ To Juliet, 
This holy ſhrine, the gentle fin is this, 
My lips two bluſhing pilgrims ready ſtand, 
To ſmooth that rough touch with a tender kiſs. 
Jur. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much, 
which manner ly devotion ſhews in this; 
For ſaints have hands that pilgrims hands do touch, 
And palm to palm, is holy palmer's kiſs. 
Rom, Have not ſaints lips, and holy palmers too? 
Jur. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they mult uſe in prayer. 


— He ſhall be endur'd. 

What, good man boy | ſay he ſhall Go to 

Am I the maſter here, or you? go to . 

You'll not endure him! God ſhall mend my ſoul. 

You'll make a mutiny among my gueſts : 

You will-ſet cock a-hoop ? you'll be the man? 
TIB. Why, uncle, tis a ſhame. 
Cay. Go to, go to, | 

You are a ſaucy boy tis ſo indeed 

This trick may chance to ſeathe you; I know. what. 

Be quiet, Cc. 
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Rom. O then, dear faint, let lips do what hands do, 
They pray, (grant thou) leſt faith turn to deſpair.“ 


NuxsE. Madam, your mother craves a word with 


ou, 
RO M. * hat is her mother! ? [Coe her nutſe. 
Nuxs E. Marry, batchelor, 
Her mother is the lady of the houſe, 
And a good lady, and a wiſe and virtuous. 
[nurs'd ger daughter that you talk withal: 
tell you, he that can lay hold of her 
Shall have the chink. 
Rom. ls ſhe a Capulet ? 
0 dear account! my life is my foe's debt. 
BEN. Away, be gone, the ſport is at the beſt, 
Rom. Ay, ſo | fear, the more is my unreſt. 
Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone, 
We have a tritling foolith banquet towards. 
Is it e'en ſo ? why they then, | thank you all. 
[thank you honeſt gentlemen. good night : 
More torches here—come on, then let's to bed, 
Ah, firrah, by my fay it waxes late. 
Ill to my reſt. Exeunt. 
Jou. Come hither, nurſe. What is yon gentleman? 
Nuxs E. The ſon and heir of old Tiberio. 


o 


G 


m cam 


turn to deſpair. 
JUL. Saints do not move, vet grant for prayers ſake. 
RO M. Then move not while my prayers effect [ take: 
Thus from my lips, by thine my ſin is purg'd. Kiſſing ber. 
Jv. Then hath my lips the fin that late they took. 
Ro. Sin from my lips! O treſpaſs ſweetly urg'd: 
bive me my ſin again. 
Jul, You kiſs by th' book. 
Nunxs k. Madam, &c. 
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Jur. What's he that now is going out of door? 
Nu Rs E. I hat as I think is young Petruchio. 
JuL. Whats he that follows here, that would not 
NURSE. I know not. { dance ! 
Jur. Go aſk his name. If he be married, 
My grave 1s like to be my wedding-bed. 
Nu s E. His name is Romeo, and a Mountague, 
The only ſon of your great enemy. 
Jur. My only love ſprung from my only hate ! 
Too early ſeen, unknown; and known too late; 
Prodigious birth of love it 1s to me, 
That l muſt love a loathed enemy. 
Noxs k. What's this? what's this? 
Jur. A rhime ! learn'd een now 
Of one I danc d withal. [ne calls within, Juliet, 
Nurſe, Anon, anon 
Come, let's away, the ſtrangers all are gone. [ Exeunt, 


4 r n. SCENE-1, 


+ CHORUS. 


O W old defire doth on his death-bed lye, 
N And young affection gapes to be his heir: 
That Fair, for which love groan'd ſore, and would die, 

With tender ſuliet match'd, is now not fair, 
Now Romeo 1s belov'd, and loves again, 

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks : 
But to his foe ſuppos'd he muſt complain, 

And ihe ſteal love's ſweet bait from fearful hooks, 
Being held a foe, he may not have acceſs 5 

To breathe ſuch vows as lovers uſe to ſwear; 


+ This chorus added ſince the firſt edition. 
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And ſhe as much in love, her means much leſs, 
To meet her new beloved any where : 

But paſſion lends them power, time means to meet, 

Tempting extremities with extreme ſweet. 


d not 
nce !? 


SCENE 


Ms The Street. 
«1:8 Enter Rouk o alone. 
j Rom, Can I go forward when my heart is here? 


Turn back, dull earth, and find thy center out. [ Exit, 
Enter BENV OL1O with MERCUTIO, 
BEN. Romeo, my couſin Romeo, 
Mes. He is wile, 
Juliet, W And on my life hath ſtoln him home to bed, 
BEN, Heran this way, and leap'd this orchard wall, 
"xcunt, © Call, good Mercutio. 
Mes. Nay, III conjure too. 
Why, Romeo! humours ! madman ! paſſion! lover! 
Appear thou in the likeneſs of a ſigh, 
Speak but one * rhime, and [ am ſatisfied, 
Cry but mne! & couple but lu and dove, 


e, Speak to my goſſip Venus one fair word, 

ir: One nick- name to her þ pur- blind ſon and heir, 

uld die, (Young Abraham Cupid, he that ſhot ſo true, 

ir. When king Cophetua lov d the beggar maid ) 


He heareth not, he ſtirreth not, he moveth not, 
The ape is dead, and I muſt conjure him. 

| conjure thee by Roſaline's bright eyes, 

hooks. Wl By her high fore-head, and her ſcarlet lip, 

By her fine foot, ſtraight leg, and quivering thigh, 


ar; 
* time. + couple but love and day, + pur-blind | 
ſon and her. $ alluding to an old ballad. RK 
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And the demeaſns that there adjacent lye, 

That in thy likeneſs thou appear to us. 
Ben. And if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him. 
MR. This cannot anger him: twould anger him 

To raiſe a ſpirit in bis miſtreſs's circle, 

Of ſome ſtrange nature, letting it there ſtand 

Till ſhe had laid it, and conjur'd it down 

That were ſome ſpight. My invocation is 

Honeſt and fair, and in his miiireſs' name, 

I conjure only but to raiſe up him. 


BEN. Come, he hath hid himſelf among lbs trees, 


To be conſorted with the hum'rous night: 
Blind is his love, and beſt befits the dark. 

Mes. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark. 
Now will he fit under a medlar-tree, 
And with his miſtreſs were that kind of fruit, 
Which maids call medlars when they laugh alone— 
Romeo, good night, I'll to my truckle-bed. 
This field- bed is too cold for me to ſleep: 
Come, ſhall we go? 

Ben. Go then, for tis in vain 
To ſeek him here that means not to be found. 

Exeunt. 


SCENE HY. 
A GARDEN, 


Enter ROMEO. 
Rom. He jeſts at fcars that never felt àa wound 
But ſoft, what light thro? yonder window breaks? 
It is the eaſt, and Juliet is the ſun! | 
[JULIET appears above at a wind. 
Ariſe, fil ſun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already fick and pale with grief, 


F 
That th 
Be not | 
Her vel 
And noi 
She ſpea 
Her eye 
am toc 
Two of 
Having 
To twir 
What if 
The bri 
As day- 
Would 
That bi! 
See how 
O that I 
Thar I. 
FUL; 
Rom, 
Oh ſpeal 
as plorid 
As is a u 
Unto the 
Of mort: 
When h. 
And ſails 
Jur. 
Deny th. 
Or if cho 
And I'll 1 
Rom. 


„ 


ROMEO and JULIET. IL. 3. 31 


That thou, her maid, are far more fair than ſhe. 
Be not her maid ſince ſhe is envious : 
. Her veſtal livery is but ſick and green, 
him And none but fools do wear it, caſt it off 
dhe ſpeaks, yet ſhe ſays nothing ; what of that? 
Her eye dilcourles, I will anſwer it 
| am too bold, tis not to me the ſpeaks : 
Two of the faireit ſtars of all the heav'n, 
Having ſome buſineſs, do intreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their {ſpheres till they return, 
rees, What if her eyes were there, they in her head? 
The brightneſs of her cheek would ſhame thoſe ſtars, 
As day-lipht doth a lamp, her eyes in heav'n, 
rk. Would through the airy region ſtream fo bright, 
That birds would ſing, and think it were not night: 
See how lhe leans her check upon her hand! 
jp O that 1 were a glove upon that hand, 
Thar I might touch that cheek ! 
Jur. ah me! 
Rom. She ſpeaks. 
Oh ſpeak again, bright angel, for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o'er my head, 
xeunt. As is a winged meſſenger from heaven, 
Unto the white upturned wondring eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 
When he beſtrides the * lazy-pacing clouds, 
And ſails upon the boſom of the air. 
Jur. O Romeo, Romeo--wherefore art thou Romeo? 
d— WM Deny thy father, and refuſe thy name: 
Or if chou wilt not, be but ſworn my love, 
And I'll no longer be a Capulet. 
RON. Shall L hear more, or ſhall I ſpeak at this? 
; [afide, 


* lazy-puſſing. 
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Jur. Tis but thy name that is my enemy: 
What's Mountague * it is not hand, nor foot, 
Nor arm, nor face — * nor any other part. 
What's in a name * that which we call a roſe, 
By any other name would ſmell as ſweet. 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes, 
Without that title; Romeo, quit thy name, 
And for thy name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all myſelf 
Rom. I take thee at thy word: 
Call me but love, and I'll be new baptiz'd, 
Henceforth | never will be Romeo. [night 
Jur. What man art thou, that thus beſcreen'd in 
So ſtumbleſt on my counſel ? 
Rom. By a name 
I know not how to tell thee who I am : 
My name, dear faint, is hateful to myſelf, 
Becauſe it is an enemy to thee, 
Had Mit written, I would tear the word. 
Jul. My ears have yet not drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue's uttering, yet | know the ſound, 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Mountague ? 
Rom, Neither, fair faint, if either thee + diſpleaſe, 
Jur. How cam'ſt thou hither, tell me, and 
wherefore ? 
The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb, 
And the place death, conſidering who thou art, 
If any of my kinſmen find thee here. [ walls, 
Rom. With love's light wings did I o'er- perch theſe 
For ſtony limits cannot hold love out, 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt: 


+ diſlike, 


* Corrected thus from the 1ſt edition. 
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Therefore thy kinſmen are no {top to me 
Jor. If they do ſee thee, they will murder thee; 
Rom. Alack there lies more peril in thine eye, 
Than twenty of their ſwords, look thou but ſweet, 
And 1 am proof againſt their enmity. | here, 
Jour, I would not for the world they ſaw thee 
Row. I have night's cloak to hide me from their 
And but thou love me, let them find me here; eyes, 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. [place? 
Ju. By whoſe direction found it thou out this 
Rom, By love, that firſt did prompt me to enquire; 
night He lent me counſel, and I lent him eyes: 
d in lam no pilot, yet wert thou as far 
As that vaſt ſhore, waſh'd with the fartheſt ſea, 
I would adventure for ſuch merchandiſe, 
jur. Thou know'ſt the maſk of night is on my face, 
Elſe would a maiden bluſh bepaint my cheek 
For that which thou haſt heard me ſpeak to night. 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain.deny 
words WW What | have ſpoke but farewel compliment: 
. Doſt thou love me? I know thou wilt ſay, ay, 
And 1 will take thy word yet if thou ſwear'ſt, 
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leaſe. W Thou may ſt prove falſe ; at lovers perjuties 
, and They ſay Jove laughs. Oh gentle Romeo, 
If thou doit love, pronounce it faithfully : 
Or if thou think I am too quickly won, 
, Ill frown and be perverſe. and ſay thee nay, 
walls, S. thou wilt wove but elſe not for the world. | . 
h theſe In truth, fair Mountague, | ara too fond; [ 
And therefore thou may '{t think my 'haviour light: * 
FT But truſt me gentleman, III prove moe true, $ 
Than thoſe that have more * cunning to be ſtrange. K 
A | 


* coining, or coying. 
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1 ſhould have been more ſtrange, I muſt confeſs, 
But that thou over heard'ſt, ere I was ware, 
My true love's paſſion; therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this yielding to light love, 
Which the dark night hath ſo diſcovered. 
Rom. Lady, by yonder bleſſed moon I vow, 
That tips with ſilver all theſe fruit- tree tops 
Jur. O ſwear not by the moon, th inconſtant moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled orb; 
Leſt that thy love prove likewiſe variable. 
Rom. What ſhall I ſwear by? 
Jur. Do not ſwear at all; 
Or if thou wilt, ſwear by thy gracious felf, 
Which is the god of my idolatry, 
And ['ll believe thee. 
Rom If my true heart's love 


I have no joy of this contract to-night; 
It is too raſh, too unadvis'd, too ſudden, 
Too like the lightning which doth ceaſe to be 
Ere one can fay, it lightens ſweet, good night. 
This bud of love by ſummer's ripening breath 
May prove a beanteous flower when next we meet: 
Good night, good night—as ſweet repoſe and reſt 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breaſt. 
Rom. O wilt thou leave me ſo unſatisfied ? 
Jur. What ſatisſaction canſt thou have to night? 
Rom Th' exchange of thy love's faithful vow foi 
mine. 3 
Jvr. I gave thee mine before thou didſt requeſt it: 
And yet I would it were to give again. ¶ poſe, love? 
Rom. Wouldit thou withdraw it ? for what pur 
JvL, But to be frank, and give it thee again. 
And yet J wiſh but for the thing I have: 


the, 
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My bounty is as boundleſs as the ſea, 
My love as deep; the more I give to thee, 
The more [ have, for both are infinite. 
[ hear ſome noiſe within ; dear love adieu. 
[Nurſe calls within, 
Anon, ood „ Mountague be true: 
Stay but a little, I will come again. LExit. 
= Rom. O bleſſed, bleſſed night. I am afraid 
moon, All this is but a dream I hear and ſee; 
Too flattering ſweet to be ſubſtantial, 
Re-enter JUL1ET above. [deed : 
Jur. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night in- 
lf that thy bent of love be honourable, 
Thy purpoſe marriage, ſend me word to-morrow, 
by one that 1']] procure to come to thee, 
Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite; 
ind all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay, 
ind follow thee, my love, throughout the world. 
[Mit in: Madam. 
[come, anon but if thou mean'(t not well, 
do beſeech thee —— [Within : Madam. ] By and by 


[thee, 
joy in 


ight. I come 
No ceaſe thy ſuit, and leave me to my grief, 
w_ 0-morrow will I ſend | 
1 Rom. So thrive my ſoul. 
Jour. A thouſand times good night. [ Exit. 
- by? Rom. A thouſand times the worſe to want thy light, 
1 7 Te goes tow'rd love, as ſchool- boys from their 
vowW 100 books, 
TY love from love, cms ſchool with heavy looks. 
wh Enter JULiET again. 
bor. iſt ! Romeo, hiſt ! O for a falkaer't voice, 
a P Wo lure this Taſſel gentle back again—— 


Imdage is hoarſe and may not ſpeak aloud, 
E 2 
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Elſe would 1 tear the cave where Fcho lyes, 
And make her airy tongue more hoarſe than mine 
With repetuion of my Romeo 
ROM lt is my love that calls upon my name, 
How ſilver- ſweet ſound lovers tongues by night, 
Like ſotteſt muſic to attending ears! p 
Jo Romeo 
Rom. My ſweet! 
Jur. At what a clock to-morrow 
Shall 1 ſend to thee ? 
' Rom. By the hour of nine. 
Jur. Iwill not fail. 'tis twenty years till then, — 
I have forgot why 1 did call thee back. 
Rom. Jet me ſtand here 'till thou remember it. 
JuL I ſhall forget, to have thee ſtill ſtand there, 
Remembring how | love thy company. 
Rom and 1']1 ſtill ſtay to have thee ſtill forget, 
Forgetting any other“ home but this, gone, 
Jol lis almoſt morning. I would have thee 
* And yet no further than a \\ anton's bird, 
* That lets it hop a little from her hand, 
* Like a poor priſoner in his twiſted gyves, 
And with a ſilk thread plucks it back again, 
So loving jealous of his liberty. 
Rom, I would | were thy bird. 
Jor. Sweet. ſo would J, 
Yet 1 ſhould kill thee with much cheriſhing. 
Good- night, good- night. Parting is ſuch ſweet ſorrov, 
That | ſhall lay good- night *rill it be morrow [Exit 
Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in th) 
brealt, 
Would I were ſleep and peace, ſo ſweet to reſt | 
Hence will ] to my ghoſtly friar's cloſe cell, | 
His help to erave, and my dear hap to tell. [Ext 
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8 EME T. 
A Monaſtery. 
Enter Friar LAWRENCE, with a baſket. 


PRI. The grey-ey'd morn ſmiles on the frowning h 
night, 
Check'ring the eaſtern clouds with ſtreaks of light, 
And darkneſs flecker'd like a drunkard reels 
From forth day's path-way, made by Titan's wheels, 
Now ere the ſun advance his burning eye, 
The day to chear, and night's dank dew to dry, 
I mult fill up this oſier cage of ours 
With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers, 
The earth that's nature's mother, 1s her tomb, 
What is her burying grave, that is her womb; 
And from her womb children of divers kind 
We ſucking on her natural boſom find: 
Many for many virtues excellent, 
None but for ſome, and yet all different. 
O mickle is the powerful grace that lies 
In plants, herbs, ſtones, and their true qualities. 
For nought ſo vile, that on the earth doth live, 
But to the earth ſome ſpecial good doth give: 
Nor ought ſo good, but ſtrain'd from that fair uſe, 
TRevolts to vice, and (tumbles on abuſe. 
Virtue itſelf turns vice, being miſapplicd, 
And vice ſometime by action dignified, 


* Theſe four firſt lines are here replaced, conformably to the 
firſt edition ; where ſuch a deſcription is much more proper than 
in the mouth of Romeo juſt before, when he was full of nothing | 
but the thoughts of his miſtreſs. 

+ Revolts from true birth, ſtumbliog on abuſe, 
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Within the infant rind of this ſmall flower 
Poiſon hath reſidence, and medicine power: 
For this being ſmelt, with that ſenſe chears each part; 


Being taſted, ſlays all ſenſes with the heart. 


Two ſuch oppoſed foes encamp them ſtill 
In man, as well as herbs ; Grace, and rude Will: 
And where the worſer is predominant; 
Full ſoon the canker death eats up that plant, 
Enter RoM zo. 

Rom. Good-morrow, father. 

FRI. Benedicite. 
What early.tongue fo ſweet ſalutes mine ear? 
Young ſon, it argues a diſtemper'd head, 
So ſoon to bid good-morrow to thy bed; 
Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye, 
And where care lodgeth, ſteep will neyer lye; 
But where unbruiſed youth with unftuft brain 
Doth couch his limbs, there golden fleep doth reign. 
Therefore thy earlineſs doth me affure, 


Thou art up-rouz'd by ſome diſtemp'rature ; 


Or if not ſo, then here I hit it right, 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. 
Rom. That laſt is true, the ſweeter reſt was mine. 
Fal. God pardon fin! waſt thou with Roſaline ? 
Rom. With Roſaline, my ghoſtly father? no. 
I have forgot that name, E. that name's woe. 
Fat. That's my good ſon: but where haſt thou 
been then? 
Rom. I tell thee ere thou aſk it me again 
I have been feaſting with mine enemy, 
Where on a ſudden one hath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy phyſic lies; 
I bear no hatred, bleſſed man, for lo 
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My interceſſion likewiſe ſteads my foe, 
Fal. Be plain, good ſon, and homely in thy drift; 
Ridling confeſſion finds bat ridling ſhrift. 
Rom. Then plainly know my heart's dear love is ſet 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet; 
As mine on hers, ſo hers is ſet on mine, 
And all combin'd, ſave what thou muſt combine 
By holy marriage: when, and where, and how 
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of yow, 
I'll tell thee as we paſs; but this I pray, 
That thou conſent to marry us to-day. 
Fri. Holy ſaint Francis, what a change is here 
Is Roſaline, whom thou didſt love ſo dear, 
So ſoon forſaken ? young mens love then Ilyes 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
Jeſu Maria! what a deal of brine 
Hath waſht thy fallow cheeks for Roſaline? 
How much ſalt water thrown away in waſte, 
To ſeaſon love, that of it doth not taſte? 
The ſun not yet thy ſighs from heaven clears, 
Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears; 
Lo here upon thy cheek the ſtain doth fit 
Of an old tear that is not waſh'd off yet. 
Ife'er thou waſt thyſelf, and theſe woes thine, 
Thou and theſe woes were all for Roſaline. 
And art thou chang'd ? pronounce this fentence then, 
Women may fall, when there's no ſtrength in men. 
Rom. Thou chidd'ſt me oft for loving Roſaline. 
FI. For doating, not for loving, pupil mine, 
Rom. And bad'ſt me bury love. 
FRI. Not in a grave, 
To lay one in, another out to have. 
Rom. I pray thee chide not: ſhe whom I love. now 
Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow : 
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The other did not ſo. 
FRI. Oh ſhe knew well 


Thy love did read by rote, and could not ſpell, 


But come, young waverer, come go with me, 
In one reſpect Ill thy aſſiſtant be: 
For this alliance my ſo happy prove, 
To turn your houſhold-rancour to pure love, 
Rom, O let us hence, I ſtand on ſudden haſte, 
Fal. Wilely and flow; they {tumble that run faſt, 
[Exeunt, 


SCENE v. 
The Street 


Enter BENVOL10 and MERCUT10. 

MER. Where the devil ſhould this Romeo be: 
came he not home to-night ? 

BEN. Not to his father's, I ſpoke with his man. 

MER. Why that ſame pale hard-hearted wench, 
that Roſaline, torments him ſo, that he will ſure run 
mad. 

BEN. Tybalt, the kinſman to old Capulet, hath 
ſent a letter to his father's houſe, 

Mx A challenge on my life. 

BEN. Romeo will anſwer it. 

MER. Any man that can write may anſwer a letter, 

BEN. Nay he will anſwer the letter's maſter, if 
he be challeng'd. 

Mer. Alas poor Romeo, he is already dead! 
ſtabb'd with a white wench's black eye, run through 
the ear with a love-ſong. the very pin of his heart clct 
with the blind bow boy's-but- ſhaft; and is he a mal 
to encounter Tybalt ? 

* how he dares, being dared, 
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Ben, Why, what is Tybalt? 

MER. More than prince of cats. Oh he's the cou- 
tagious captain of compliments; he fights as you ſing 
prick-ſongs, keeps time, diſtance, and proportion 
reſts his minum, one. two, and the third in your bo- 
ſom; the very butcher of a ſilk button, a duelliſt, a 
duelliſt; a gentleman of the very firſt houſe of the firſt 
and ſecond cauſe; ah the immortal paſſado, the pun- 
td reverſo, the hay 

BEN. The what? 

Meg. The pox of ſuch antick liſping affected phan- 
taſtes, theſe new * tuners of accents: Jeſu, a 
very good blade, -a very tall man—a very good 
whore, — 


ſtrange flies, theſe faſhion-mongers, theſe pardon-me's, 
who ſtand ſo much on the new form that they cannot 
it at eaſe on the old bench, O their bones, their 
bones. 

Enter Ro Eo. 

Ben. Here comes Komeo. 

Mgr. Without his roe. like a dried herring. 0 
fleſn, fleſh, how art thou fiſhified ? Now is he for the 
numbers that Petrarch flowed in: Laura to his lady 
was but a kitchen-wench ; marry, ſhe had a better 
love to berime her: Dido a dowdy, Cleopatra a gip- 
lie, Helen and Hero hildings and harlots: I hiſby a 
gray eye or ſo, but not to the purpole. Signior Ro- 
neo, bonjour, there's a French ſalutation to your 
French ſtop. 

| | * furners. 
Mex. You gave us the counterfeit fairly laſt night, 

Ro M. What counterfeit did | give you? 

Men, The flip Sir, the flip: can you not conceive? 

Vor. VIII. F 


Why is not this a lamentable thing, 
grandſire, that we ſhould be thus afflicted with theſe 
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Rom. Good-morrow to you both. 
Enter Nurſe and her man. 
Rom. Here's goodly gear: a ſayle, a ſayle. 
MER, Two, two, a ſhirt and a ſmock. 


II. 5. 
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Rox. Pardon Mereutio, my buſineſs was great, and in 


1 ſuch a caſe as mine, a man may ſtrain curteſy. 

Ft MER. That's as much as to fay, ſuch a caſe as yours con- 
2958 ſtrains a man to bow in the hams. 

10 Ro M. Meaning to curtſie. 

Mx. Thou haſt moſt kindly hit it. 

RO M. A moſt courteous expoſition. 

MR. Nay, I am the very pink of courteſie. 

Rom. Pink for flower. 

MER. Right. 

Ro M. Why then is my pump well flower'd. 

MER. Sure wit —- — follow me this jeſt, now, till thou 
haſt worn out thy pump, that when the ſingle ſole of it is 
worn, the jeſt may remain after the n ſoly- ſingular. 

RO M. O ſingle-ſol'd jeſt. 

Solely ſingular, for the ſingleneſs. | 
Mx R. Come between us good Benvolio, my wit faints. 
Rom. Switch and ſpurs, 

Switch and ſpurs, or I'll cry a match. 

MER. Nay, if our wits. run the wild-gooſe chaſe, I am 
done: for thou haſt more of the wild-gooſe in one of thy wits, 
than I am ſure I have in'my whole five. Was I with yo there 
for the gooſe? 


waſt not there for the gooſe. 
MER. I will bite thee by the ear for that jeſt. 
Ron. Nay, good gooſe bite not. 
MER. Thy wit is a very bitter ſweeting. 

It is a moſt ſharp fawce. 


RoM. And is it not welk-fery'd into a ſwert gooſe * 


Rom Thou was never with me for any thing, when tho 
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Nu s . Peter. 

PE r. Anon. 

Nu Rs E. My fan, Peter. 

Mes. Do good Peter, to hide her 4 for her 
fan's the fairer of the two. 

Nu Rs E. God ye good-morrow, gentlemen. 


and in WM MER. God ye good-den, fair gentlewoman- 
| Nurss. Is it good-den 
rs con- Mex. Tis no leſs, I tell you; for the bawdy hand 


of the dial is now upon the prick of noon. 

Nuxs E. Out upon you; what a man are you? 

Rom One, gentlewoman, that God hath made, 
himſelf to mar, 

Nuss E. By my troth it is well ſaid: for himſelf 
to mar, quotha? Gentlemen, can any of you tell! me 
where I may find young Romeo? 

Rom, I can tell you: but young Romeo will be 


ill thou 
of it is 


lar. | 
Mx. O here's a wit of cheverel, that ſtretches from an 
inch narrow, to an ell broad. ED 
at: Rom. I ſtretch it out for that word broad, which added to 
the gooſe, proves thee far and wide a broad gooſe. 
Mex. Why is not this better, than groaning for love? 
„ T ans No thou art ſociable; now art thou Romeo; now art thou 
ay wits, what thou art, by art, as well as by nature; for this driveling 
u there I love is like a great natural, that runs lolling wp) and down to 
hide his bauble in a hole. 
BEN. Stop there, ſtop there. 


en tho 
| 5 MER. Thou deſireſt me to ſtop in my tale againſt the 
arr, 
BEN. Thou wouldſt elſe have made thy tale large. 
Mex. O thou art deceiv'd, I would have made it ſhort, for 
l was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant in- 
ied to occupy the argument no longer, 
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older when you have found him, than he was when 
you ſought him: I am the youpgeſt of that name, for 
fault of a worſe. 

NuRSE. You ſay well. 

MR. Yea, is the worſt well ? 
Very well took, i'faith, wiſely, wiſely. 

NUK&SE, If you be he, Sir, 
I deſire ſome confidence with you. 

Bx. She will invite him to ſome e 

MER. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd. So ho.“ 

Romeo, will you come to your father's ? we'll to 
dinner thither, 

Rom, I will follow you. 

MER. Farewel, ancient lady: 

Farewel lady, lady, lady. [ £xeunt Mercutio, Benvolio. 

NURSE, I pray you, Sir, what ſaucy merchant was 
this that was ſo full of his roguery ? 

Ron. A gentleman, nurſe, that loves to hear him- 
ſelf talk, and will ſpeak more in a minute, than he 
will ſtand to in a month. 

NURSE An a ſpeak any thing againſt me, III] take 
him down an he were luſtier than he is, and twenty 
ſuch jacks : and if I cannot, I Il find thoſe that ſhall. 
Scurvy knave, I am none of his flirt-gils; I am none 


* So ho. 
ROM. What haſt thou found? 


MER. No hare, Sir, unleſs a hare Sir, in a lenten pye; 


that is ſomething ſtale and hoar ere it be ſpent: 


An old hare hoar, and an old hare hoar, is very good meat in 


Lent. 


But a hare that is hoar, is too much for a ſcore, when it hoats 


ere it be ſpent. 
Romeo, will you come Cc. 
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of his ſkains-mates, And thou muſt ſtand by too, and 
ſuffer every knave to uſe me at his pleaſure. 

[ To her man. 

' Per, I ſaw no man uſe you at his pleaſure: if! 

had, my weapon ſhould quickly have been out, I war- 


rant you. I dare draw as ſoon as another man, if I 


ſze occaſion in a good quarrel, and the law on my 
ſide. 

Nuss. Now afore God, I am ſo vext, that every 
part about me quivers — Scurvy knave! Pray you, 
sir, a word: and as I told you, my young lady bid 
me enquire you out; what ſhe bid me ſay, I will keep 
to myſelf: but firſt let me tell ye, if ye ſhould lead 
her into fool's paradiſe, as they ſay, it were a very 
groſs kind of behaviour, as they ſay, for the gentle- 
woman is young; and therefore if you ſhould deal 
double with her, truly it were an ill thing to be offer- 
ed to any gentlewoman, and very weak dealing. 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady and miſtreſs, I 
proteſt unto thee 

NuRsE., Good heart, and 1'faith I will tel] her as 
much : lord, lord, ſhe will be a joyful woman. 


Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurſe ? thou doſt 


not mark me, 
NURSE. I will tell her, Sir, that you do proteſt ; 
which, as I take it, is a gentleman-like offer. 
Rom. Bid her deviſe ſome means to come to ſhrift 
this afternoon, 
And there ſhe ſhall at friar Lawrence” cell 
Bs ſhriv'd and married : here is for thy pains, 
Nux s E. No, truly Sir, not a penny. 
Rom. Go to, I ſay you ſhall. 


Nuxs E. This afternoon, Sir? well, ſhe ſhall be 
there, 
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Ro. And ſtay, good nurſe, behind the abbey - wall: 
Within this hour my man ſhall be with thee, 

And bring thee cords made like a tackled ſtair, 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 

| Muſt be my convoy in the ſecret night. 


Farewel, be truſty, and I'll quit thy pains. Jur. 
Nu Rs B. Now God in heav'n bleſs thee : hark you, 5 
sir. In half a 
Rom. What ſayeſt thou, my dear nurſe? Perchani 
Nuxs E. Is your man ſecret ? did you ne'er hear ¶ oh ſhe i: 
Two may keep counſel, putting one away? Driving 


Therefo 
And the: 
Now 1s t 
Of this c 
Ay thre« 
Had ſhe 
She'd be 
My word 
And his 


ROM. I warrant thee my man's as true as ſteel. 

Nuss. Well, vir, my. miſtreſs is the ſweeteſt la · 
dy; lord, lord, when 'twas a little prating thing 
O, there is a nobleman in town, one Paris, that would 
fain lay knife aboard; but ſhe, good ſoul, had as 
lieve ſee a toad, a very toad, as ſee him: I anger her 
ſometimes, and tell her that Paris is the properer man; 
but I'll warrant you, when I ſay ſo, ſhe looks as pale 
as any clout in the verſal world. Doth not roſemary 
and Romeo begin both with a letter? 
Rom. Ay nurſe, what of that ? both with an R. 
Nuxs E. Ah mocker ! that's the dog's name R. 


0 God 
Haſt tho 


is for the no, I know it begins with no other letter, Nurs 

and ſhe hath the prettieſt ſententious of it, of you and Jur. 

roſemary, that it would do you good to hear it. 0 lord, 
Rom. Commend me to thy lady — [Exit Romeo. Nuss 
Nuxs E. A thouſand times. Peter? fy, how 


PET. Anon. 
NuzsE, * Take my fan, and go 3 LExcunt. 


frum the firſt editing. 


-wall; 
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SA RNE VI. 
Capulet's Houſe. 
Enter Jui ix r. 
Jur. The clock ſtruck nine, when I did ſend the- 


_ nurſe : 
In half an hour ſhe promis'd to return. 
Perchance ſhe cannot meet him—That's not ſo— 
Oh ſhe is lame: love's heralds ſhould be thoughts, 
Which ten times faſter glide than the ſun-beams, 
Driving back ſhadows over lowring hills. 
Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love, 
And therefore hath the wind- ſwift Cupid wings. 
Now is the ſun upon the highmoſt hill 
Of this day's journey, and from nine till twelve 
Ay three long hours and yet ſhe is not come; 
Had ſhe affections and warm youthful blood, 
She'd be as ſwift in motion as a ball, 
My words would bandy her to my err fee, 
And his to me; 


Enter Nurſe. 
0 God, ſhe comes. What news? 
Haſt thou met with him? ſend thy man away. 
Nuxs E. Peter, ſtay at the gate. 
Juu, Now good ſweet nurſe: 
0 lord, why look ſt thou ſad ? 
Nurss. I am a weary, let me reſt a while ; 7 
fy, how my bones ake, what a jaunt have ! had ? 


Jur. I would thou hadſt my bones, and 1 thy news: 


Nay come, I pray thee ſpeak-——Good nurſe ſpeak. 
Nuxs E. Give me ſome agua vitae. 


© The ver ſts left aus here are not in the old edition, 
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Jur. Is thy news good or bad? anſwer to that, 
Say either, and Ill ſtay the circumſtance: 

Let me be ſatisfied, is't good or bad: 

NuRSE, Well, you have made a ſimple choice; 
you know not how to chuſe a man: Romeo ! no not 
he, though his face be better than any man's, yet his 
legs excel all mens, and for a hand and a foot, and a 
bo-dy, though they be not to be talk'd on, yet they 
are paſt compare. He is not the flower of courteſie, 
but I warrant him as gentle as a lamb —— Go thy 
ways wench, ſerve God What, have you dined 
at home ?* 

Jur. No, no—but all this did I know before: 
What ſays he of our marriage ? what of that ? 

NuRSE. Lord how my head akes ! what a head 


have I ? 
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 
My back a t'other ſide O my back, my back: 


Beſhrew your heart, for ſending me about, 


To catch my death with jaunting up and down. 


Jur. Ifaith I am ſorry that thou art ſo ill. 
Sweet, ſweet, ſweet nurſe, tell me what ſays my love! 
NuRsE, Your love ſays like an honeſt gentleman, 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handſome, 
And I warrant a virtuous where is your mother 
Jur. Where is my mother? why ſhe is within, 
Where ſhould ſhe be? how odly thou reply'ſt! 
Tour love ſays like an honeſt gentleman : 
Where is your mother ? 
NuRSE. O god's lady dear, 


Are you ſo hot? marry come up I trow, 


Is this the poultis for my aking bones ? 
Hence-forward do your meſſages yourſelf. 
Jur. Here s ſuch a coil; come, what ſays Romeo! 
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Nuxs E. Have you got leave to goto ſhrift to-day ? 
JuL. I have. 
Nu Rs E. I hen hue you hence to friar Lawrence' cell; 
There ſtays a huſband to make you a wife. 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks, 
They'll be in ſcarlet ſtraight at any news. 
Hie you to church, I mult another way, 
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Muſt climb a bird's neſt ſoon, when it is dark. 
am the drudge and toil in your delight, 
But you ſhall bear the burden ſoon at night, 
Go, ['li to dinner, hie you to the cell, 
Jur. Hie to high fortune; honeſt nurſe farewel. 
¶Exeuni. 


SCENE VII. 
The Monaſtery; 


Enter Friar LAWRENCE and ROMEO, 


| Fai. So ſmile the heav'ns upon this holy act, 
That after-hours with ſorrow chide us not | 

Rom. Amen, amen ; but come what ſorrow can; 

It cannot countervail th' exchange of joy, 
That one ſhort minute gives me in her fight : 
Do thou but cloſe our hands with holy words, 
Then love-devouring death do what he dare, 

lt is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fi. Theſe violent delights have violent ends, 

And in their triumph die like fire and powder, 
Which as they meet conſume The ſweeteſt honey 
 loathſome in its own delicioufneſs, 
And in the taſte confounds the appetite: 
Therefore love mod'rately, long love doth ſo: 
Too ſwift arrives, as tardy as too flow. 
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Enter JuLiET. 
Here comes the lady. O ſo light a foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everlaſting flint; 


A lover may beſtride the goſſamour, 


That idles in the wanton ſummer air, 
And yet not fall, ſo light is vanity. 
Jur. Good even to my ghoſtly confeſſor. 
FR. Romeo ſhall thank thee daughter for us both, 
Jur. As much to him, elfe are his thanks too 
much. 
Ron. Ah Juliet. if the meaſure of thy; joy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy ſkill be more 
To blazon it; then ſweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, and let rich muſic's tongue 
Unfold th' imagin d happineſs, that both 
Receive in either, by this dear encounter. 
JuL. Conceit more rich in matter than in words, 
Brags of his ſubſtance, not of ornament: 
They are but beggars that can count their worth, 
But my true love is grown to ſuch exceſs, 
I cannot ſum up one half of my wealth. 
Fal. Come, come with me, and we will make 
ſhort work. 
For, by your leaves, you ſhall not ſtay alone, 
Till holy church incorp'rate two in one. [ Exeurt, 
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48 T m. $CENE-L 
The STREET, 


Enter Mexcurio, BENVOLIO, and Servants. 


BENVOLIO, 

Pray thee, good Mercurio, let's retire, 
L The day is hot, the Capulets abroad, 
And if we meet we ſhall not 'ſcape a brawl ; 
For now theſe hot days is the mad blood ſtirring. 

Me. Thou art like one of thoſe fellows, that 
when he enters the confines of a tavern claps me his 
lword upon the table, and ſays, God ſend me no need 


of thee : and by the operation of a ſecond cup, draws 


it on the drawer, when indeed there is no need. 

Ben, Am 1 like ſuch a fellow? 

Mer, Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy 
mood as any in italy; and as ſoon mov'd to be moody, 
ad as ſoon moody to be mov'd. 

Ben. And what to? 

Mex. * Nay, an there were two ſuch, we ſhould 

' have none ſhortly, for one would kill the other, 
Thou! why thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath 
' hair more, or a hair leſs in his beard than thou 


nuts, having no other reaſon, but becauſe thou haſt 
baſe] eyes: what eye, but ſuch an eye, would ſpy 
out ſuch a quarrel? thy head is as fuil of quarrels, 
as an egg is full of meat, and yet thy head hath been 
' deaten as addle as an egg for quarrelling: thou haſt 
quarrell'd with a man for coughing in the ſtreet. be- 
cauſe he hath wakened thy dog that hath lain aſleep 


in the ſun. Didſt thou not fall out with a tailor for 


wearing his new doublet before Eaſter ? — ang- 
| G 2 


halt, thou will quarrel with a man for cracking 
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* ther. for tying his new ſhoes with old ribband ? and 


* yet thou wilt tutor me for quarrelliog ! 
BEN If I were ſo apt to quarrel as thou art, any 


man ſhould buy the fee imple of my life for an hour 


and a quarter, 
Mts. The fee-fimple? O ſimple! 

Enter TYBALT, PETRUCHI10O, and others. 
BEN. By my head here come the Capulets. 
MER. By my heel | care not, 

Trs. Follow me cloſe, for I will ſpeak to them. 
Gentlemen, good-den, a word with one of you. 

MER. And but one word with one of us: couple it 
with ſomething, make it a word and a blow. 


TVB. You thall find me apt enough to that, Sir, if 


you will give me occaſion. 
| MEEK. Could you not take ſome occaſion without 
giving? 
i'yB Mercutio, thou conſort'ſt with Romeo 
MER. Conſort! what. doit thou make us minſtrels! 
if thou make minſtrels of us, look to hear nothing but 
diſcords : here's my fiddleſtick ; here's that ſhall make 
you dance. zZounds | conſort ! | 


[ Laying his hand on his ford | 


BN. We talk here in the public haunt of men: 
Either withdraw unto ſome private place, 
Or reaſon coldly of your grievances, 
Or elſe depart; here all eyes gaze on us. | gaze, 
Mex. Mens eyes were made to look, and let them 


I will not budge for no man's pleaſure, I. 


Euter ROMEO. 
TVB Well, peace be with you, Sir, here comes 
my man. 
Mek. But I'] be hang'd, ir, if he wear your liver) 
Marry go firſt to field, he'li be your follower, 
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Your worſhip in that ſenſe may call him man. 

Ty B. Roineo. the hate | bear thee can afford 
No better term than this; thou art a villain. 

Rom. Tybalt, the reaſon that I have to love thee, 
Doth much excuſe the appertaining rage 
To ſuch a greeting: villain I am none, 
Therefore farewel, I ſee thou know'ſt me not. 

Tys. Boy, this ſhall not excuſe the injuries 
That thou has done me, therefore turn and draw, 

Rom, I do proteſt I never injur'd thee, 
But love thee better than thou canſt deviſe ; 
Till thou ſhalt know the reaſon of my love. 
And ſo good Capulet (whoſe name l tender 
As dearly as my own,) be ſatisfied. 

Mes. O calm, diſhonourable, vile ſubmiſſion |! 
Alla ſtucaths carries it away. 
Tybalt, you rat catcher, will you walk? 

TyB. What wouldſt thou have with me? | 

MrR. Good king of cats, nothing but one of your 
nine lives, that I mean to make bold withal; and as 
you ſhall uſe me hereafter, dry-beat the reſt of the 
eight, Will you pluck your ſword out of his pilcher 
by the eais? Make haſte, leſt mine be about your 
ears ere it be out, 

Trs. I am for you. [Drawing 

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. 

Mt R. Come, Sir, your paſſado. [ Mer. and Tyb. fght. 

Rom. Draw, Benvolio beat down their wea- 

pons 2 | 

Gentlemen—for ſhame forbear this outrage— 
Tybalt—Mercutio—the prince expreſsly hath 
Forbidden bandying in Verona ſtreets. 
Hold TN Son Mercutio. 

MER, I am hurt——. 


[Exit Tybalt. 
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A plague of both the houſes ! I am ſped: 
Is he gone, and hath nothing? 
Ben. What, art thou hurt? { nough, 
Mex. Ay, ay, a ſcratch, a ſcratch ; marry tis e- 
Where is my page? go, villain, fetch a ſurgeon. 
Rom, Courage, man, the hurt cannot be much. 
Men. No, tis not ſo deep as a well, nor ſo wide 
as a church door, but tis enough, twill ſerve : aſk for 
me to-morrow, and you ſhall find me a grave-man, 
I am pepper'd, I warrant, for this world: a piague 
of both your houſes! What? a dog, a rat, a mouſe, 
a cat, to ſcratch a man to death? a braggart a rogue, 
a villain, that fights by the book of arithmetic ? why 
the devil came you between us? I was hurt under 
your arm. 
Rom. I thought all for the beſt. 
MER, Help me into ſome houſe, Benvolio, 
Or I ſhall faint; a playue o' both your houſes ! 
They have made worms meat of me, 
have it, and ſoundly too your houſes. 
TO | | [ Exe. Mer, Ben, 


SCENE: 
Rom, This gentleman, the prince's near allie, 
My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf; my reputation ſtain'd 
With Tybalt's ſlander ; Tybalt, that an hour 
Hath been my couſin : O ſweet Juliet, 
Thy beauty hath made me effeminate, 
And in my temper ſoftned valour's ſteel. 
| Enter BENvV OL10. 
BEN. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio's dead, 
That gallant ſpirit hath aſpir'd the clouds, 
Which too untimely here did ſcorn the earth. 
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Rom This day's black fate, on more days does 


depend, 


This but begins the woe, others muſt end. 
„Rin LY BALT« 
| Ben, Here comes the furious Tybalt back again. 
Rom. Alive? in triumph? and Mercutio ſlain ? 


Away to heav n reſpective lenity, 


And + fire-ey'd fury be my conduct now! 

Now, ybalt, take the villain back again, 

That late thou gav'ſt me; for Mercutio's ſoul 

Is but a little way above our heads, | 

Staying for thine to keep him company: 

Or thou or I, or both, muſt go with him. There, 
Irn. Thou wretched boy, that didſt conſort him 


Shall with him hence. 


Rom. This ſhall determine that. 
[They fight, Tybalt alle, 


Ben. Romeo, away, be gone: 


The citizens are up, and Tybalt ſlain 


Stand not amaz'd, the prince will doom thee a, 
f thou art taken: hence, be gone, away. 


Rom. O! I am fortune's fool. 
BEN. Why dolt thou ſtay ? 


[Exit Romeog 


SCENE HI. 


Enter Citizens. 


Cir. Which way ran he that kill'd Mercutio? 
Tybalt that murtherer, which way ran he ? 


Bex. There lyes that Tybalt. 
Cir. Up Sir, go with me: 


lcharge thee in the prince's name obey. 


He gone in triumph. 


0 
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Enter Prince, Mo unvrasut, CAPULET, their 
| Wives, Oe. 
PRIN. Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? 
BEN. O noble prince, I can diſcover all 


The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl : 


There lies the man ſlain by young Romeo, 
That ſlew thy kinſman brave Mercutio, 

La. CAP. Tybalt my couſin ! O my brother's child, 
Unhappy ſight ! alas the blood is ſpill'd 
of my dear kinſman Prince as thou art true, 


For blood of ours, ſhed blood of Mountague. 


PRIN. Benvolio, who began this fray ? [ſlay : 
BEN. Tybalt here ſlain, whom Romeo's hand did 
Romeo that ſpoke him fair, bid him bethink 
How nice the quarrel was, and urg'd withal 
Your high diſpleaſure : all this uttered 


With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bow'd, 


Could not take truce with the unruly ſpleen 

Of Tybalt, deaf to peace, but that he tilts 

With piercing ſteel at bold Mercutio's breaſt; 
Who all as hot, turns deadly point to point, 

And with a martial ſcorn, with one hand beats 
Cold death aſide, and with the other ſends 

It back to Tybalt, whoſe dexterity | 

Retorts it : Romeo he cries aloud, 

Hold friends, friends part! and ſwifter than his tongue, 
His agil arm beats down their fatal points, 

And 'twixt them ruſhes; onderneath whoſe arm 
An envious thruſt from Tybalt hit the life 

Of ſtout Mercutio, and then T'ybalt fled. 

But by and by come back to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertain d revenge, 

And to't they go like lightning: for ere l 

Could draw to part them, was [tout Tybalt ſain; 
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Ind as he fell, did Romeo turn to fly: 
This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. 
9 La. Cay, He is a kinſman to the Mountague, 
Affection makes him falſe, he ſpeaks not true. 
Some twenty of them fought in this black ſtrife, 
And all thoſe twenty could but kill one life. 
beg for juſtice, which thou prince mult give; 
Romeo ſlew Tybalt, Romeo mult not live. 
PRIN. Romeo flew him, he ſlew Mercutio, 
Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe. 
La. Cay. Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutio's 
friend, 
His fault concludes but what the law ſhould end, 
The life of Tybalt. 
Prin. And for that offence, 
Immediately we do exile him hence : 
w'd, have an intereſt in your hearts proceeding, 
My blood for your rude brawls doth lye a bleeding, 
But I'll amerce you with ſo ſtrong a fine, 
That you ſhall all repent the loſs of mine, 
I will be deaf to pleading and excuſes, 
Nor tears nor prayers ſhall purchaſe out abuſes, 
Therefore uſe none; let Romeo hence in haſte, 
Elſe when he is found, that hour is his laſt. 
Bear hence this body, and attend our will: 
ogue, “ Mercy but murthers, pardoning thoſe that kill. 


[ Exeunt, 


SCENE iv. 
An apartment in Capulet's houſe, 


Enter JUL1ET alone. 
Jur. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed ſteeds, 
5 To Phoebus' manſion; ſuch a waggoner 
Vor. VIII. 
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As Phaeton, would whip you to the weſt, 

And bring in cloudy night immediately. 

Spread thy cloſe curtain, love-performing night, 
That run-aways eyes may wink; and Romeo 
Leap to theſe arms, untalkt of and unſeen, 
Lovers can ſee to do their am'rous rites 

By their own beauties : or if love be blind, 

It beſt agrees with night, Come civil night, 
Thou ſober ſuited matron, all in black, 

And learn me how to loſe a winning match, 
Plaid ſor a pair of ſtainleſs maidenheads. 

Hood my unmarn'd blood beating in my cheeks, 


With thy black mantle; till ſtrange love, grown bold, 


Thinks true love acted, ſimple modeſty. 

Come night, come Romeo, come thou day in night, 
For thou wilt lye upon the wings of night, 

M hiter than new ſnow on a raven's back 


Come gentle night, come loving black-brow'd night, 
Give me my Romeo, and when he ſhall die 


Take him and cut him out in little ſtars, 

And he will make the face of heav'n fo fine, 

That all the world will be in love with night, 

And pay no worthip to the gariſh ſun. 

O, I have bought the manſion of a love, 

But not poſſeſs d it; and though J am fold, 

Not yet enjoy d; ſo tedious is this day, 

And is the night before ſome feſtival, 

To an impatient child that hath new robes, 

And may not wear them. O here comes my nurſe : 

Enter Nurſe with cords. 

And ſhe brings news, and every tongue that ſpeaks 
But Romeo's name, ſpeaks heav'aly eloquence ; 
Now nurſe, what news ? what haſt thou there ? 
The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? 
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NuRsSE. Ay, ay, the cords, 
Jur. Ay me, what news? 
Why doſt thou wring thy hands? 


Nu xs E. 3h welladay he's dead, he's dead, he's dead! 


We are undone, lady, we are undone — 
Alack the day! he's gone, he's kill'd, he s dead, 
Jur. Can heaven be ſo enyious ? 
Nu&RSE. Romeo can, 
Though heav'n cannot, O Romeo! Romeo! 
Who ever would have thought it, Romeo? [thus ? 
Jur. What devil art thou, that doſt torment me 
This torture ſhould be roar'd in diſmal hell. 
Hath Romeo ſlain himſelf ? ſay thou but ay; 
And that bare vowel ay, ſhall poiſon more 
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice, * 
Nu ks E. I ſaw the wound, I ſaw it with mine eyes, 
God ſave the mark, here on his manly breaſt, 
A piteous coarſe, a bloody piteous coarſe; 
Pale, pale as aſhes, all bedawb'd in blood, 
All in gore blood, I ſwooned at the fight, Ponce! 


JuL. O break, my heart—poor bankrupt break at 


To priſon, eyes ! ne'er look on liberty ; 
Vile earth to earth reſign, end motion here, 
And thou and Romeo preſs one heavy bier! 
Nuxs E. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beſt friend I had: 
O courteous Tybalt, honeſt gentleman, _ 
That ever I ſhould leave to ſee thee dead. 
Jour. What ſtorm is this that blows ſo contrary ? 
Is Romeo ſlaughter d? and is Tybalt dead? 
My t dear-lov'd couſin, and my dearer lord? 
Then let the trumpet ſound the general doom, 
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For who is living, if thoſe two are gone? 
NuRSE. Tybalt is dead, and Romeo baniſh'd. 
Romeo that kill'd him, he is baniſhed. [ blood? 
Jur. O God! did Romeo's hand ſhed Tybalt's 
Nou Rs E. It did, it did, alas the day! it did. 
JuL. O ſerpent heart, hid with a flowring face, 
Did ever dragon keep ſo fair a cave? 
Beautiful tyrant, fiend angelical ! * 
O nature! what hadſt thou to do in hell, 
W hen thou didit bower the ſpirit of a fiend 
In mortal paradiſe of ſuch ſweet fleſn? 
Was ever book containing ſuch vile matter 
So fairly bound? O that deceit ſnould dwell 
In ſuch a gorgeous palace. 
 NuksE. here's no truſt, 
No faith, no honeſty in men; all perjur'd ; 
All, all forſworn; all naught; and all diſſemblers. 
Ah, where s my man? give me ſome aqua vitae 
Theſe griefs, theſe woes, theſe ſorrows make me old! 
Shame come to Romeo 
Jour. Bliſter'd be thy tongue 
For ſuch a wiſh, he was not born to ſhame, 
V pon his brow ſhame is aſham'd to fit : 
For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown'd, 


. fiend angelical, 
Ravenous dove, feather'd raven, 
Wolviſh-ravening lamb, 
Deſpiſed ſubſtance of divineſt ſhow : 
Juſt oppoſite to what thou juſtly ſeem'ſt. 
A damned faint, an honourable villain : 
O nature! Cc. 


Theſe lines not in the firſt edition, as well as ſome ot hen 


which ] have omitted. 
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Sole monarch of the univerſal earth. | 

O what a beaſt was I to chide him ſo ? [couſin ? 
NuRSE, Will you ſpeak well of him that kill'd your 
Jur. Shall 1 ſpeak ill of him that is my husband? 

Ah poor my lord, what tongue ſhall ſmooth thy name, 

When I thy three hours wife have mangled it! 

But wherefore villain didſt thou kill my couſin ? 

That villain couſin would have kill'd my husband. 

Back fooliſh tears, back to your native ſpring ; 

Your tributary drops belong to woe, 

Which you miſtaking offer up to joy. 

My husband lives that Tybalt would have ſlain, 


And Tybalt dead that would have kill'd my husband; 


All this is comfort; wherefore weep I then? 
Some word there was worſer than Tybalt's death 
That murther'd me; I would forget it fain, 


| But oh it preſſes to my memory, 


Like damned guilty deeds to ſinners minds; 
Tybalt is dead, and Romeo baniſhed! 

That bani/hed, that one word bani/hed, 

Hath ſlain ten thouſand Tybalts: Tybalt's death 
Was woe enough, if it had ended there : 

Or if ſow'r woe delights in fellowſhip, 

And needly will be rank'd with other griefs, 
Why follow'd not, when ſhe ſaid Tybalt's dead, 
Thy Father or thy Mother, nay, or both ? 

But with a rear-ward following Tybalt's death, 
Romeo is baniſhed to ſpeak that word, 

Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 

All lain, all dead! Romeo 1s baniſhed! 


There is no end, no limit, meaſure, bound, 


In that word's death; no words can that woe ſound. 
Where is my father, 2nd my mother, nurſe ? 
Nukss, Weepingand wailing over Tybalt's coarſe. 
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Will you go to them? I will bring you thither, 
Jur. Waſh they his wounds with tears? mine ſhall 
be ſpent, 
When theirs are dry, for Romeo's baniſhment. 
Nos E. Hie to your chamber, I II find Romeo 
To comfort you. I wot well where he is. 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night; 
I'll to him, he is hid at Lawrence cell. 
Jour. O find him, give this ring to my true knight, 
And bid him come, to take his laſt farewel. 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE V. 
The Monaſtery. 


Enter Friar LAWRENCE and ROMEO, 
FRI. Romeo come forth, come forth thou fearful 
man, 
Affliction is enamour'd of thy parts; 


And thou art wedded to calamity, [doom ? 


Rom. Father, what news? what 1s the prince's 


| What ſorrow craves * acquaintance at my hand, 


That I yet know not? 
FRI. Too familiar 


Is my dear ſon with ſuch ſow'r company. 


I bring thee tydings of the prince's doom? doom? 
Rom. What leſs than dooms-day, 1s the prince's 
FRI. A gentler judgment vaniſh'd from his lips, 

Not body's death, but body's baniſhment. 

ROM. Ha, baniſhment ! be merciful, ſay death; 

For exile hath more terror in his look, 

Than death itſelf. Do not ſay baniſhment. 

FRI. Here from Verona art thou baniſhed : 


Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 
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Rom, There is no world without Verona's walls, 
But-purgatory, torture, hell itſelf. 
Hence baniſhed, is baniſh'd from the world, 
And world-exil'd,is death. Calling death baniſhment, 
Thou cut'ſt my head off with a golden ax, 
And ſmil'{t upon the ſtroke that murthers me. 
FRI. O deadly fin! O rude unthankfulneſs ! 


| Thy fault our law calls death, but the kind prince 


Taking thy part hath ruſht aſide the law, 

And turn'd that black word death to baniſhment, 

+ This is meer mercy, and thou ſeeſt it not. 
ROM. i is torture, and not mercy : heav'n is here 

Where Julict lives; and every cat and dog 

And little mouſe, every unworthy thing 

Lives here in heaven, and may look on her, 

But Romeo may not. More validity, 

More honourable ſtate, more courtthip lives 

In carrion flies, than Romeo: they may ſeize 

On the white wonder of dear juliet's hand, 

And ſteal immortal bleſſings from her lips; 

But Romeo may not, he is baniſhed ! 


And world's exile is death. Then baniſhed 

Is death mis-term'd, calling death baniſhed. 

+ That is dear mercy. 

| Which even in pure and veſtal modeſty 
still bluſh, and thinking their own kiſſes ſin. 
This may flies do, when I from this muſt fly, 
And ſay'ſt thou yet, that exile is not death? 

But Romeo may not, he is baniſhed. | 
Hadſt thou no poiſon mixt, no ſharp-ground knife, 
No ſadden mean of death, tho? ne'er ſo mean, 
But baniſhed to kill me? ORG ? 

O friar, &c. 
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o father, hadſt thou no ſtrong poiſon mixt, 
No ſharp-ground knife, no preſent means of death, 
But baniſhment to torture me withal ? 


O friar, the damned uſe that word in hell; 


Howlings attend it : how haſt thou the heart, 
Being a divine, a ghoſtly confeſſor, 
A ſin-abſolver, and my friend profeſt, 
To mangle me with that word, baniſhment ? 
Fal. Fond mad man, hear me ſpeak. 
Rom. O thou wilt ſpeak again of baniſhment. 
FRI. I'll give thee armour to bear off that word, 
Adverſity's ſweet milk, philoſophy, 


To comfort thee, tho? thou art baniſhed. 


Rom. Yet baniſhed ? hang up philoſophy : 
Unleſs philoſophy can make a Julier, 
Diſplant a town, reverſe a prince's doom, 

It helps not, it prevails not, talk no more 
FI. O then [ ſee that mad men have no ears. 
Rom. How ſhould they, when that wiſe men hare 

no eyes? 

FRI. Let me diſpute with thee of thy eſtate. 

Rom. Thou canſt not ſpeak of what thou doſt not 
Wert thou * as young as I, Juliet thy love, [feel]: 
An hour but married, Tybalt murthered, 

Doting like me, and like me baniſhed; hair, 

Then might'ſt thou ſpeak, then might'ſt thou tear thy 

And all upon the ground as I do now, 

Taking the meaſure of an unmade grave. 

[Thr owing himſelf on the ground. 

FRI. Ariſe, one knocks; good Romeo hide thyſelf. 

Knock within. 
ſtand up; 
U;C71% 
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Run to my ſtudy By and by God's will; 
What wilfulneſs is this I come, I come [| Knock; 
Who knocks ſo hard? whence come you? what's 
your will ? 
NURSE, [ Mithin. ] Let me come in, and you mal 
know my errand: 
| come from lady Juliet, 
Fal. Welcome then. 
Enter Nurſe. 
Nuksk. O holy Friar, oh tell me holy Friar, 
d, Where is my lady's lord? where's Romeo? 
FRI. There, on the ground, with his own tears 
made drunk, 
NursE. O he is even in my miſtreſs's caſe, 
Juſt in her caſe, O woful ſympathy ! 
Piteous predicament ! even ſo lies ſhe, 
Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbering. 
| Why ſhould you fall into ſo deep an oh! 
have ROM. Nurſe. 
| Nuks E. Ah Sir! ah Sir! — Death is the end of all 
Rom. Speak 'ſt thou of Juliet? how is it with her? 
ft not MDoth not ſhe think me an old murtherer, 
feel: Mow have I ſtain'd the child-hood of our joy 
With blood, remov'd but little from her own ? 


hair, {Vhere is he ? and how does the ? and what ſays 
ar thy My conceal'd lady to our * cancelF'd love? 


Nuxs B. O the ſays nothing, Sir, but weeps and 
weeps, 


round, Wand now falls on her bed, and then ſtarts up, 
hyſelf. Nad Tybalt cries, and then on Romeo calls, 
within. nd then down falls again. 


Rom, As if that name 
hot from the deadly level of a gun 
* conceal'd. 
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66 ROMEO and JULIET. III. 5. 
Did murther her, as that name's curſed hand 


Murther'd her kinſman. Tell me, Friar, tell me, 


In what vile part of this anatomy 
Poth my name lodge ? tell me, that I may ſack 


The hateful manſion. 


FI. tiol4 thy deſperate hand: 
Art thou a man ? thy form cries out, thou art: 
Thy tears are womaniih, thy wild ads do note 
Th' unreaſonable fury of a beaſt. | 
Thon haſt amaz'd me. By my holy order, 
I thought thy diſpoſition better temper'd. 
Haſt thouſlain Tybalt ? wilt thou flay thyſelf ? 
And ſlay thy lady too, that lives in thee ? “ 
What, rouſe thee, man, thy Juliet is alive, 
For whoſe dear ſake thou waſt but lately dead: 
There art thou happy. Tybalt would kill thee, 


But thou flew'ſt Tybalt; there thou'rt happy too, 


The law that threatned death became thy friend, 
And turn'd it to exile ; there art thou happy, 
A pack of bleſſings light upon thy back, 
Happineſs courts thee in her belt array, 

But like a misbehav'd and ſullen wench, 

Thou + pout'ſt upon thy fortune and thy love. 
Take heed, take heed, for ſuch die miſerable. 
Go get thee to thy love, as was decreed, | 
Aſcend her chamber, hence and comfort her : 
But look thou ſtay not 'till the watch be ſet, 
For then thou canſt not paſs to Mantua, 

Where thou ſhalt live, till we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends, 


* Here follows in the common books a great deal of nonſenſe 


not one word of which is to be found in the firſt edition: 
+ Thou putteſt up thy fortune, | 
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Beg pardon of thy prince, and call the back 

With twenty hundred thouſand times more joy, 
Than thou went'ſt forth in lamentation. 

Go before, nurſe; commend me to thy lady, 

And bid her haſten all the houſe to bed, 

Which heavy ſorrow makes them apt unto, 


Romeo 1s coming, | (long, 


Nuxs E. O lord, I could have ſtaid here all night 
To hear good counſel : oh, what learning is ! 
My lord, I'll tell my lady you will come. 
Rom. Do ſo, and bid my ſweet prepare to chide. 
Nu Rs E. Here, Sir, a ring ſhe. bid me give you, vir; 
Hie you, make haſte, for it grows very late. 
Rom. How well my comfort is reviv'd by this. 
FRI. Sojourn in Mantua; I'Il find out your man, 
And he ſhall ſignify from time to time 
Every good hap to you that chances here: 
Give me thy hand, tis late, farewel, good- night. 
Rom. But that a joy, paſt joy, calls out on me, 
It were a grief, ſo brief to part with thee. [ Excunt. 


*SCENE:VL 
Capulet's Houſe. 


Enter CAPULET, Lady CarULET, and Paris, 

Car Things have faln out, Sir, ſo unluckily, 
That we have had no time to move our daughter : 
Look you, ſhe lov'd her kinſman Tybalt dearly, 
And ſo did I— Well, we were born to die 
Tis very late, ſhe'll not come down to-night, 

PAR. Theſe times of woe afford no time to wooe : 


Some few unneceſſary verſes are omitted in this ſcene ac- 
rding to the oldeſt editions. 
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Madam, good-night, commend me to your daughter, 
Car Sir Paris, I will make a deſperate tender 
Of my child's love : I think ſhe will be rul'd 


In all reſpects by me, nay more, I doubt 1 it not. 
But ſoft; what day is this? | 


PAR. Monday, my lord. 

Cap. Monday? ha! ha! well, Wedneſday is too ſoon, 
On Thurſday let it be: you ſhall be marry'd, 
We'll keep no great a-do——-a friend or two 
For, hark you, Tybalt being ſain ſo late, 
It may be thought we held him careleſly, 
Being our kinſman, if we revel much: 
Therefore we'll have ſome half a dozen friends, 
And there's an end. But what ſay you to Thurſday? 

Par, My lord, I would that Uhurſday were to- 

morrow, : | 

Car. Well, get you gone—on Thurſday be it then: 
Go you to Juliet ere you goto bed | 7s Lady Cap. 
Prepare her, wife. againſt this wedding day. 
Farewel, my lord—light to my chamber, hoa | 
Good- night. | E 


SCENE vn. 
The Garden. 


Enter RomEo and JULIET above at a window; 4 


ladder of ropes ſet. 

Jur. * Wilt thou be gone? it»is not yet near day: 
It was the Nightingale, and not the Lark, 
* That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear; 
Nightly ſhe ſings on yond pomgranate tree: 
* Believe me love, it was the Nightingale. 

ROM. It was the Lark, the herald of the morn, 
No Nightingale. Look, love, what envious ſtreaks 
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* Do lace the ſevering clouds in yonder eaſt : 
* Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the miſty mountain tops. 
* I mult be gone and live, or ſtay and die. 
Jur. Lon light is not day-light, I know it well: 
© It is ſome meteor that the ſun exhales, 
To be to thee this night a'torch-bearer, 
* And light thee on thy way to Mantua | 
* Thea ſtay a while, thou ſhalt not go ſo ſoon. 
ROM. Let me then ſtay, let me be ta'en and die ; 
© If thou wilt have it ſo, I am content. 
I'll ſay yon gray is not the morning's eye, 
»Tis but the pale reflex of Cythia's brow; 


I'll fay it is the Nightingale that beats 


The vaulty heav'ns ſo high above our heads, 

* And not the Lark, the meſſenger of morn, 

Come death and welcome: Juliet wills it ſo, 

What ſays my love? let's talk, it is not day. 
Jur. It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away: 

It is the lark that ſings ſo out of tune, 

Straining harſh diſcords, and unpleaſing ſharps. 

Some ſay the lark makes ſweet diviſion; 

This doth not ſo: for ſhe divideth us. 

+ Some ſay the lark and loathed toad change eyes, 


Therefore ſtay, yet thou need'ſt not to be gone. 
Ro u. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death, 
Jam content, if thou wilt have it ſo. 
Tl ſay yon gray is not tlie morning's eye, 
'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow, 
Nor that is not the lark whoſe notes do beat 
The vaulty heav*ns ſo high above our heads. 
I have more care to ſtay than will to go. 
Come death &c. 
f Alluding to ſome fable, or ſome notion of the Naturalifts, 
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O now I would they had chang d voices too ! 
O now be gone, more light and light it grows. 
| Rom. Farewel my love: one kiſs, and 1'Il deſcend, 
Enter Nurſe. 
Nu Rs E. Madam. 
Jur. Nurſe. [ ber: 
Nu ks E. Your lady mother's coming to your cham- 
The day is broke, be wary, look about, 
Jur. Art thou gone ſo? love! lord! ah husband! 
friend ! 
I muſt hear from thee ev'ry day in th' hour, 
For in a minute there are many days. 
O by this count I ſhall be much in years, 
Ere I again behold my Romeo. 
Rom, Farewell: 1 will omit no opportunity, 
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 
Jur. O think ſt thou we ſhall ever meet again? 
Rom. I doubt it not, and all theſe woes ſhall ſerve 
For ſweet diſcourſes, in our time 10 come, 
Jur. O God! I have an ill- divining ſoul, 
Methinks I ſee thee, now thou art below, 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb : 


[Romeo deſcends, 
Either my eye-fight fails, or thou look ſt pale. 


Rom. And truſt me, love, in mine eye ſo do you: 


Dry Sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu, adieu. [ Exe, 


SCENE VIII. 
Juliet's Chamber. 


Enter JUL1IET. 
Jur. Oh fortune, fortune, all men call thee fickle, 
If thou art fickle, what doſt thou with him 
That is'renown'd tor faith? be fickle fortune: 
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For then | hope thou wilt not keep him long, | 
But ſend him back. 
Enter Lady Capul Er. 
La. Cay. Ho daughter, are you up ? 
Jur. Who is't that calls? is it my lady mother? 


What unaccuſtom d cauſe procures her hither ? 


La. Cay. Why how now, Juliet ? 
Jur. Madam, I'm not well. [death? 
La. Car. Evermore weeping for your couſin's 

What, wilt thou waſh him from his grave with tears?“ 
Jur. Yet let me weep for ſuch a feeling loſs 


La. Cay, Well girl, thou weep ſt not ſo much for | 


his death, 

As that the villain lives which ſlaughter'd him, 
Jor. What villain, madam ? 

La. Cap. That ſame villain, Romeo. 

Jur. Villain and he are many miles aſunder. 

La. Cay content thee girl. If I could find a man, 
E ſoon would ſend to Mantua where he is, 
And give him ſuch an unaccuſtom'd dram 
That he ſhould ſoon keep T ybalt company. 

Jur. Find you the means, and I'Il find ſuch a man, 
For while he lives, my heart ſhall ne'er be light 
Till I behold him dead is my poor heart, 
Thus for a kin{man vext ? 

La. Cay, Wel, let that paſs. 
I come to bring thee joytul ridings, girl. 

Jur. And joy comes well in fuch a needful time. 
What are they, I beſeech your ladyſhip ? 

La. CAP. Well, well, thou haſt a careful father, childz 
One, who to put thee from thy heavineſs, 


* ge ueral unneceſſary. lines are omitted in this ſcene, which id 
printed. mare. agreeably to the firſt edition. 
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Hath ſorted out a ſudden day of joy, 
That thou expect'ſt not, nor I look'd not for. 
Jur. Madam, in happy time, what dey is this? 
La, Cae, Marry, my child, early next Thurſday 
morn, 

The gallant, young and noble gentleman, 

The county Paris, at St. Peter's church, 

Shall happily make thee a joyful bride. | 
Jur. Now by St. Peter's church, and Peter too, 


III. 8. 


He ſhall not make me there a joyful bride, 


I wonder at this haſte, that I muſt wed 
Ere he that muſt be husband comes to wooe. 
I pray you tell my lord and father, Madam, 


Il will not marry yet, and when I do, 


It ſhall be Romeo, whom you know hate, 
Rather than Paris. Theſe are news indeed. 
La. Car. Here comes your father, tell him ſo 
yourſelf, | 
And ſee how he will take it at your hands, 
Enter CAPULET and Nurſe. | 
Car. How now? a conduit, girl? what, ſtill in tears? 
Evermore ſhow'ring ? in one little body 
Thou counterfeit'ſt a bark, a ſea, a wind; 
For ſtill thy eyes, which I may call the ſea, 
Do ebb and flow with tears; the bark thy body is 
Sailing in this ſalt flood: the winds thy ſighs, 
Which raging with thy tears, and they with them, 
Without a ſudden calm, will overſet 
Thy tempeſt-tofſed body How now, wife ? 
Have you deliver'd to her our decree ? [thanks : 
La. Cay. Ay, Sir; but ſhe will none, ſhe gives you 
I would the fool were married to her grave. 
Cay. Soft,take me with you, take me with you, wife. 
How, will ſhe none? doth ſhe not give us thanks? 
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Is ſhe not proud? doth ſhe not count her bleſt, 
Unworthy as ſhe is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ? 
JuL. Not proud, you have; but thankful, that 
you have, 
Proud can I never be of what I hate, 
But thankful even for hate, that is meant love, 

Cape, Proud! and | thank you! and I thank you not! 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
But ſettle your fine joints *gainit ! hurſday next, 

To go with Paris to ſaint Peter's church: 
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither, 

La. Cap. Fie, fie, what are you mad? 

Jur. Good father, I beſeech you on my knees, 
Hear me with patience, but to ſpeak a word. 

Car Hang thee, young baggage, diſobedient wretch, 
I tel] thee what, get thee to church a Thurſday, 

Or never after look me in the face. 
Speak not, reply not, do not anſwer me, 
My fingers itch. Wife, we ſcarce thought us bleſt, 
That God had ſent us but this only child, 
But now I ſee this one is one too much, 
And that We have a curſe in having her: 
Out on her, hilding. 
Nu Rs E. God in heaven bleſs her: 
You are to blame, my lord, to rate her ſo, 

Cay. And why, my lady wiſdom? hold your tongue, 
Good prudence, ſmatter with your goſſips, go. 

Nu xs E. I ſpeak no treaſon - O god-ye-good-den— 
May not one ſpeak ? 

Car. Peace you mumbling fool, 
Utter your gravity o'er a goſſip's bowl, 
For here we need it not. 

La. Car. You are too hot. 
Vol. VIII. K 
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Cae. God's bread, it makes me mad: 
late, early, 

At home, abroad; alone, in company, 

Waking or ſleeping; ſtill my care hath been 

To have her match'd; and having now provided 

A gentleman of noble parentage, 

Of fair demeans, youthful. and nobly allied, 

Stuff 'd as they ſay with honourable parts, 

Proportion'd as ones thought would with a man: 

And then to have a wretched puling fool, 

A whining mammet, in her fortunes tender, 

To anſwer; I'll not wed, 1 cannot love, 

I am too young, I pray you-pardon me 

But, if you will not wed, 1 Il pardon you: 


* day, night, 


Graze where you will, you ſhall not houſe with me: 


Lock to't, think on t, I do not uſe to jeſt. 

Thurſday is near, lay hand on heart, adviſe; 

If you be mine, I'll give you to my friend: 

If you be not, hang. beg, ſtarve, die i'th'ſtreets; 

For, by my ſoul, Ul neter acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine ſhall ever do thee good : 

Truſt to't, bethink you, [ II not be forſworn, [| £x#!. 
Jus ls there no pity fitting in the clouds, 

That ſees into the bottom of my grief ? 


O ſweet my mother, caſt me not away, 


Delay this marriage for a month, a week, 
Or if you do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument where Tybalt lies. 
La. Cap. Talk pot to me, for Ill not ſpeak a Word 
Do as thou wilt, for J have done with thee, Exit. 
Jur. O God! O nurſe, how ſhall this be prevented: 


Pay, night, hour, tide, time, work, and play, 
Alone, in company, ſtilf my-cate hath been Sf. 
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Alack, alack, that heav'n ſhould practiſe ſtratagems 
Upon ſo ſoft a ſubje& as myſelf. 
NuRSE. Faith here it is: 
Romeo is baniſh'd, all the world to nothing 
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you : 
Or if he do, it needs mult be by ſtealth, 
Then ſince the caſe ſo ſtands as now it doth, 
I think it beſt you married with the count, 
Oh he's a lovely gentleman ! 
Romeo's a diſh-clout to him; an eagle, madam, 
Hath not ſo green, ſo quick, ſo fair an eye 
As Paris h.th. Beſhrew my very heart, 
I think you happy in this ſecond match, 
For it excels your firſt; or if it did not, 
Your firſt is dead, or 'twere as good he were, 
As living here, and you no uſe of him. 
Jur. Speakeſt thou from thy heart ? 1 
Nuk sE. And from my ſoul too, 
Or elſe beſhrew them both. 
JuL. Amen, | 
Nu RSE. What? | [much ; 
JuL. \ Well, thou haſt comforted me marvellous 
Go 1n, and tell my lady I am gone, 
Having diſpleaſed my father, to Lawrence cell 
To make confeſſion, and to be abſolved. 
Nu xs E. Marry Iwill, and this is wiſely done. [ Exit. 
JuL. Ancient damnaticn ! O molt wicked fiend ! 
Is it more fin to wiſh me thus forſworn, 
Or to diſpraiſe my lord with that ſame tongue 
Which ſhe hath prais 'd him with above compare, 
So many thouſand times ? go, counſellor, 
Thou and my boſom henceforth ſhall be twain : 
I'll to the Friar to know his remedy. 
If all elſe fail, myſelf have power to die. LExit. 
Kod 
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ACT IV. "SCENE l. 
The Monaſtery. 


Enter Friar LAWRENCE and PA RIS, 


FRIAR, 
IN Thurſday, Sir ! the time is very ſhort. 
Pas. My father Capulet will have it ſo, 
And | am nothing flow to ſlack his haſte. 
FRI. You ſay you do not know the lady's mind: 


Uneven is this courſe, | like it not. | 
Pak. Immoderately ſhe weeps for Tybalt's death, 


And therefore have | little talk'd of love, 
For Venus ſmiles not in a houſe of tears. 
Now, Sir, her father counts it dangerous 
That {he thould give her ſorrow ſo much ſway; 
And, in his wiſdom, haſtes our marriage, 
To ſtop the inundation of her tears; 
W hich too much minded by herſelf alone, 
May be put from her by ſociety. 
Now do you know the reaſon of this haſte ? 
FRI. 1 would | knew not why it ſhould be ſlow'd. 
Look, Sir, here conies the lady tow'rds my cell. 
| Enter JULIET., 
Par. Welcome my love, my lady and my wife. 
Jur. That may be, Sir, when I may be a wife. 


Par, That may be, muſt be, love, on Thurſday 
Jur. What mult be, ſhall be. [next, 


FRI. That's a certain text. 


Pa R. Come you to make confeſſion to this father ! 


Jor. To anſwer that were to confeſs to you. 
PAR. Do not deny to him, that you love me. 
JuL. I will confeſs to you that I love him. 
PAR, So will ye, I am ſure, that you love me. 
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Jour; If I do ſo, it will be of more price, 

Being ſpoke behind your back, than to your face. 
Par. Poor ſoul, thy face is much abus'd with tears. 
Jur. The tears have got ſmall victory by that: 

For it was bad enough before their ſpight. 


Par. Thou wrong'ſt it, more than tears, with 


that report. 


Jur. That is no ſlander, Sir, which is but truth, 
And what I ſpeak, I ſpeak it to my face. 


Par. Thy face is mine, and thou haſt ſlander'd it. 


JUL. It may be fo, for it is not mine own, 
Are you at leiſure, holy father, now, 
Or ſhall I come to you at evening maſs ? 
Pal. My leiſure ſerves me penſive daughter, now. 
My lord, I mult intreat the time alone. 
Par, God ſhield, I ſhould diſturb devotion : 


Juliet farewel, and keep this holy kiſs, [Exit Paris. 


Jur. Go ſhut the door, and when thou haſt done ſo, 
Come weep with me, paſt hope, paſt cure, paſt help. 
FRI. O Juliet, 1 already know your grief, 
I hear thou mult, and nothing may prorogue it, 
On Thurſday next be married to this Count, 
JuL. Tell me not, Friar, that thou hear {t of this, 
Unleſs thou tell me how I may prevent it. 
If in thy wiſdom thou canſt give no help, 
Do thou but call my reſolutiog wiſe, 
And with this knife I'll help it preſently, 
God join'd my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands, 
And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo ſeal'd, 
Shall be the label to another deed, 
Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turn to another, this ſhall flay them both : 
Therefore out of thy long-experienc'd time, 
Give me ſome preſent counſel, or behold 
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'Twixt my extreams and me this bloody knife 
Shall play the umpire; arbitrating that, 
Which the commiſſion of thy years and art 


Could to no iſſue of true honour bring: 


* Speak not, be brief; for 1 deſire to die, 
If what thou ſpeak'ſt ſpeak not of remedy, 
Pai. Hold, daughter, I do ſpy a kind of hope, 
Which craves as deſperate an execution, 
As that is deſp'rate which we would prevent. 
If rather than to marry County Paris 
Thou haſt the ſtrength or will to (lay thyſelf, 
Then it is Irkely thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this ſhame, 


That cop'ſt with death himſelf, to ſcape from it: 


And if thou dar'it, I 1] give thee remedy. 

Jur. O bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower: 
+ Or chain me to ſome ſteepy mountain's top 
Where roaring bears and ſavage lions roam; 
Or ſhut me nightly in a charnel houſe, 
O'er-cover'd quite with dead mens ratling bones, 
With reeky ſhanks, and yellow chapleſs ſkulls; 
Or bid me go into a new-made grave, 
And hide me with a dead man in his ſhroud ; 


Things that to bear them + nam'd, have made me 


tremble; 
And I will do it without fear or doubt, 
To leave an unſtain'd wife to my ſweet love. 


* Be not ſo long to ſpeak, I long to die. 
+ Or walk in thieviſh ways, or bid me lurk 

Where ſerpents are, chain me with roaring bears, 

Or hide me nightly, G. —It is thus the editions vary, 
t told, 
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Fal. Hold Juliet: hye thee home, get thee to bed: 
(Let not thy Nurſe lye with æhee in thy chamber :) 
And when thou art alone, take thou this viol, 
And this diſtilled liquor drink thou off, | 
When preſently through all thy veins ſhall run 
A cold and drowſie humour, which ſhall ſeize 
Each vital ſpirit; for no pulſe ſhall keep 
His nat'ral progreſs, but ſurceaſe to beat. 
No warmth, no breath ſhall teftify thou liveſt; 
The roſes in thy lips and cheeks ſhall fade 
To * paly aſhes ; the eyes windows fall 
Like death, when he ſhuts up the day of life ; 
And in this borrowed likeneſs of ſhrunk death 
Thou ſhalt continue two and forty hours, 
And then awake, as from a pleaſant ſleep, 
Now when the bridegroom in the morning comes 
To rowſe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead: 
Then as the manner of our country is, 
In thy beſt robes uncover'd on the bier, 
Be born to burial in thy kindreds grave: 
Thou ſhalt be born'to that ſame ancient vault, 
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lye. 
In the mean time, againſt thou ſhalt awake, 
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift, 
And hither ſhall he come; and he and! 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua; 
If no unconſtant toy nor womanyh fear 
Abate thy valour in the acting it. 

Jur. Give me, oh give me, tell ane not of fear. 

Ctalisg tut win. 

FRI. Hold, get you gone, be ſt ren and proſperous 

la- this reſolve, I'Il ſend a Friar with fpegd 
"*:iniealy. 


Farewel, dear father 
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To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. 
Jur. Love give me ſtrength, and ſtrength ſhall 
help afford. 


[ Exeunt, 


S C RENE l. 
Capulet's Houſe. 
Enter CAeULET, Lady Carur Er, Nurſe, and two or 
three ſervants, 
Cay. So many guelts invite as here are writ ; 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks.* 
We ſhall be much unfurniſh'd for this time: 
What, is my daughter gone to Friar Lawrence! ? 
Nu xs E. Ay forſooth. 
Cap. Well, he may chance to do ſome good on her: 
A peeviſh ſelf-will'd harlotry it is. 
Enter Juli Er. 
Nuss E. 4 See where ſhe comes from her confeſſion. 
Cay, How now, my head-ſtrong ? where have me 
been gadding ? 
Jur. Where I have learnt me to repent the ſin 
Of diſobedient oppoſition 
To you and your beheſts; and I'm enjoin'd 


* twenty cunning cooks. 


SER. You ſhall have none ill, Sir, for Pll try if they can 
lick their fingers. 

Cay. How canſt thou try them ſo? 

SER. Marry, Sir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot lick his own 
fingers: therefore he that cannot lick his own fingers, gocs 
not with me. 

Cap. Go, be gone. 
We ſhall be much, GM. 
I dee where ſhe comes from ſift, with merry look. 
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By holy Lawrence, to fall proſtrate here, 
And beg your pardon : pardon I beſeech you ! 
Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you, 
Care. Send for the Count, go tell him of this, 
I'll have this kuot knit up to-morrow morning. 
JuL. | met the yonthful lord at Lawrence” cell, 
And gave him what becoming love I might, 
Not ſtepping o'er the bounds of modeſty. 
Car. Why | am glad on't, this is well, ſtand up; 
This is as't ſhould be, let me ſee the County : 
Ay marry, go l ſay, and fetch him hither, 
Now afore God, this reverend holy Friar, 
All our whole city is much bound to him, 
Jur. Nurſe, will you go with me into my cloſet, 
To help me ſort ſuch needful ornaments 
As you think fit to furniſh me to-morrow ? 
La. Cay. No not 'till I hurſday, there is time e- 
nouph, 


Car. Go nurſe, go with her; we'll to church to- 


morrow, Exeunt Juliet and Nurſs; 
La. Cay. We ſhall be ſhort in our proviſion; 
'Tis now near night, 
Cay. Tuſh, I will tir about, 
And all things (hall be well, 1 warrant thee, wife: 
Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her, 
I'll not to bed to-night, let me alone: 
I'll play the houſwite for this once. What ha? 
They are all forth; well I will walk myſelf 
To County Paris, to prepare him up 
Againſt to-morrow. My heart's wondrous light; 
Since this ſame way-ward girl is ſo reclaim'd. 
[Exeunt Capulet and Lady Capulet. 
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IV. 3. 


SCENE ML 
Juliet“ Chamber, 


Ente Joliet and Nurſe. 


Jur. Ay, thoſe attires are beſt ; but gentle nurſe, 
I pray thee leave me to myſelf to- night: 
For | have need of many oriſons 
To move the heav'ns to ſmile upon my ſtate, 
Which well thou know'ſt is croſs and full of ſin, 
: Enter Lady CAPULET. 
La. Car What are you buſy, do you need my help? 
Jur. No, madam, we have cull d ſuch neceſſaries 
As are behoveful for our {tate to morrow : 
So pleaſe you. let me now be left alone, 
And let the nurſe this night fit up with you; 
For I am ſure you hive your hands full all, 
In this ſo ſudden buſineſs. 
La Car. Gooi-night, 
Get thee to bed and reſt, for thou haſt need. [F xeunt. 
Jur. © Farewel—God knows, when we ſhall meet 
again! 
© [ have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins, 


That almoſt freezes up the heat of þ life. 


I' call them back again to comfort me. 

* Nurſe what ſhould ſhe do here ? 

My diſmal ſcene I needs mult act alone: (all? 

Come vial — What if this mixture do not work at 

Shall I of force he marry d to the Count? 

* No, no, this ſhall forbid it; lye thou there— 
[ Pointing to a barter 

What if it be a poiſon, which the Friar | 


© Subt'ly hath miniſtred, to have me dead, 
+- fre. 
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' Leſt in this marriage he ſhould be diſhonour'd, 
© Becauſe he married me before to Romeo? 
5 I fear it is; and yet methinks it ſhould not, 
© For he hath ſtill been tried a holy man 
© How, if when Jam laid into the tomb, 
© I wake before the time that Romeo 
Comes to redeem me? there's a fearful point! 
* Shall I not then be (ſtifled in the vault, 
To whoſe foul mouth no healthſome air breaths in? 
Or if 1 live, it is not very like 
The horrible conceit of death and night, 
Together with the terror of the place, 
(as in a vault, an ancient receptacle, 
* Where, for theſe many hundred years, the bones 
* Of all my buried anceſtors are packt; 
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 
Lies feſtring in his ſhroud ; where as they ſay, 
At ſome hours in the night ſpirits reſort ) 
* Alas, alas! 1s it not like, that | 
So early waking, what with loathſome ſmells, | 
And ſhrieks like mandrakes torn out of the earth, 
That loving mortals hearing them run mad 
Or if I wake, ſhall l not be diſtraught, 
* (Invironed with all theſe hideous fears,) 
And madly play with my fore-fathers joints, 
* And pluck the mangled ['ybalt from his ſhroud ? 
And in this rage, with ſome great kinſman's bone 
*As with a club, daſh out my deſp'rate brains ? 
O look! methinks | ſee my couſin's ghoſt 
Seeking out Romeo ——Stay, Tybalt, ſtay ! 
Romeo, I come! this do I drink to thee. 

[ She throws herſelf on the bed. 
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84 ROMEO AND JULIET. IV. 4. 
SCENE iv. 
A Hall. 


Enter Lady Car ul Er and Nurſe, 
La. Cay. Hold, take theſe keys and fetch more 
ſpices, nurſe, [{try, 
NuRsE, 1 ney call for dates and quinces in the pa- 
Enter CAPULET. 
| Cay, Come, ſtir, rs ſtir, the ſecond cock hath 
crow d, 
The curphew bell bath rung, *tis three a- clock: 
Look to the bak d meats, good Angelica. 
Spare not for colt. 
NURSE. Go, you cot-quean, go 
Get you to bed; faith you Il be ſick to-morrow 
For this night's watching. [now 
Cap. No not a whit: what, I have watch d ere 
All night for a leſs cauſe, and ne er been lick. 
La. Cap. Ay, you have been a moulc-hunt in your 
time, 
But I will watch you, from ſuch watching, now, 
Ex. Lady Capulet and Nurſe. 
Car. A jealous-huod, a jealous- hood 
Now, fellow, what's there? 

Enter three or four with ſpits, and logs, and baskets. 
SER, 1 hinge for the cook, Sir, but | know not what. 
Cay. Make haſte. make haſte, ſirrah fetch drier logs, 

Call Peter, he will thew thee where they are. 
Str. [ have a head, Sir, that will find out logs, 
And never trouble Peter for the matter. 
Cap. Maſs and well ſaid, a merry horſon, ha! 
Thou ſhalt be Jogger- head—good faith, 'tis day, 
[ Play muſic. 
The County = be here with muſic ſtraight, 


For ſo 
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For ſo he ſaid he would. I hear him near. 


Nurſe, wife, what ho ? what, nurſe, I ſay? 
Enter Nurſe. 


Go waken Juliet, go and trim her up, 


I'll go and chat with Paris: hie, make haſte, 
[ Exit Capulet, 


SCENE V. 


Scene draws and diſcovers JULIET on à bed. 


Nous E. Miſtreſs, what miſtreſs ! Juliet Faſt I 
warrant her, 


Why lamb—why lady Fie you ſlug- a- bed 


Why love, I ſay — Madam, ſweet-heart - why bride— 


What, not a word! you take your pennyworths now; 
Sleep for a week ; for the next night 1 warrant, 

The County Paris hath ſet up his reſt, 

That you ſhall reſt but little—God forgive me— 
Marry and amen How ſound is ſhe aſleep ? 

I muſt needs wake her: Madam, madam, madam, 
Ay, let the County take you in your bed 
He'll fright you up i'faith. Will it not be? 


What dreſt, and in your cloaths and down again 


I muſt needs wake you: Lady, lady, lady 
Alas! alas! help! help! my lady's dead. 
O well-a-day, that ever I was born ? 
Some agua vitae, ho! my lord, my lady! 
Enter Lady CaeuLET. 
La. Cay, What noiſe is here? 
NuRSE. O lamentable day! 
La. Cay, What is the matter? 
NuRsE. Look, —oh heavy day! 
La. Car. Oh me, oh me, my child, my only life! 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee: 
Help, help! call help, 
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Enter CAPULET, 
Car. For ſhame bring Juliet forth, her lord is come. 


NuRsE. She's dead, deceaſt, ſhe's dead: alack 


the day! 
Cay, Ha! let me ſee her—Out alas, ſhe's cold, 

Her blood is ſettled, and her joints are ſtiff, 

Life and theſe lips have long been ſeparated :; 

«© Death lies on her, like an untimely froit 

Upon the ſweeteſt flower of the field, 

Accurſed time ! unfortunate oid man ! 

Enter Friar LAWRENCE, and PAxIS with Muſicians, 
FRI. Come, is the bride ready to go to church? 
Cap. Ready to go, but never to return. 

O ſon, the night before the wedding - day | 

Hath death lain with thy wife: ſee, there ſhe lies, 

Flower as ſhe was, deflower'd now by him : 

Death is my ſon-in-law. WE 6 - 
PAR. Have | thought long to ſee this morning's 

And doth it give me ſuch a fight as this? 

La. Cay. Accurſt, unhappy, wretched, hateful day, 

Moſt miſerable hour, that time e er ſaw 

In laſting labour of his pilgrimage, 


But one, poor one, one poor and loving child, 


But one thing to rejoice and ſolace in. 

And cruel death hath catcht it from my ſight. 
NuRSE, O woe! oh woful, woful, woful day!“ 

Moſt lamentable day ! moſt woful day ! 

That ever, ever, I did yet behold, 

Oh day! oh day! oh day! oh hateful day! * 


* This ſpeech of exclamations is not in the edition above cited. 
Several other parts, unneceſſary or tautology, are not to be found 
in the ſaid edition; which occaſions the variation in this from 
the common books. 


J. 
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Never was ſeen ſo black a day as this: 
Oh wofui day! oh woful day! 
FRI. Oh peace for ſhame 


Your daughter lives in peace and happineſs, 


And it is vain to wiſh it otherwiſe. 


Heav'n and yourſelf had part in this fair maid, 


Now heav'n hath all 

Come {tick your roſemary on this fair corpſe, 

And as the cuitom of our country 1s, 

In all her beit and ſumptuous ornaments 

Convey her where her anceſtors lie tomb'd. 
Cap. All things that we ordained feſtival, 


Furn from their office to black funeral: 


Our inſtruments, to melancholy bells; 
Our wedding chear, to a ſad burial feaſt ; 
Our ſolemn hymns to ſullen dirges change; 
And bridal flow'rs ſerve for a buried coarſe. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE W. 
Manent Muſicians. 
Mus, Faith we may put up our pipes and be gone. 
Nuxs E. Honeſt good fellows : ah, put up, put up; 
For well you know this is a pitiful caſe. 
My 8. Ay, by my troth, the caſe may be amended, 
Enter PETER. 

PET. Muſicians, oh mulicians, heart's eaſe, heart's 
eaſe : oh, an you will have me live, play heart's eaſe. 

Mus. Why heart's eaſe ? 

PET. O muſicians, becauſe my heart itſelf plays, 
my heart itſelf is full of woe. O play me ſome merry 
dump, to comfort me! 

Mus. Not a dump we, tis no time to play now. 

Par, You will not then? 
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Mus. No. 
PET. I will then give it you ſoundly, 
Mus. What will you give us? 
PET. No money on my faith, III re you, I'll /a you, 
do you note me ? 
Mus. An you re us, and /a us, you note us. 
2 Mus. Pray you put up your dagger, and put out 
your wit. 
PET. Then have at you with my wit, anſwer me 
like men: 
When griping griefs the heart doth; wound, 
Then muſic with her ſilver ſound 
Why /lver ſound ? why muſic with her ſilver ſound ? 
Why ſay you, Simon Catling ? 
Mus. Marry, Sir, becauſe ſilver hath a ſweet ſound, 
PET. Pretty! what ſay you, Hugh Rebeck ? 
2 Mus. I ſay ſilver ſound, becauſe muſicians ſound 


for ſilver. 
PET. + Pretty too! what ſay you Samuel Sound- 


board? 
3 Mus. Faith I know not what to ſay. 
PET. OI cry you mercy, you are the /zper, I will 
ſay for you. It is muſic with her ſilver ſound, be- 
cauſe ſuch fellows as you have no gold for ſounding. 
1 [ Exit, 
Mus. What a peſtilent knave is this ſame ? 
2 Mus. Hang him, Jack, come, we'll in here, tar- 
ry for the mourners, and ſtay dinner, [ Exeunt. 
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ACT F. SCENE I. 
MAN T uA. 


Enter Rouk o. 


F I may truſt the * flattery of ſleep, 
My dreams preſage ſome joyful news at hand: 
My boſom's lord fits lightly on his throne, 
+ And all this day, an unaccuſtom'd ſpirit 
Lifts me above the ground with chearful thoughts, 
I dreamt my lady came and found me dead, 
(Strange dream] that gives a dead man leave to think) 
And breath'd ſuch life with kiſſes in my lips, 
That I reviv'd, and was an Emperor. 
Ah me ! how ſweet is love itſelf poſſeſt, 
When but love's ſhadows are ſo rich in joy? 
Enter Romeo's ian, 

News from Verona How now Balthazar ? 
Doſt thou not bring me letters from the Friar ? 
How doth my lady? is my father well? 
How doth my Juliet ? that I aſk again, 
For nothing can be ill, if ſhe be well. 

Max. Then ſhe is well, and nothing can be ill, 
Her body ſleeps in Capulet's monument, 
And her immortal part with angels lives : 
1 ſaw her laid low in her kindreds vault, 
And preſently took poſt to tell it you: 
O pardon me for bringing theſe ill news. 

Rom. Is it even ſo? then I defy you, ſtars ! 
Thou know'ſt my lodging, get me ink and paper, 
And hire poſt-horſes. I will hence to-night. 


* flattering truth of ſleep, 
+ and all this winged, unaccuſtom'd, 
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Max. Pardon me Sir, I dare not leave you thus, 


Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 

Some miſadventure. 

Ron. Tuſh, thou art deceiv'd, 

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do: 

Halt thou no letters to me from the Friar ? 
Man. No, good my lord. 
Rom. No matter : Get thee gone, 

And hire thoſe horſes, 1 Il be with thee ſtraight, 


[LE xit Man, 


Well Juliet, I will lye with thee to night; 
Let's ſee for means —O miſchief ! thou art ſwift 
To enter in the thought of deſperate men! 

© do remember an Apothecary, 

© And hcreabouts he dw-lls, whom late I noted 
© In tatter d weeds, with overwhelming brows, 
* Culling of ſimples ; meager were his looks, 

© Sharp miſery had worn him to the bones: 
And in his needy ſhop a tortoiſe hung, 

* Analligator ſtuft, and other ſkins 
Of ill-ſhap'd fiſhes, and about his ſhelves 
© A beogarly account of empty boxes; 


© Green earthen pots, bladders, and muſty ſeeds, 


Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roſes 
Were thinly ſcattered, to make up a ſhew. 
Noting this penury, to myſelf I ſaid, 

And if a man did need a poiſon now, 

Whoſe ſale is preſent death in Mantua, 

Here lives a caitiff wretch would ſell it him. 

Oh this ſame thought did but fore-run my need, 
And this ſame needy man mult ſell it me. 

As I remember, this ſhovld be the houſe. 

Being holy-day, the beggar's ſhop is ſhut, 
What ho! apothecary ! 
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Enter Apothecary, 
Ap. Who calls ſo loud? 
Rom. Come hither man, I ſee that thou art poor; 
Hold, there is forty ducats, let me have 
A dram of poiſon, ſuch ſoon ſpreading geer, 
As will diſperſe itſelf thro all the veins, 
That the life-weary Taker may fall dead; 
And that the trunk may be diicharg'd of breath, 
As violently, as haſty powder fir'd 
Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb, 
Ae. Such mortal drugs 1 have, but Mantua's law 
Is death to any he that utters them, 
ROM. Art thou ſo bare and full of wretchedneſs, 
© And fear'ſt to die? famine is in thy cheeks, 


Need and oppreſſion ſtare within thine eyes, 


Contempt and beggary hang on thy back: 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law; 
The world affords no law to make thee rich, 
Then be not poor, but break it and take this. 

Ap. My poverty, but not my will, conſents, 

Ron. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 

Ax. Put this in any liquid thing you will, 
And drink it off, and if you had the ſtrength 
Of twenty men it would diſpatch youiſtraight. 

Rom. There is thy gold, worſe poiſon to mens ſouls, 
Doing more murther in this loathſome world, 
Than theſe poor compounds that thou may'ſt not ſell: 
I ſell thee poiſon, thou haſt fold me none. 
Farewel, buy food, and get * thee into fleſh. 


Come cordial, and not poiſon, go with me | 
To Juliet's grave, for there mult I uſe thee. ¶ Exeunt. 


* thyſelf in ficſh. 
M 2 


92 ROMEO and JULIET. v. 2. 


S C EN E II. 
The Monaſtery at Verona. 
Enter Friar JOHN to Friar LAWRENCE, 
Joux. Holy Franciſcan Friar ! brother! ho! 
LAV. This ſame ſhould be the voice of Friar John. 
Welcome from Mantua; what ſays Romeo ? 
Or it his mind be writ, give me his letter. 
Joux. Going to find a bare-foot brother out, 
One of our order, to aſſociate me, 
Here in this city viſiting the ſick ; 
And finding him, the ſearchers of the town 
Suſpecting that we both were in a houſe 
Where the infectious peſtilence did reign, 
Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth, 
So that my ſpeed to Mantua there was ſtaid. 
Law. M ho bore my letter then to Romeo? 
JohN I could not fend it; here it is again, 
Nor get a meſſenger to bring it thee, 
So fearful were they of infection. 
Law. Unhappy fortune ! by my brotherhood, 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge, 
Of dear import, and the neglecting it 
May do much danger. Friar John, go hence, 
Get me an iron crow, and briag it ſtraight 
Unto my cell. | | 
Jon. Brother, I'll go and bring it thee. [ Exit. 
Law. Now mult I to the monument alone : | 
Within theſe three hours will fair Juliet wake; 
She will beſhrew me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of theſe accidents : 
But I will write again to Mantua, 
And keep her at my cell till Romeo come. 
Poor living coarſe, clos d in a dead man's tomb 
[ Exit, 
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SCENE III. 


4 Church-yard : In it, a monument belonging to the 
Capulets. 


Enter Paris, and his Page, with a light, 
Pax. Give me thy torch, boy; hence, and ſtand 
aloof, 


Yet put it out. for I would not be ſeen : 
Under yond * yew-trees lay thee all along, 


Laying thy ear cloſe to the hollow ground ; 


So ſhall no foot upon the church-vard tread, 
(Being loſe, unfirm, with digging up of graves) 
But thou ſhalt hear it: whiſtle then to me, 

As ſignal that thou hear ſt ſomething approach, 


Give me thoſe flow'rs, Do as | bid thee; go. 


Pace. lam almoſt afraid to ſtand alone 
Here in the church yard yet | will adventure [Fxz, 
PAR. Sweet flower! with flow'rs thy bridal bed I 
ſtrew; 5 [ Strewing flowers. 
T Fair Juliet. that with angels doſt remain, 
Accept this lateſt favour at my hand, 
Fhat living honour d thee, and being dead 
With fun ral obſequies adorn thy tomb. 
[ The boy whiſtles, 
—The boy gives warning.ſomething doth appioach, — 
What curſed foot wanders this way to- night, 
To croſs my obſequies, and true love's rite ? 
What with a torch ? muffle me, night, a while, 


young trees. + Theſe four lines from the old edition. 


— 
— : 
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SCENE IV, 
Enter Romeo and PETER with a light, 


Rom. Give me that mattock, and the wrenching 
Hold, take this letter, early in the morning (iron. 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father, 
Give me the light; upon thy life I charge thee, 
Whate'er thou hear'ſt or ſeeſt, ſtand all aloof, 

And do not inter: upt me in my courſe, 

Why 1 deſcend into this bed of death, 

Is partly to behold my lady's face: 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger 
A precious ring, a ring that 1 mult uſe 

In dear employment, therefore hence be gone : 
But if thou, jealous, doſt return to pry 

In what I further ſhall intend to do, 

By heaven I will tear thee joint by joint, 

And ſtrew this hungry church-yard with thy limbs ; : 
The time and my intents are ſavage, wild, 
More fierce and more inexorgble far 

Than empty tygers, or the roaring ſea. 

PET, I will be gone Sir, and not trouble you. 

Rom. So ſhalt thou win my favour. Take thou that, 
Live and be proſp'rous, and farewel good fellow. 

Per. For all this ſame, I'll hide me hereabout ; 
His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. [ Exit, 

Rom. Thou deteſtable maw, thou womb of death, 
Gorg'd with the deareſt morſel of the earth ; 

Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, 
[ Br eating open the monument, 
And in deſpight I'll cram thee with more food. 

PAR. This is that baniſh'd haughty Mountague 
That murther'd my love's couſin ; (with which grief 
It is ſuppoſed the fair creature dy'd,) 
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And here is come to do ſome villanous ſhame 
To the dead bodies: I will apprchend him. 
Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Mountague : 
Can vengeance be purſu'd further than death ? 
Condemned villain, 1 do apprehend thee ; 
Obey, and go with me, for thou mult die, 

Rom. | muſt indeed, and therefore came l hither— 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a deſp'rate man, 
Fly hence and leave me: think upon thoſe gone, 
Let them affright thee. I beſeech thee, youth, 
Pull not another fin upon my head, 
By urging me to fury. Oh be gone! 
By heav'n I love thee better than myſelf; 
For I come hither arm'd againſt myſelf.* 

Par | do defie thy commiſeration, 
And apprehend thee for a felon here. 

Rom Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee 


boy. [T hey fight, Paris falls, 


Pacx. Oh lord they fight! 1 will go call the watch. 


PAR. Oh l am ſlain; if thou be merciful, 
Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. 


Rom. In faith | will : let me peruſe this face 


Mercutio's kinſnan! Noble County Paris! 
What ſaid my man, when my betoſſed foul 
Did not attend him as we rode? I think 

He told me Paris ſhould have married Juliet. 
Said he not ſo? or did I dream it ſo ? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet; 

To think it was ſo ? Oh give me thy hand, 
One writ with me in ſour misfortune's book, 


Some lines are left out here and afterwards, which are ad- 


worthy of Shakeſpear, and no hint of them to be found in the old 
edition. 
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Fl! bury thee in this triumphant grave. 
For here lyes Juliet—Oh my love, my wife 
Death that hath ſuck'd the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 
Thou art not conquer'd, beauty's enſign yet 
Is crimſon in thy lips, and in thy cheeks, 
And dcath's pale flag is not advanced there, 
Tybalt, ly'it thou there in thy bloody ſheet ? 
Oh what more favour can l do to thee, 
Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain, 
To ſunder his that was thy enemy? 
Forgive me, coulin, Ah dear Juliet, 
Why art thou yet ſo fair? 1 will believe 
That unſubſtantial death is amorous, 
And that the lean abhorred monſter keeps 
Thee here in dark, to be his paramour: 
For fear of that, I ſtill will ſtay with thee, 
And never from this palace of dim night 
De part again: come lye thou in my arms, 
Here's to thy health. O true apothecary! 
1 hy drugs are quick. Here, here will I remain, 
With worms that are thy chamber-maids; oh here 
Will 1 ſer up my everlaſting reſt ; 
And thake the yoke of inauſpicious ſtars 
From this world-weary'd fleſh. Eyes, look your laſt! 
Arms, take your laſt embrace! and lips, oh you 
The doors of breath, ſeal with a righteous kiſs 
A dateleſs bargain to engroſſing death! 
Come bitter conduct, come unſavoury guide, 
Thou deſp rate pilot, now at once run on 
The daſhing rocks * my ſea - ſick weary bark: 
Here's to my love! oh true apothecary ! 
Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kiſs I die. 
thy. | 
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Enter Friar LaWRENCE with lanthorn, crow, and 
| ſpade. 
Fur, St. Francis be my ſpeed, how oft to-night 
Have my old feet (tumbled at graves ? who's there ? 
PET. Here's one, a friend, and one that knows 
you well, 
FRI. Bliſs be upon you. Tell me, good my friend; 
What torch is yond, that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyeleſs ſculls? as I diſcern, 


1t burneth in the Capulets monument, 


PET. It doth ſo, holy Sir, 
And there's my maſter, one you dearly love; 
Fri, Who is it? 
PET. Romeo. 
FRI. How long hath he been there; ? 
PET. Full half an hour. 
FRI. Go with me to the vault, 
PE Tr. I dare not, Sir. 
My maſter knows not but I am gone hence, 


And fearfully did menace me with death, 


If 1 did ſtay to look on his intents 
Fi. Stay. then | Il go alone fear comes upon me; 
O much | fear ſome ill "unlucky thing. 
PET. As | did ſleep under this yew-tree here, 
I dreamt my matter and another tought, 
And that my maſter flew him. 
FRI. Romeo! 
Alack, alack, what blood is this which ſtains 
The (tony entrance of this ſepulchre ? - 
What mean theſe maſterleſs and goary ſwords 
To lie diſcolour'd by this place of peace ? 
Romeo! oh pale! who elſe ? what Paris too? 
And ſteep d in blood? ah what an unkind houf 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance ? 
Vor. VIII. N 
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The lady ſtirs. 

Jur. [awaking.] Oh comfortable Fri, where's 

my lord: 

I do remember well where I ſhould be; 
And there Il am, but where is Romeo? 

Fx1 I h-ar ſome noiſe! :.ady, come from that neſt 
Of death, contagion, and unuatural ſleep ; 
A greater Power than we can contradict, 
Hath thwarted our intents ; come, come away; 
1 hy huſband in thy boſom there lyes dead, 
And Paris too—Come, I'll diſpoſe of thee, 
Among a fiiteihood of holy nuns: 
Stay not a queſtion, for the watch is coming. | Exit. 
| Jur. Go, get thee hence. for 1 will not away. 
What's here? a cup clos'd in my true love's hand? 
Poiſon I ſee hath been his timeleſs end, 
Oh churl, drink all, and leave no friendly drop 
To help me after? I will kiſs thy lips, 
Haply ſome poiſon yet doth hang on them; 
Thy lips are warm, 

Enter Boy and Watch. 

Warcn. Lead boy, which way? 

Jur. Yea, nolle ? 
Then Fl] be brief. O happy dagger! 


[ Finding a dagger. 

* This is thy ſheath, there ruſt and let me die. 
[ Kills herſelf. 
Boy. This is the place, there where the torch 


doth burn. 
WaTcH, The ground is bloody. Search about 
the church- yard, 
Go ſome of you, whom e'er you find attach. 
Pitiful ſight ! here lies the County flain, 
* 'Tis in thy ſhcath, 


8 
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And Juliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead, 
Who here hath lain theſe two days buried. 
Go tell the Prince, run to the Capulets, 
Raiſe up the Mountagues, ſome others ſearch 
Enter fome of the Watch with Romeo's Man. 

2 Ware. Here's Romeo s man, we found him in 
the church-yard. 

i WaTCH, Hold him 1 in b ll the Prince 
comes hither, 

Enter a Friar and a third Watchman. 


3 WaTCH, Here is a Friar that tembles, ſighs 


and weeps: 


We took this mattock and this ſpade from him, 


As he was coming from this church-yard ſide. 
1 WaTca, A great ſuſpicion, ſtay the Friar too. 


SCENE V. 
Enter the Prince and attendance. 


Prince. What miſadventure is ſo early up, 
That calls our perſon from our morning's reſt ? 
Enter CAPULET ani Lady CaruLEr. 
Cap. What ſhould it be that they ſo ſhriek abroad? 
La. Ca. The people in the ſtreet cry Romeo, 
Some Juliet, and ſome Paris; and all run 
With open out-cry tow'rd our monument. 
PRINCE. What fear is this which ſtartles in your 
ears ? [ {lain, 
WATCH, Sovereign, here lyes the County Paris 
And Romeo dead, and Juliet (dead before) 
Warm and new kill'd. 
PRINCE. Search, ſeek, and know how this foul 
murther comes. [ man, 
WaTCH, Here is a Friar, and ſlaughter'd Romeo's 
N 2 
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With inſtruments upon them, fit to open 
Theſe dead mens tombs, 
Cay. Oh heav'n! oh wife, look how our daughter 
bleeds! 
This dagger hath miſta' en, for loe * the ſheath 
Lies empty on the back of Mountague, 
The point mis-ſheathed in my daughter's boſom. 
La. Cay. Oh me, this ſight of death is as a bell, 
That u warns my old age to a ſepuſcher. 
Enter MOUNTAGUE, 
Prixce, Come Mountague, for thou art early up, 
To lee thy ſon and heir now early + fallen. 
Movun. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night, 
Grief of my ſon's exile hath ſtop'd her breath: 
What further wo conſpires againſt my age? 
PRINCE. Look, and thou ſhalt ſee. 
Movun. Oh thou untaught, what manners is in this, 
To preſs before thy father to a grave? 
PRinCE. Seal up the mouth of out-rage for a white, 
Till we can clear theſe anibiguities, 
And know their ſpring their head. their true deſcent; 
And then will | be general of your woes, 
And lead you ev'n to death, Mean time forbear, 
And let miſchance be ſlave to patience, 
Bring forth the parties of ſuſpicion. 
FRI. I am the greateſt, able to do leaſt, 
Yet molt ſuſpected, as the time and place 
Doth make againſt me, of this direful murther ; 
And here | ſtand both to impeach and purge 
Myſelf condemned, and myſelf excus'd. 
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PRixcE. Then ſay at once what thou doſt know in 
this. 
FRI. I will be brief, for my ſhort date of breath 
Is not ſo long as is a tedious tale. 
Romeo, there dead, was huſband to that Juliet ; 
And ſhe there dead, that Romeo's faithful wife: 
I married them; and their ſtoln marriage day 


Was Tybalt's dooms-day, whole untimely death 


Baniſh'd the new-made bridegroom from this city ; 
For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin'd, 
You, to remove that ſiege of grief from her, 
Betroth'd, and would have married her perforce 
To County Paris. Then comes ſhe to me, 

And, with wild looks, bid me deviſe ſome mean 
To rid her from this ſecond marriage, 

Or in my cell chere would ſhe kill herſelf, 

Then gave | her (ſo tutor'd by my art) 

A ſleeping potion, which ſo took effect 

As I intended, for it wrought on her 

The form of death. Mean time I write to Romeo, 
That he ſhould hither come, as this dire night, 
To help to take her from her borrowed grave, 
Being the time the potion's force ſhould ceaſe, 
But he which bore my letter, Friar John, 

Was ſtaid by accident, and yeſternight 

Return'd my letter back; then all alone, 

At the prefixed hour of her awaking, 

Came I to take her from her kindreds vault; 
Meaning to keep her cloſely at my cell, 

*Till I conveniently could ſend to Romeo. 

But when I came (ſome minute ere the time 

Of her awaking) here untimely lay 

The noble Paris, and true Romeo dead. 

She wakes, and I intreat her to come forth, 


grave, 


words, 
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And bear this work of heay'n with patience : 
But then a noiſe did ſcare me from the tomb, 
And ihe too deip'rate would not go with me, 
But, as it ſeems, did violence on herſelf. 

All this I know, and to the marriage 

Her nurſe is privy : but if ought in this 
Miſcarry'd by my fault, let my oid life 

Be ſacrific'd, ſome hour before its time, 

Unto the rigour of ſevereſt law. 

 _ PRINCE. We ſtill have known thee for an holy man. 
Where's Romeo's man? what can he ſay to this? 

PETER, I broughtmy maſter news of juliet's death, 

And then in poſt he came from Mantua 
To this ſame place, to this ſame monument. 
This letter he early bid me give his father, 
And threatned me with death, going to the vault, 
If 1 departed not, and left him there. 

PRINCE. Give me the letter, I will look on it. 
Where is the County's page that rais'd the watch? 
Sirrah, what made your maſter in this place? 

PaGE, He came with flowers to ſtrew his lady's 


And bid me ſtand aloof, and fo I did: 

Anon comes one with light to ope the tomb, 

And by and by my maſter drew on him, 

And thea I ran away to call the watch. 
PRIxcE. This letter doth make good the Friar's 


Their courſe of love, the tidings of her death: 
And here he writes, that he did buy a poiſon 
Of a poor 'pothecary, and therewithal 

Come to this vault to tits and lye with Juliet, 
Where be theſe enemies ? 
See what a ſcourge is laid upon your hate, 


Capulet! Mountague | 


ROMEO AND JULIET. V. 5. 103 


That heav n finds means to kill your joys with love! 
And l, for winking at your diſcords too, 
Have loſt a brace of kinſmen: all are puniſh'd ! 
CAP. O brother Mountague, give me thy hand, 
This is my daughter's jointure ; for no more 
Can I demand. 
Mou. But I can give thee more, 
For I will raiſe her ſtatue in pure gold, 
That while Verona by that name is known, 
There ſhall no figure at that rate be ſet, 
As that of true and faithful Juliet. 
Cay. As rich ſhall Romeo by his lady lye, 
Poor ſacrifices of our enmity ! 
PRINCE. A gloomy peace this morning with it brings, 
The ſun for ſorrow will not ſhew his head; 
Go hence to have more talk of theſe ſad things; 
Some ſhall be pardon'd, and ſome puniſhed. 
For never was a ſtory of more woe, 
Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. [ Exeunt omnet. 
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Dramatis Perſonae. 


Cx Auvpius, King of Denmark. 


FoRTINBRAS, Prince of Norway. 

HAMLET, Son to the former, and Nephew to the 
preſent King. 

PoLoNIUus, Lord Chamberlain. 

HO RATIO, Friend to Hamlet. 

LAERTES, Son to Polonius. 

VoLTIMAND, 

CORNELIUS, 

RoSENCRAUS, 

GUILDENSTERN, 


Courtiers. 


Os RICEk, à Fop. 


MARCELLUS, an Officer. 
BERNARDO a 

: two Soldiers. 
FRANCISCO, | 
REYNOLDO, Servant to Polonius. 
Ghoſt of, Hamlet's Father. 


GERTRUDE, Queen of Denmark, and Mother to 

Hamlet. | 
OPHELIA, Daughter to Polonius, beloved by Hamlet. 
Ladies attending on the Queen. 


Players, Grave-makers, Sailors, Meſſengers, and o- 
ther attendants. 


SCENE ELSINOOR. 


This Story was not invented by our Author; tho? 
from whence he took it, 1 know not, 
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LL HAMLET 
PRINCE of DENMARK. 


to the 


F 


S WEE 


ACT 1. SCENE TT. 
An open Place before the Palace. 


Enter BERNARDO and FRANCISCO, two centinels, 


BE RN AR D O. 


HO's there? 
Fran, Nay, anſwer me: ſtand and unfold 
your ſelf. 
BER. Long live the King. 
FR AN. Bernardo? 


BER. He. 
FR AN. You come moſt carefully upon your hour. 


[WP Wy BER. Tis now ſtruck twelve, get thee to bed, 
1 2 Franciſco. 
=_ FRAN, For this relief, much thanks: tis bitter cold, 
And Iam ſick at heart. 
BER. Have you had quiet guard? 
FRAN. Not a mouſe ſtirring. 
BER. Well, good- night. 
If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, | 
The rivals of my watch, bid them make haſte. 
Enter HORATIO and MARCELLUS. 
FRAN. I think I hear them. Stand; who's there ? 
Hos. Friends to this ground. 
MAR. And liege- men to the Dane. 
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FRAN. Give you good- night. 
Max. Oh farewel, honeit ſoldier ; who hath re- 
liev d you? 
Fa an. Bernardo has my place: give you good- night. 
LS xit Franciſco, 
MAR. Holla, Bernardo. 
BER. Say, what is Horatio there? 
HoR. A piece of him, 
BE R. Welcome Horatio, welcome good Marcellus. 
Mak. What, has this thing appear d again to-night? 
BER. I have ſeen nothing. 
Max. Horatio ſays, tis but our phantaſie, 
And will not let belief take hold of him, 
Touchiag this dreaded fight, twice ſeen of us; 
Therefore | have intreated him along 
With us, to watch the minutes of this night, 
That if again this apparition come, 
He may approve onr eyes, and ſpeak to it. 
Hos. Tuſh, tuſh, twill not appear, 
BER. Sit down a while, 
And let us once again aſſail your ears, 
That are ſo fortified againſt our ſtory, 
What we have two nights ſeen. 
Hor. Well, ſit we down, 
And let us hear Bernardo ſpeak of this. 
BER. Laſt night of all, 
When yon ſame ſtar, that's weſtward from the pole, 
Had made his courſe t'illume that part of heav'n 
Where now it burns, Marcellus and my ſelf, 
The bell then beating one 
MAR. Peace, break thee off; 
Enter the Ghoſt, 
Look where it comes again. 


BER. In the ſame figure, like the King that's dead. 
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MAR. Thou art a ſcholar, ſpeak to it, Horatio. 

BER. Looks it not like the King mark it, Horatio. 

Hor. Moſt like: it harrows me with fear and 
wonder. 

Bp R. It would be ſpoke to. 

MAR. Speak to it, Horatio. 

Ho. What art thou that uſurp'ſt this time of night, 

Together with that fair and warlike form, 

In which the Majeſty of buried Denmark, 

Did ſometime march? by Heaven I charge thee ſpeak. 

MR. It is offended. 

BER, See! it ſtalks away. 

Ho R. Stay; ſpeak; I charge thee, ſpeak. [Ex Ghoſt. 

MAR. Tis gone, and will not anſwer. 

BER. How now, Horatio : ? you tremble and 
look pale. 


4 Is not this ſomething more than phantaſie ? i 


What think you of it? 


Hor, Before my God, I might not this believe, 


; Without the ſenſible and true avouch 


2 Of maine own eyes. 


Mx. Is it not like the King? 


J Ho, As thou art to thy ſelf, 
Such was the very armour he had on, 
When he the ambitious Norway combated : 
So frown'd he once, when in an angry parle, 
Hle ſmote the fleaded * Polack on the ice. 

© ”Tis ſtrange 


MAR. Thus twice before, and juſt at this + dead 
hour, 


5 
* Pole-axe in the common editions ; he ſpeaks of a prince of 
| Poland whom he ſlew in battle. He uſes the wore Polack again, 
Ki 2. ſcene 4. þ ſame. 
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With martial ſtalk, hath he gone by our watch. 
Hor. In what particular thought to work, I know 
not : 
But in the groſs and ſcope of my opinion, 
This bodes ſome ſtrange eruption to our ſtate. 
MAR. Good now fit down, and tell me, he that 
| knows, 
Why this ſame ſtrict and moſt obſervant watch 
So nightly toils the ſubjects of the land ? 
And why ſuch daily caſt of brazen cannon, 
And foreign mart for implements of war ? 
Why ſuch impreſs of ſhipwrights, whoſe ſore task 
5 Does not divide the ſunday from the week ? 
What might be toward, that this ſweaty haſte 
Doth make the night joint labourer with the day : 
Who 1s't that can inform me? 
Ho R. That can I, 
At leaſt the whiſper gocs ſo. Our laſt King, 
Whoſe image even but now appear'd to us, 
Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 
(Thereto prickt on by a moſt emulate pride) 
Dar'd to the fight. In which, our valiant Hamlet, 
(For ſo this fide of our known world eſteem'd him) 
Did ſlay this Fortinbras : who by ſeal'd compact, 
Well ratified by law and heraldry, 
Did forfeit (with his life) all thoſe his lands 
Which he ſtood ſeiz d of to the Conqueror: 
Againſt the which, a moiety competent 
Was gaged by our King; which had return 
To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 
Had he been vanquiſher, as by that cov'nant 
And carriage of the articles deſign'd, 
His fell to Hamlet. Now young Fortinbras, 3 
Of unimproved mettle hot and full, mm 74 
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Hach i in the ſkirts of Norway, here and there, 
know Shark d up a liſt of landleſs reſolutes, 
For food and dyet, to ſome enterprize 
That hath a ſtomach in't: which is no other, 
And it doth well appear unto our ſtate, | 
But to recover of us by ſtrong hand 
And terms compulſative, thoſe foreſaid lands 
'S So by his father loſt : and this, I take it, 
Is the main motive of our preparations, 
The ſource of this our watch, and the chief head 
Of this poſt-haſte and romage in the land. 
ask BAR. I think it be no other, but even ſo: 
Well may it ſort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch ſo like the King, 
Y 3 That was and is the queſtion of theſe wars. 
Ho. A mote it is to trouble the mind's eye, 
In the moſt high and + palmy ſtate of Rome, 
Alittle ere the mightieſt Julius fell, 
The graves ſtood tenantleſs, the ſheeted dead 
Did ſqueak and gibber in the Roman ſtreets, 
Stars ſhone with trains of fire, dews of blood fell, 
4 Diſaſters veil'd the ſun, and the moiſt ſtar 
im) PD pon whoſe influence Neptune's empire ſtands, 
Y 
| 


Was ſick almoſt to doom's-day with eclipſe. 
And even the like precurſe of fierce events, 
As harbingers preceding {till the fates, 
And prologue to the omen coming on, 
Have heav'n and earth together demonſtrated 
Unto our climatures and country-men, 

Enter Ghoſt again. 
But ſoft, behold ! lo, where it comes again! 
I'll croſs it, though it blaſt me. Stay, illuſion ! 

[ Spreading his armis, 

+ palmy for victorious; in the other editions flouriſhing. 
VoL, VIII. B 
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If thou haſt any ſound, or uſe of voice, 
Speak to me, 

If there be any good ding to be done, 
That may to thee do eaſe, and grace to me; 


Speak to me. 


If thou art privy to thy country's fate, 
Which happily foreknowing may avoid, 
Oh ſpeak ! 
Or, if thou haſt uphoorded in thy life 


Extorted treaſure in the womb of earth, 


[ Cock crows, 
For which, they ſay, you ſpirits oft walk in death, 
Speak of it. Stay, and ſpeak—ſtop it, Marcellus 
Mar, Shall 1 ſtrike at it with my partizan ? | 
Hor. Do, if it will not ſtand, 
BER. Tis here 
HoR. Tis here- 
Mar. Tis gone. 
We do it wrong, being ſo majeſtical, 
To offer it the ſhew of violence; 
For it is as the air, invulnerable, 
And our vain blows, malicious mockery. 
BER. It was about to ſpeak, when the cock crew. 
Hor. And then it ſtarted like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful ſummons. I have heard, 
The cock that is the trumpet of the morn, 
Doth with his lofty and ſhrill-ſounding throat 
Awake the God of day; and at his warning, 
Whether in ſea or fire, in earth or air, 
Th extravagant and erring ſpirit hyes 
To his confine. And of the truth herein, 
This preſent object made probation, 
Mak. It faded on the crowing of the cock. 
Some ſay, that ever gainſt that ſeaſon comes 


[ Exit Ghoſt, 
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Wrhercin our Saviour's birth is celebrated, 
The bird of dawning ſingeth all night hg” 


And then, they ſay, no ſpirit walks abroad, 


The nights are wholſome, then no planets ſtrike, 
Lo fairy takes, no witch hath power to charm ; 

$0 hallow'd and ſo gracious is the time. 

Ho. So have I heard, and do in part believe it. 


But look, the morn in ruflet mantle clad, 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high eaſtern hill; 
Break we our watch up, and by my advice 
Let us impart what we have ſeen to-night 
'Unto young Hamlet. For upon my life, 

This ſpirit, dumb to us, will ſpeak to him: 


Do you conſent we ſhall acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty? 
Mak. Let's do't, I pray, and I this morning know 


Where we ſhall find him molt conveniently. [ Exeunt, 


S CANT: 
The Palace. 


Enter CLAuDIUS Xing of Denmark, GERTRUDE the 


Queen, HAMLET, POLONIUS, LAERTES, Vor- 
TIM AND, CORNEL1US, lords and attendants.” 
KIxG. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's 
death 
The memory be green; and that is fitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe ; 
Yet fo far hath diſcretion fought with nature, 
That we with wiſeſt ſorrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of our ſelves. 
Therefore our ſometime ſiſter, now our Queen, 
Th' imperial jointreſs of this warlike (tate, 
Have we, as twere, with a defeated joy, 
B. 2 


With one auſpicious, and one dropping eye, 
With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage, 
In equal ſcale weighing delight and dole, 
Taken to wife. Nor have we herein barr'd 

Your better wiſdoms, which have freely gone 
With this affair along, (for all, our thanks.) 
Now follows, that you know, young Fortinbras, 
Holding a weak ſuppoſal of our worth; 

Or thinking by our late dear brother's death 
Our {tate to be dis joint and out of frame; 
Colleagued with this dream of his advantage; 
He hath fail d' not to peſter us with meſſage, 
Importing the ſurrender of thoſe lands 


Loſt by his father, by all bands of law 


To our moſt valiant brother. So much for him. 
Now for our ſelf, and for this time of meeting: 


Thus much the buſineſs is. We have here writ 


To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras, 

Who impotent and bed- rid, ſcarcely hears 

Of this his nephew's purpoſe, to ſuppreſs 

His further gate herein; in that the levies, 
The liſts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his ſubjects : and we here diſpatch 
You, good Cornehus, and you Voltimand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway; 
Giving to you no further perſonal power 

Of treaty with the King, more than the ſcope. 
Which theſe dilated articles allow, 

Farewel, and let your haſte commend your duty, 


VoL. In that, and all things, will we ſhew our 


duty, 
KinG, We doubt it nothing, heartily EY 


[ Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius, 


And now Laertes, what's the news with you ? 


You told 


You Cant 
And loſe 
That ſh: 
The he: 
on har 
Thani 18 
What v 


5 LAE 


Your le 


lage, 


our 


us, 


| WAML ET. 1. 13 
You told us of ſome ſuit. What is't, Laertes ? 
You cannot ſpeak of reaſon to the Dane, 
And loſe your voice. What would ſt thou beg, Laertes, 
That ſhall not be my offer, not thy aſking ? 
The head is not more native to the heart, 
The hand more inſtrumental to the mouth, 
Than is the Throne of Denmark to thy father. 
What wouldſt thou have, Laertes ? 
LER. My dread lord, 
Your leave and favour to return to France; 
From whence, though willingly I came to Denmark 


To ſhew my duty in your coronation ; 

Yet now I muſt confeſs, that duty done, 

My thoughts and wiſhes bend again tow'rd France: 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

Kins. Have you your father's leave? what ſays 


Polonius ? 
Por. Hehath, my lord, by labourſome petition, 


Wrung from me my flow leave; and at the laſt 
Upon his will I ſeal'd my hard conſent. 
I do beſeech you give him leave to go. 


KinG, Take thy fair hour, Laertes, time be thine, 


And thy beſt graces ; ſpend it at thy will. 
But now, my couſin Hamlet, and my ſon 


Ham. A little more than kin, and leſs than kind. 
KING. How is it that the clouds ſtill hang on you? 
Ham. Not ſo my lord, I am too much 1'th' ſun, 

QUEEN. Good Hamlet caſt thy nighted colour off, 


And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not, for ever, with thy veiled lids, 
Seek for thy noble father in the duſt; 
Thou know'ſt 'tis common, all that live muſt die, 


*- nightly. 
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Paſſing through nature to eternity. 


Nor cuſtomary ſuits of ſolemn black, 
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Ham, Ay, madam, it is common. 

Queen, If it be; 
Why ſeems it ſo particular with thee ? 

Ham, Seems, madam ? nay, it is; I know not ſeems : 
*Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 


Nor windy ſuſpiration of forc'd breath, 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 
Nor the dejected haviour of the viſage, 
Together with all forms, moods, ſhews of grief, 
That can denote me truly, Theſe may ſeem, 
For they are actions that a man might play; 
But I have that within, which paſſeth ſhow : 
Theſe, but the trappings, and the ſuits of woe. 
EIN G. Tis {ſweet and commendable in your nature, 
To give theſe mourning duties to your father : 
But you muſt know, your father loſt a father, 


That father his, and the ſurviver bound 'This 
In filial obligation, for ſome term ' Sits fr 
To do obſequious ſorrow. But to perſeyere No Jo 
In obſtinate condolement, is a courſe But t] 
Of impious ſtubbornneſs, unmanly grief. Andt 
It ſhews a will moſt incorrect to heav'n, Ke -f 


A heart unfortify'd, a mind impatient, 
An underſtanding ſimple, and unſchool'd : 


For what we know mult be, and is as common 


As any the moſt vulgar thing to ſenſe, 

Why ſhould we, in our peeviſh oppoſition, 
Take it to heart? fie ! tis a fault to heav'n, 
A fault againſt the dead, a fault to nature, 

To reaſon moſt abſurd, whoſe common theam 
Is death of fathers, and who till hath cry'd, 
From the firſt coarſe, till he that died to-day, 


ſeems: 
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& This muſt be ſo. We pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and think of us 

As of a father : for let the world take note, 
You are the moſt immediate to our throne, 
And with no leſs nobility of love, 

Than that which deareſt father bears his ſon, 
Do I impart tow'rd you. For your intent 

In going back to ſchool to Wittenberg, 
It is moſt retrograde to our defire : 

And we beſcech you, bend you to remain 
Here in the cheer and comfort of our eye, 


Our chiefeſt courtier, couſin, and our ſon. 


QUEEN. Let not thy mother loſe her prayers, 
Hamlet: 

I pr'y thee ſtay with us, go not to Wittenberg. 
Ham. I ſhall in all my beſt obey you, madam. 
KIx G. Why 'tis a loving, and a fair reply, 

Be as our ſelf in Denmark. Madam, come, 

This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet 


Sits ſmiling to my heart, in grace whereof 


No jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day, 
Hut the great cannon to the clouds ſhall tell; 
And the King's rowſe the heav'n ſhall bruit again 
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Re-ſpeaking earthly thunder. Come away. [ Exeurt. 


SCENE 
Manet HAMLET. 
HAM. Oh that this too- too ſolid fleſh would melt, 


Thaw, and reſolve it ſelf into a dew ; 
Or that the Everlaſting had not fixt 


His * canon 'gainſt ſelf-ſlaughter. Oh God ! oh God! 
How weary, ſtale, flat, and unprofitable 


can non. 
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Paſſing through nature to eternity. 

Ham, Ay, madam, it is common. 

Queen, If it be; | 
Why ſeems it ſo particular with thee ? 

Ham, Seems, madam ? nay, it is; I know not ſeems : 
Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 
Nor cuſtomary ſuits of ſolemn black, 

Nor windy ſuſpiration of forc'd breath, 

No, nor the fruitful river. in the eye, 

Nor the dejected haviour of the viſage, 

Together with all forms, moods, ſhews of grief, 

That can denote me truly. Theſe may ſeem, 

For they are actions that a man might play; 

But I have that within, which paſſeth ſhow : 

Theſe, but the trappings, and the ſuits of woe. 
| Kins, Tis ſweet and commendable in your nature, 

To give theſe mourning duties to your father : 

But you muſt know, your father loſt a father, 

That father his, and the ſurviver bound 

In ſilial obligation, for ſome term 

To do obſequious ſorrow. But to perſevere 

In obſtinate condolement, is a courſe | 

Of impious ſtubbornneſs, unmanly grief. 

It ſhews a will moſt incorrect to heav'n, 

A heart unfortify'd, a mind impatient, 

An underſtanding ſimple, and unſchool'd : 


For what we know muſt be, and is as common 


As any the moſt vulgar thing to ſenſe, 
Why ſhould we, in our peeviſh oppoſition, 
Take it to heart? fie ! tis a fault to heav'n, 
A fault againſt the dead, a fault to nature, 
To reaſon moſt abſurd, whoſe common theam 
Is death of fathers, and who till hath cry'd, 
From the firſt coarſe, till he that died to-day, 
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& This muſt be ſo.” We pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and think of us 

As of a father : for let the world take note, 

ou are the moſt immediate to our throne, 

And with no leſs nobility of love, 

Than that which deareſt father bears his ſon, 

Do [ impart tow'rd you, For your intent 

In going back to ſchool to Wittenberg, 

It is moſt retrograde to our defire : 


| And we beſeech you, bend you to remain 


Here in the cheer and comfort of our eye, 
Our chiefeſt courtier, couſin, and our ſon. 
Qu Ex. Let not thy mother loſe her prayers, 
Hamlet : 


I pr'y thee ſtay with us, go not to Wittenberg. 


Ham, I ſhall in all my beſt obey you, madam. 
KinG, Why tis a loving, and a fair reply, 


'Be as our ſelf in Denmark. Madam, come, 
This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sits ſmiling to my heart, in grace whereof 
No jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day, 
But the great cannon to the clouds ſhall tell; 
And the King's rowſe the heav'n ſhall bruit again 
Re: ſpeaking earthly thunder. Come away. [ Exeunt. 


S'GE NE III. 
Manet HAMLET. 
HAM. Oh that this too-too ſolid fleſh would 3 


Thaw, and reſolve it ſelf into a dew; 

Or that the Everlaſting had not fixt 

l His & canon gainſt ſelf- laughter. Oh God ! oh God! 
; How weary, ſtale, flat, and unprofitable 


F cannon. 


— — : —.—— wh 


16 HA M L E T. I. I. 


Seem to me all the uſes of this world ? 
Fie on't ! oh he ! tis an unweeded garden 
That grows to feed ; things rank, and groſs in nature 
Poſſeſs it, meerly that i it thould come thus, 
But two months dead! nay, not ſo much; not two, — 
So excellent a King, that was, to this, 
Hyperion to a Satyr ! ſo loving to my mother, 
[i That he permitted not the winds of heav'n 
\i Viſit her face too roughly. Heav'n and earth! 
* Muſt remember? — why, ſhe would hang on him, 
| As if increaſe of appetite had grown 
| By what it fed on; yet within a month? | 
| Let me not PO Frailty, thy name is woman ! 
| A little month or e'er thoſe ſhews were old 
I With which ſhe follow'd my poor father's body, 


mY Like Niobe, all tears Why ſhe, ev'n ſhe, 

| Oh heav'n ! a beaſt that wants diſcourſe of reaſon 
| Would have mourned * with mine H. 
uncle, HFH. 

My father's brother; no more like my father, 

Than I to Heels” Within a month! Did 
Ere yet the ſalt of moſt unrighteous tears, . 2 Wor 
Had left the fluſhing in her gauled eyes, Or e 
She married. Oh mot wicked ſpeed, to poſt My 
With ſuch dexterity to inceſtuous ſheets : 1 
It is not, nor it cannot come to good. We. 
But break, my heart, for I muſt hold my tongue. x 1 
. * Iſh 
Enter HoRATIO, BERNARDO, and MARCELLUS, |} 


Hox. Hail to your lordſhip, 
Ham. I am glad to ſee you well, 

Horatio ? or I do forget my ſelf ? Lever. 
Hos. The ſame, my lord, and your poor ſervant 1 


- © 
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Hau. Sir, my good friend, I'll change that name 
with yon: 


n nature And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ? 
Fa farcellus ! 
two. MAR. My good lord 
; Ham. Iam very glad to ſee you ; good even, Sir, 
hut what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg! : 


Ho. A truant diſpoſition, good my lord. 
| Hau. I would not * hear your enemy ſay ſo; 
n him, Nor ſhall you do mine ear that violence, 

To make it truſter of your own report 

Againſt your ſelf. I know you are no truant ; 


1an ! But what is your affair in Elfinoor ? 

. We'll teach you to drink deep ere you depart. 

ly, Hor. My lord, I came to fee your father's funeral. 

— Ham. I pr'y thee do not mock me, fellow ſtudent; 

N I think it was to ſee my mother's wedding. 

mine Ho. Indeed, my lord, it follow'd hard upon. 
HAM. Thrift, thrift, Horatio : the funcral bak'd 

meats 


Did coldly furniſh forth the marriage tables. 
Would had met my deareſt foe in heaven, 
Or ever I had ſeen that day, Horatio. 
My father methinks 1 ſe. my father. 
' Hox. Oh where, my lord? 
Hau. In my mind's eye, Horatio. 
IC, Honk. I ſaw him once, he was a goodly ater 4 
E Ham. He was a man, take him for all ir all, 
I ſhall not look upon his like again. 
LUS, * Hor, My lord, I thick | ſaw him yeſternight. 
Hau. Saw! who? 
Hox. My lord, the King your father. 


er. 
vant * have, 


VoL, VIII. G 


—— — — 


— __ 


—— — 


— 


— 


— 


— —— — — 


— — — 


— — — — — — — 


— 


18 HAMLET, I. 4. 
Ham. The King my father. 
Ho R. Seaſon your admiration for a while 
With an attentive ear; till I deliver 
Upon the witneſs of theſe In 
This marvel to you, 
Ham. For heaven's love, let me hear. 
Hor. Two nights together had theſe gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch, 
In the dead waſte and middle of the night, 
Been thus encountered. A figure like your father, 
Arm' d at all points exactly, Cap-a-pe, 
Appears before them, and with ſolemn march 
Goes ſlow and ſtately by them; thrice he walk'd, 
By their oppreſt and fear. ſarprifed eyes, 
Within his truncheon's length ; whilſt the (itil 
Almoſt to jelly with the act of fear) 
Stand dumb, and ſpeak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful ſecrecy impart they did, 
And I with them the third night kept the watch, 
Where as they had delivered both in time, 
Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The apparition comes. I knew your father : 
Theſe hands are not more like, | 
Ham, But where was this ? 
MAR. My lord, upon the platform where we 
watcht. 
HAM. Did you not ſpeak to it? 
Hor. My lord, I did; 
But anſwer made it none; yet once methought 
It lifted up its head, and did addreſs 
It ſelf to motion, like as it would ſpeak: 
But even then the morning cock crew loud; 
And at the ſound it ſhrunk in haſte away, 
And vaniſht from our ſight, 


| HAMLET. I. 4. 19 
Ha M. *Tis very ſtrange. 
'Hok. As Ido live, my honour'd lord, *tis true ; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty 
To let you know of it, 
+ Ham, Indeed, Sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to night? 
Bor RH. We do, my lord. 
HAM. Arm d, ſay you? 
{ BoTH. Arm'd, my lord, 
HA. From top to toe? 
; Bork. My lord, from head to foot. 
"oy Hau. Then ſaw you not his face? 
p Hon. Oh yes, my lord, he wore his beaver up. 
HAM. What, look'd he frowningly ! 
Ho. A count'nance more in {ſorrow than in anger. 
Ham. Pale, or red ? 
Hok. Nay, very pale. 
Ham, And fixt his eyes upon you ? 
Hor. Mot conſtantly. 
Hau. I would I had been there. 
good, Ho. It would have much amaz'd you. 
Hau. Very like; ſtaid it long * 
Hor. While one with moderate haſte might ell a 
hundred, 
ALL, Longer, longer. 
Ho R. Not when I ſaw't. 
Ham. His beard was griſly ! 
Ho. It was, as I have ſeen it in his life, 
N ſable filver'd. 
Hau. III watch to-night ; perchance twill walk 
* again, 
Ho. I warrant you it will. 
Hau. If it aſſumes my noble father's perſon, 
uy ipeak to it, tho' hell it ſelf ſnould gape 
l C 2 


itlemen, 


ther, 
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And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 

If you have hitherto conceal'd this ſight; 

Let it be * treble in your ſilence till ? 

And whatſoever ſhall befall to-night, 

Give it an underſtanding, but no tongue; 

I will requite your loves: fo, fare ye well. 

Upon the platform 'twixt eleven and twelve 

III viſit you. | 
ALL. Our duty to your honour, [ Exeunt, 
Ham. Your love, as mine to you : farewell. 


My father's ſpurit in arms! all is not well; 


I doubt ſome foul play: would the night were come; 
Till then fit ſtill, my ſoul : foul deeds will riſe, 
(Tho' all the earth o'erwhelm them) to mens eyes. 
[ Exits 
SCENE v. 
An Apartment in Pol oxius's houſe. 


' Enter LAERTES and OPHELIA, 


LAER. My neceſſaries are embark d, farewel ; 
And ſiſter, as the winds give benefit, 
And convoy is aſſiſtant; do not ſleep, 


But let me hear from you. 


OrH. Do you doubt that? 
LAER. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favours, 
Hold it a faſhion and a toy in blood, 
A violet in the youth of primy nature, 
Forward, not permanent, tho ſweet, not laſting, 


+ The perfume, and ſuppliance of a minute; 
No more. 


Or f. No more but ſo ? 
LAER. Think it no more: 


* tenable, + The ſuppliance of a minute. 
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For nature creſcent does not grow alone, 
In thews and bulk; but as his temple waxes, 
The inward ſervice of the mind and foul _ 
rows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now, 
nd now no + ſoil nor cautel doth beſmerch 
The virtue of his + will : but you mult fear, 


His greatneſs weigh d, his will is not his own: 
For he himſelf is ſubject to his birth; 


He may not. as unvalued perſons do, 


Carve for himſelf; for on his choice depends 


The | ſanctity and health of the whole ſtate. 


And therefore mult his choice be circumſcrib'd 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body 


21 


Whereof he's head. Then if he ſays he loves you, 


It fits your wiſdom ſo far to believe it, 


As he in his peculiar & act and place 


May give his faying deed ; which is no further, 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 


Then weigh what laſs your honour may ſuſtain, 


If with too credent ear you liſt his ſongs, 

Or loſe your heart; or your chaſte treaſure open 
To his unmaſter'd importunity. 

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear ſiſter, 
And keep within the rear of your affection, 
Out of the ſhot and danger of deſire. 
The charieſt maid is prodigal enough, 


If ſhe unmask her beauty to the moon: 


+ Virtue it ſelf ſcapes not calumnious ſtrokes, 

The canker galls the infants of the ſpring, 
Too oft before their buttons be diſclos d; 
7 And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 


* 


ſoar: || or, ſanity. 


thews, or qualities. 


$ /eft and force. 


+ foil. 
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Contagious blaſtments are moſt eminent. 
Be wary then, beſt ſafety lies in fear; 
Youth to it ſelf rebels, tho none elſe near. 
Org. I ſhall th' effects of this good leſſon keen, 
As watchman to my heart. But good my brother, 
Do not, as ſome ungracious paſtors do, 
Shew me the ſteep and thorny way to heav'n ; 
Whilſt like a puft and careleſs libertine, 
Himſelf the primroſe path of dalliance treads, 
* And recks not his own reed, 
LAER. Oh, fear me not. 


3 


SCENE VI. 
Enter POLONIUS, 


I ſtay too long; but here my father comes : 
A double blethng is a double grace; 
Occaſion ſmiles upon a ſecond leave. 
Pol. Yet here, Laertes ! get aboard for ſhame, 
The wind fits in the ſhoulder of your ſail, 
And you are ſtaid for there. My bleſſing with you; 
And theſe few precepts in thy memory 
See thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 


Nor any unproportion d thought his act: 


* Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar ; 

© The friends thou haſt, and their adoption try'd, 

* Grapple them to thy ſoul with hooks of ſteel : 

* But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch'd, unfledg'd comrade. Beware 
* Of entrance to a quarrel : but being in, 

* Bear't that th' oppoſed may beware of thee. 

Give every man thine ear; but few thy voice. 

* Takeeach man's cenſure ; but reſerve thy judgment, 


* recks not his own reed, that is, heeds not his own leſſons. 
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Coſtly thy habit as thy purſe can buy, 
But not expreſt in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man, 


Aid they in France of the belt rank and ſtation 


re moſt ſelect and generous, chief in that. 
either a borrower, nor a lender be; 


For loan oft loſes both it ſelf and fend; 


A borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 
This above all; to thine own ſelf be true; 
And it muſt follow, as the night the day, 
Thou canſt not then be falſe to any man. 
Farewel ; my bleſſing ſeaſon this in thee. 
LAER. Moſt humbly do 1 take my leave, my lord. 

Por. The time invites you, go, your ſervants tend. 
LAER. Farewel, Ophelia, and remember well 
What I have ſaid. 
, Oyen, Tis in my mem'ry lockt, 
And you your ſelf ſhall keep the key of it. 
© Lark. Farewel. [ Exit Laer. 
Por. What is't, Ophelia, he ſaid to you? 
Op. So pleaſe you, ſomething touching the lord 
3 Hamlet, 
Por. Marry, well bethought ! 
?Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you ; and you your ſelf 
Have of your audience been moſt free and bounteous. 
If it be ſo, as ſo tis put on me, 
And that in way of caution, 1 muſt tell you, 


Lou do not underſtand your ſelf ſo clearly, 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour. 


What! is between you? give me up the truth. 
Ou. He hath, my lord, of late, made many tenders 


| 4 Of his affection to me. 
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Por. Affection! puh! you ſpeak like a green girl, 
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Unſifted in ſuch perilous circumſtance. | The bett 
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them? I Would r 


Or. I do not know, my lord, what I ſhould think : of you 

PoL. Marry ['ll teach you; think yourſelf a baby, | 
That you have ta en his tenders for true pay, 
Which are not ſterling. Tender your ſelf more dearly 
Or (not to crack the wind of the poor phraſe,) 
Wronging it thus, you'll tender me a fool. g 

Oen. My lord, he hath importun d me with lov, 


In honourable faſhion. Enter 
POL. Ay, faſhion you may call't: go to, go to. HAN 
Orn. And hath giv'n count'nance to his ſpeech, Ho 

| my lord, | Hau 

With almoſt all the holy vows of 1 OR : Hog 


Pol. Ay, ſpringes to catch woodcocks. I do kno Mas 
When the blood burns, how prodigal the ſoul Hor 
Lends the tongue vows. Theſe blazes, oh my daughter, Where 
Giving more light than heat, extinct in both, 9 
Even in their promiſe as it is a making, 

You muſt not take for fire. From this time, 
Be ſomewhat ſcanter of your maiden preſence, 


Set your intreatments at a higher rate, 


Than a command to parley. For lord Hamlet, 
Believe ſo much in him, that he is young; 
And with a larger * tether may he walk, 

Than may be given you In few, Ophelia, 


Do not believe his vows : for they are brokers, 


+ Not of that die which their inveſtments ſhew, 
But meer implorers of unholy ſuits, | 
Breathing like ſanctiſied and pious F bawds, 


* Tider, or tether, teder, a ſtring to tye horſes, 
+ Not of the eve which their inveſtments ſhew, 
4 Bonds in all the editions, 
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The better to beguile, This is for all : 
1 would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you ſo ſlander any moment's leiſure, 
As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet. 
ok to't, I charge you; come your way. 
ZOen. I ſhall obey, my lord. [Exennt. 
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S EN VII. 
, The Platform before the Palace. 


Enter HamLeT, HORATI1O, and MARCELLUS, 
Hau. The air bites ſhrewdly ; it is very cold. 
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager air. 
Hau. What hour now ? | 
Hook. I think it lacks of twelve. 
Ma. No, it is ſtruck. 
Hon. Lheard it not : it then draws near the ſcaſoh 
berein the ſpirit held his wont to walk. 
[Noiſe of warlike muſick within, 
What does this mean, my lord? 
Ham, The King doth wake to-night, and takes 
bis rowſe, 


| . waſſel, and the ſwagg'ring upſtart reels ; 


And as he drains his draughts of Rheniſh Jown, 
The kettle- drum and trumpet thus bray out 
Fhe triumph of his pledge, 


5 HO R. Is it a cuſtom? 


Hau. Ay marry is't: 


But to my mind, though I am native here 


7 nd to the manner born, it is a cuſtom 


More honour'd in the breach, than the obſervance. 


+ Theſe 21 Lines following are in the firſt edition, but in 
ſome editions ſince left out, perhaps as being thought too 
verboſe, but certainly Shakeſpear's. 


| 3 his heavy- headed revell, caſt and weſt, 
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Enter Ghoſt. 
Hor. Look, my lord, it comes ! 
Ham. Angels and miniſters of grace defend us 
Be thou a ſpirit of health, or goblin damn'd, _ 
Bring with thee airs from heav'n, or blaſts from hell 
Be thy ꝗ intents wicked or charitable, 
* Thou com'ſt in ſuch a queſtionable ſhape, 
That I will ſpeak to thee, I'll call thee Hamlet, 
King, Father, Royal Dane: oh! anſwer me, 
[| Let me not burſt in ignorance ; but tell 
l Why thy canoniz'd bones hearſed in death, 
"Bi Have burſt their cearments ? why the ſepulcher, 
il Wherein we ſaw thee quietly in-urn'd, 
| | | Hath ope'd his ponderous and marble jaws, 
| To caſt thee up again? What may this mean? 


Makes us traduc'd, and tax'd of other nations; 

They clepe us drunkards, and with ſwiniſh phraſe 
Soil our ambition ; and indeed it takes 

From our atchievements, though perform'd at height, 
The pith and marrow of our attribute, 

So oft it chances in-particular men, 

That for ſome vicious mole of nature in them, 

As in their birth (wherein they are not guilty, 

Since nature cannot chuſe his origin) 

By the o'ergrowth of ſome complexion, 

Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reaſon; 

Or by ſome habit, that too much o'er-leavens 

The form of plauſive manners; that theſe men 
Carrying, I fay, the ſtamp of one defect, 

(Being nature's livery, or fortune's ſcar) 

Their virtues elſe, be they as pure as grace, 

As infinite as man may undergo, 
Shall in the general cenſure take corruption > 
From that particular fault,— 1 

Enter Ghoſt, ke. | events, 
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That thou dead corſe again in compleat ſteel 

Reviſit'ſt thus the glimpſes of the moon, 

Making night hideous ? and us fools of nature 

$6 horridly to ſhake our diſpoſition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our ſouls ? 

Say, why is this ? wherefore ? what ſhould we do ? 

. [Ghoſt beckons Hamlet. 

H ok. It beckons you to go away with it, 

As if it ſome impartment did deſire 

To you alone. 

Mak. Look with what courteous 5 ation 

i waves you toa more removed ground : 

But do not go with it. 

Hon. No, by no means. [holding Hamlet. 
Ham, It will not ſpeak ; then I will follow it. 
Ho R. Do not, my lord. 

Ham, Why, what ſhould be the fear? 
do not ſet my life at a pin's fee ; 


. And for my ſoul, what can it do to that? 
Being a thing immortal as it ſelf. 
It waves me forth again. 


"200 
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I'll follow it 
Hor. What if it tempt you tow 'rd the flood, my 
lord ? 


f * Z Or to the dreadful ſummit of the cliff, 


That beetles o'er his baſe into the ſea; 


4 And there aſſume ſome other horrible * 
Which might deprive your ſov'reignty of reaſon, 
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And draw you into madneſs ? think of it. 
Ihe very place puts toys of deſperation, 
Without more motive, into ev'ry brain, 
That looks ſo many fadoms to the ſea; 
And hears it roar beneath. 


* The 4 following lines added from the firſt edition, 
D 2 
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HAM. 
MAR. 
HAM. 


HOR. 


HAM. 
And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve: 
Still am I call d? unhand me, gentlemen 


By heav'n I'll make a ghoſt of him that lets me 
[I'll follow thee 


I lay away 
Exe. Ghoſt and Hamlet, 


HOR. 
MAR. 
Hok. 
MaR. 
Hok. 
MAR 
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It waves me {till : Go on, I'll follow thee— 


You ſhall not go, my lord. 


Hold oft your hand. 
Be rul'd, you ſhall not go. 
My fate cries out, 


[Breaking from thei, 


go on 


He waxes deſp rate with imagination. 

Let's follow ; 'tis not fit thus to obey him. 
Have after. T o what iſſue will this come! 
Something is rotten in the ſtate of Denmark. 


Heav'n will direct it, 


. Nay, let's follow him. 


58 G E NE VIII. 


Re-enter Ghoſt and HAMLET. 


[Exeunt, 


Hau. Where wilt thou lead me? ſpeak ; I'll go no 
GHOST. Mark me. 


Han, 


GHOST. 


I will. 


My hour 1s almoſt come, 


[ further. 


When ] to ſulphurous and tormenting flames 
Mult render up my ſelf. 


Ham. 


Alas poor Ghoſt! 


GHOST, Pity me not, but lend thy ſerious hearing 
To what I ſhall unfold. | 


Ham, 


Speak, I am bound to hear. 


hear. 


GHOST. So art thou to revenge, when thou ſhalt 


HAM. 


What? 


GHOST. Jam thy father's ſpirit; 
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MW thee Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night, 
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on they; 


Ne 
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Hamlet, 


ion. 

ey him. 
come? 
enmark. 


Exeunt, 


Il go no 


urther. 


And for the day, confin'd to faſt in fires ; 

Till the foul crimes done in my days of . 
Axe burnt and purg 'd away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the ſecrets of my priſon-houſe, 


I could a tale unfold, whoſe lighteſt word 


Would harrow up thy ſoul, freeze thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes like ſtars {tart from their ſpheres, 
Thy knotty and combined locks to part, 
And each particular hair to ſtand on end 
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine : 
But this eternal blazon mult not be 
To ears of fleſh and blood; liſt, liſt, oh liſt ! 
if thou didſt ever thy dear father love 
HAM. Oh heav'n! Imurcher. 
Guosr. Revenge his foul and moſt unnatural 
” Ham, Murther ? 
' GnosT, Murther moſt foul, as in the beſt it is; 
But this molt foul, ſtrange, and unnatural. 
Hau. Haſte me to know, what I with wings as ſwift 
As meditation or the thoughts of love, 
hl {weep to my revenge. 
GnosT. I find thee apt; 
Rod duller ſhouldſt thou be than the fat weed 
That rots itſelf in eaſe on Lethe's wharf, 
Wouldſt thou not ſtir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear: 
*Tis given out, that ſleeping in my orchard, 
A ſerpent ſtung me. The whole ear of Denmark 
1s by a forged proceſs of my death 
Rankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth, 
The ſerpent that did ſting thy father's life 


Now wears his crown. 


Hau. Oh my prophetic ſoul! my uncle? 


3 
1 
SGnos r. Ay, that inceſtuous, that adulterate beaſt, 


And prey on garbage 
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With witchcraft of his wit, with trait'rous gifts, 
(Oh wicked wit, and gifts that have the power 
So to ſeduce!) won to his ſhameful luſt 

The will of my moſt ſeeming virtuous Queen. 
Oh Hamlet, what a falling off was there! 
From me, whoſe love was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whoſe natural gifts were poor 
To thoſe of mine ! 

But virtue, as it never will be mov'd, 

Though lewdneſs court it in a ſhape of heav'n; 
So luſt, though to a radiant angel link'd, 
Will fate itſelf in a celeſtial bed, 


But ſoft, methinks I ſcent the morning air 


Brief let me be; Sleeping within mine orchard, 


My cuſtom always in the afternoon, 
Upon my ſecure hour thy uncle ſtole 


With juice of curſed hebenon in a viol, 


Andin the porches of mine ears did pour 
The leperous diſtilment; whoſe effect 

Holds ſuch an enmity with blood of man, 
That ſwift as quick - ſilver it courſes through 
The nat'ral gates and allies of the body; 

And with a ſudden vigour it doth poſſet 

And curb, like eager droppings into milk, 
The thin and wholſome blood: ſo did it mine, 
And a molt inſtant tetter * bark'd about, 


M,oſt lazar-like, with vile and loathſome cruſt 


All my ſmooth body. 
Thus was I ſleeping, by a brother's hand, 
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Of life, of crown, of queen at once diſpatcht; 


Cut off even in the bloſſoms of my ſin, 


+ Uphouzzled, + unanointed, + unanel'd; 
No geck ning made, but ſent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head. 
horrible! oh horrible! moſt horrible! 
If chou haſt nature in thee, bear it not; 


Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 


A couch for luxury and damned inceſt. 

But howſoever thou purſu'lt this act, 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy ſoul contrive 
Againſt thy mother ought; leave her to heav'n, 
And to thoſe thorns that in her boſom lodge, 
To prick and ſting her. Fare thee well at once! 


The glow-worm ſhews the matin to be near, 


And 'gins to pale his uneffectual fire. 

Adieu, adieu, adieu; remember me. [ Exit, 
Hau. Oh all you hoſt of heav'n ! oh earth! what 
elle? 

And ſhall I couple hell ? oh hold my heart 

And you my ſinews, grow not inſtant old; 

But bear me ſtiffly up; remember thee 

Ay, thou poor ghoſt, while memory holds a ſeat 

In this diſtracted globe ; remember thee 

Yea, from the table of my memory 

Fll wipe away all trivial fond records, 

All ſaws of books, all forms, all preſſures paſt, 

That youth and obſervation copied there ; 

And thy commandment all alone ſhall live 

Within the book and volume of my brain, 


1 + unhouzzled, without the ſacrament being taten. 
4 


T unandinted, without extream undtion. 
F unanel'd, no knell rung. 
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Unmixt with baſer matter. Yes, by heav'n: 
Oh moſt pernicious woman 
Oh villain, villain, {miling damned villain! 
My tables,. meet it is I ſet it down, 
That one may ſmile, and ſmile, and be a villain; 
At leaſt I am ſure it may be ſo in Denmark. [Writin 
So uncle, there you are; now to my word ; 
It is; Adieu, adieu, be me: 
I've worn it 


$CENT Ix. 
Enter HoxATIO and MARCELLUS, 
Hor. My lord, my lord. 
Mar. Lord Hamlet. 
Hor. Heav'n ſecure him. 
Mak. So be it. 
Hos. IIlo, ho, ho, my lord. 
Ham, Hillo, ho, ho, boy; come boy, come. 
MAR. How 1s't, my noble lord? 
Hor. What news, my lord? 
HAM. Oh wonderful! 
Ho R. Good my lord, tell it. 
HAM. No, you'll reveal it. 
Hor. Not I, my lord, by heav'n. 
Mar. Nor I, my lord. 
Ham. How ſay you then, would heart of man onc: 
think it ? 

But you'll be ſecret ? 
BoTH. Ay, by heav'n, my lord. [mark, 
Ham. There's near a villain dwelling in all Den- 

But he is an arrant knave. 

Ho R. There needs no ghoſt, my lord, come from 
the grave 

To tell us this. 


1 HAMLET. I. 9. IE - 
n: Han, Why right, you are 1th” right; 
ſo without more circumſtance at all, 
it fit that we ſhake hands, and part; 
1 2 | as your buſineſs and deſires ſhall point you, 
For every man has buſineſs and deſire, 
uch as it is) and for my own poor part, 
Wi Hi go pray. 
"Hos. Theſe are but wild and hurling words, my 
lord. 
Hau. I'm ſorry they offend you, heartily; 
Ie heartily, 
HoR. There's no offence, my lord. 
Haw. Yes, by St. Patrick, but there is, my lord, 
Aud much offence too. Touching this viſion here— 
It is an honeſt ghoſt, that let me tell you : 
For your deſire to know what is between us, 
Fer-maſter't as you may. And now, good friends, 
me. you are friends, ſcholars, and ſoldiers, 
Give me one poor requeſt, 
: Hog, Whatis't, my lord? 
Hau. Never make known what you have ſeen to- 
f h night, I 
Born. My lord, we will not. 
Han. Nay, but ſwear't. 
| Hos. In faith, my lord, not I. 
nan once $ Mak. Nor I, my lord, in faith. 
Ham. Upon my ſword. 
: Mar. We've ſworn, my lord, already. 
[mark, i Ham. Indeed, upon my ſword, indeed. 
ll Pen- 3 GHosT, Swear, [ Ghoſt cries under the flage. 
| Han. Ah ha boy, ſay'ſt thou ſo; art thou there, 
ne from Eee 
Come on, you hear this fellow in che celleridge, 
"Conſent to ſwear. 
Vor. VIII. E 


th 
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Ho R. Propoſe the oath, my lord. 
Ham. Never ſpeak of this that you have ſeen, 


swear by my ſword. 


GHOST. Swear. 


Ham. Hic & ubique? then we'll ſhift our ground 
Come hither gentlemen, 


And lay your hands again upon my ſword. 


Never to ſpeak of this which you have heard, 
Swear by my ſword. 
GHOST. Swear, 
Ham, Well ſaid, old mole, can't work ith 
ground ſo faſt ? 
A worthy pioneer ? Once more remove, good friends, 

Hor. Oh day and night! but this is wondrou; 

ſtrange. 

Ham. And therefore as a ſtranger give it welcome, 
There are more things in heav'n and earth, Horatio, 
Than are dream't of in your philoſophy. But come, 
Swear as before, never ſo help you mercy, 

How ſtrange or odd ſoe'er I bear my felf, 
(As I perchance hereafter ſhall think meet 
To put an antick diſpoſition on) 

That you at ſuch time ſeeing me, never ſhall 


With arms encumbred thus, or this head ſhake, 


Or by pronouncing of fome doubtful phraſe, 
As, well we know or, we could, and if we 
would 


Or, if we lift to ſpeak —— or, there be, and if there 


might 
(Or ſuch ambiguous giving out) Seats 
That you know ought of me. This do ye ſwear, 


So grace and mercy at your moſt need help you ! 
Swear, 


GHOST, Swear. 
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” 3 Reſt, reſt, perturbed ſpirit. So, gentlemen, 
With all my love I do commend me to you; 
Ang what ſo poor a man as Hamlet 1s, 

lay do t'expreſs his love and friending to you, 

d willing, ſhall not lack; let us go in together, 
And (till your fingers on your lips I pray. 
The time is out of joint; oh curſed ſpight, 
That ever I was born to ſet it right, 
Nay, come, let's go together, 


| Exeunt. 


ACT IL 330CEMNE£ 


An apartment in Polonius's houſe. 


Enter POL ONI1Us, and REYNOLDO. 
5 | Po0:L 090 NEV Ss, 
V him this money, and theſe notes, Reynoldo. | 
A IJ Rev. I will, my lord. | 
Por. You ſhall do marvellous wiſely, good Rey- 
naoldo, | 


| Before you viſit him, to make enquiry of his behaviour, 


Rx x. My lord, I did intend it. 
Pol. Marry, well ſaid, very well ſaid. Look you, Sir, 


Enquire me firſt what Danſkers are in Paris; 


And how, and who, what means, and where they keep, 
What company, at what expence? and finding 

By this encompaſsment and drift of queſtion, 

That they do know my ſon; come you more near; 
Then your particular demands will touch it, 


4 ake you, as 'twere ſome diſtant knowledge of him, 


N As thus I know his father and his friends, 
do ye mark this, Reynoldo : ; 
Kr. Ay, very well, my lord. 
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Por. And in part him but you may ſay not wel Of man 
But if t be he I mean, he's very wild; | | 
Addicted ſo and ſo and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleaſe; marry, none fo rank, 
As may diſhonour him; take heed of that; 

But, Sir, ſuch wanton, wild, and uſual flips, 

As are companions noted and molt known 

To youth and liberty. 

RE x. As gaming, my lord 

POL. Ay, or drinking, fencing, ſwearing, 

Quarrelling, drabbing— You may go ſo far. 
Rey. My lord, that would diſhonour him. 
Por. Faith no, as you may ſeaſon it in the charge: I faw | 


You mult not put another ſcandal on him, Huelic 
That he is open to incontinency, Your b 
That's not my meaning; but breathe his faults ſo And t 
quaintly, With 
That they may ſeem the taints of liberty; 5 By ind 
The flaſh and out- break of a fiery mind, So by 
A ſavageneſs and in unreclaimed blood Shall 
Of general aſſault. XX 
RE v. But, my good lord = Po 
Por. Wherefore ſhould you do this? ER 

Rx v. Ay, my lord, 1 would know that. Fe. 
POL. Marry, Sir, here's my drift, ER. 
And I believe it is a fetch of wit. =P 
You laying theſe ſlight ſallies on my ſon, R 


As 'twere a thing a little ſoil d 1'th* working, 
Mark you your party in converſe; he you would ſound, 
Having ever ſeen in the prenominate crimes, 


The youth you ſpeak of guilty, be afſur'd 41 
He cloſes with you in this conſequence; 2 

Good Sir, or ſo, or friend, or gentleman, = =, 
(According to the 1 or ha addition, 4 


* 


not wel Of man and country. ) 


im 
ſo rank, 


. 


18, 


n. 


e charge. 


ults fo 


d ſound, 


R=y. Very good, my lord. 
Por. And then, Sir, does he this? 
He do's —what was I about to ſay ? 
was about to ſay * ſomething : ? wheredid I leave ? 2— 

Rx v. At cloſes in the conſequence. 

pol. At cloſes in the conſequence — Ay marry, 
He cloſes thus. I know the gentleman, 
I faw him yeſterday, or t'other day, 
Or then, with ſuch and ſuch, and as you ſay, 
There was he gaming, there o'ertook in's rouſe, 
There falling out at tennis; or perchance, 
I faw him enter ſuch a houſe of ſale, 
Videlicet, a brothel, or ſo-forth—See you now; 
Your bait of falſhood takes this carp of truth ; 
And thus do.we of wiſdom and of reach, 


With windlaces, and with aſſays of byas, 


By indirections find directions out: 

So by my former lecture and advice 

n you my ſon; you have me, have you not-? 2 
REY. My . [ have. | 

Por. Godb'w' you; fare you well. 

1 | Rey. Good my lord- 
Por. Obſerve his inclination in your ſelf, 
| Rey, Lihall, my lord. | 
Por. And let him ply his muſick. : 

| Rey, Well, my lord. [Extt. 


SCENE II. 


& Enter OPHELIA. ; 
4 Por. Farewel. How now Ophelia, what's oe 


ö matter? 


? Orn. Alas my lord, I have been ſoaffrighted: 


nothing. 


fr, 
(i! 


n Win 1's, 


POL. With what, in the name of heav'n? 
Ork. My lord, as I was ſowing in my cloſet, 
Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unbrac'd, 
No hat upon his head, his ſtockings foul'd, 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyved to his ancle, 
Pale as his ſhirt, his knees knocking each other, 
And with a look ſo piteous in purport, 
As if he had been looſed out of hell, 
To ſpeak of horrors ; thus he comes before me. 
Por, Mad for thy love? 
Oren. My lord, I do not know: 
But truly 1 do fear it. 
Por. What ſaid he? 
Or. He took me by the wriſt, and held me hard, 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm; 
And with his other hand, thus o'er his bevy, | 
He falls to ſuch peruſal of my face, 
As he would drawit, Long time ſtaid he ſo; 
At laſt, a little ſhaking of his arm, 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down, 
He rais'd a ſigh, ſo piteous and profound, 
That it did ſeem to ſhatter all his bulk, 
And end his being, Then he lets me go, 
And with his head over his ſhoulder turn'd, 
He ſeem'd to find his way without his eyes, 
For out-a-doors he went without their help, 
And to the laſt, bended their light on me. 


Por, Come, go with me, I will go ſeek the King, 


This is the very ecſtaſie of love, 

Whoſe violent property foredoes it ſelf, 
And leads the will to deſp'rate undertakings, 
At oft as any paſſion under heav'n, 

That do's afflict our natures. I am ſorry; 


What, have you giv'n him any hard words of late ? 
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5 or n. No, my good lord; but as you did command, 
ſet, I did repel the letters, and deny d 
His acceſs to me. 


| Po V. That hath made him mad. 
1 m ſorry that with better * heed and judgment 
her, I had not quoted him. I fear'd he trifl'd | 
And meant to wrack thee; but beſhrew my jealouſy; 
It ſeems it is as proper to our age, 
e. To caſt beyond our ſelves in our opinions, 
As it is common for the younger ſort ; 
To lack diſcretion, Come, go we to the King, 
This muſt be known, which being kept cloſe, might 
| move | | 
e hard, More grief to hide, than hate to utter love. [ Exeurt. 


SCENE III. 
1 The Palace. | 
Enter Kixe, QUEEN, RosincRosSE, GUILDEN- 
."_ STERN, lords and other atiendants, 
Kine, Welcome dear Roſincroſſe and Guildenſtern, 
Moreover, that we much did long to ſee you, 
The need we have to uſe you did provoke 
Our haſty ſending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet's transformation; ſo 1 call it, 
Since not th' exterior, nor the inward man 
Reſembles that it was. What it ſhould be 
More than his father's death, that thus hath put him 
King, $0 much from the underſtanding of himſelf, 
I cannot dream of. I entreat you both, 
That being of ſo young days brought up with him, 
And ſince ſo neighbour'd to his youth and humour, 
That you vouchſafe your reſt here in our court 
dome little time, ſo by your companies 
te? e. 
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To draw him on to pleaſures, and to gather Both to m 
So much as from occaſions you may glean, And I do 
If ought, to us unknown, afflicts him thus, Hugts not 


That open'd lies within our remedy. [you have 
QUEEN, Good gentlemen, he hath much talk de 1 
And ſure I am, two men there are not living, 


To whom he more adheres. If it will pleaſe you POL, ( 
To ſhew us ſo much gentry and good-will, My news 
As to extend your time with us a while, KING. 
For the ſupply and proſit of our hope, in. 
Your viſitation ſhall receive ſuch thanks He tells r 
As fits a King's remembrance. The heac 
Ros. Both your Majeſties QuzE 
Might by the ſovereign power you have of us, His fathe 


Put your dread pleaſures more into command 
Than to entreaty. | 


Gui. But we both obey, Enter PC 
And here give up our ſelves in the full bent, % KING 
To lay our ſervice freely at your feet. 2300 


Kix. Thanks, Roſincroſſe and gentle Guildenften, Say Volt 


Queen. Thanks, Guildenſtern and gentle Roſu : Vor! 
croſſe; | | 
And I beſeech you inſtantly to viſit 
My too-much changed ſon. Go ſome of ye, 
And bring theſe gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
GIL. Heav'ns make our preſence andourpra@ics ® 
Pleaſant and helpful to him ! [Exeunt Roſ. and Gui, Thatic 
QUEEN, Amen. 
Enter POoLONIUS. | | 
Por. Th ambaſſadors from Norway, my good lord, — 
Are joyfully return'd. Makes 
King, Thou ſtill haſt been the fatlier of good neus. 0 giv 
Por. Have I, my lord? affure you, my good liege, 1 here 
I hold my duty, as I hold my ſoul, es | 


Voi 


enſten 
> Roſim. 


ractice 
4 Gull, 


d lord, 


news. 
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Both to my God, and to my gracious King; 

And I do think (or elſe this brain of mine 

Hy ts not the trail of policy, ſo ſure 

have us'd to do) that I have found 

The very cauſe of Hamlet's lunacy. 

King. Oh ſpeak of that, that I do long to hear. 

por. Give firſt admittance to th' ambaſſadors. 

My news ſhall be the fruit to that great feaſt. 
Kix G. Thy ſelf do grace to them, and bring them 
in. [ Ex. Polonius. 


. He tells me, my ſweet Queen, that he hath found 


The head and ſource of all your ſon's diſtemper. 
QurkN. I doubt it is no other but the main, 
His father's death, and our o' er-haſty marriage. 


8 2 E N E IV. 

Enter PoLONIUs, VOLTIMAND, and CORNELIUS. 
KING. Well, we ſhall ſift him. Welcome, my 
good friends! | 
Say Voltimand, what from our brother Norway ? 
Vor. Moſt fair return of greetings, and deſires. 
Upon our firſt, he ſent out to ſuppreſs 
His nephew's levies, which to him appear'd 
Fo be a preparation gainſt the Polack: 
But better lookt into, he truly found 
It was againſt your highneſs. Whereat priev'd, 
That ſo his ſickneſs, age, and impotence 
Was falſely born in hand, ſends out arreſts 
On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys, 
3 rebuke from Norway; and in fine, 

akes vow before his uncle, never more 


To give th' aſſay of arms againſt your Majeſty. 


Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy, 


Pives him three thouſand crowns in annual eef, 
Vor. VIII. F 
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And his commiſſion to employ thoſe ſoldiers, 
So levied as before, againſt the Polack: 
With an intreaty herein further ſhewn, 
That it might pleaſe you to give quiet paſs 
Through your dominions for this enterprize 


Thus it re! 
1 have a d 


On ſuch regards of ſafety and allowance, 7 
To the. 
As therein are ſet down. + 11.— 
KING. It likes us well; Ophe ' 
fied is a v 


And at our more conlider'd time we'll read, 


Anſwer, and think upon this buſineſs. en 
Mean time we thank you, for your * well - took labour 3 
Go to your reſt, at night we'll feaſt together. 1 Do 
Moſt welcome home. LEx. Am,. , 7; 
POL. This buſineſs is well ended. 1 
My liege and madam, to expoſtulate By 
What Majeſty ſhould be, what duty 1s, Oi dear 
Why day is day, night night, and time is time, art to r 


Were nothing but to waſte night, day, and time. mol! beſt 
Therefore, ſince brevity's the ſoul of wit, 2 


And tediouſneſs the limbs and outward flouriſes, 


I-will be brief; your noble ſon is mad. 
Mad call 1 it; for to define true madneſs, 
What is't, but to be nothing elſe but mad. 
But let that go. 
QUEEN. More matter, with leſs art. 
Por. Madam, I {wear I uſe no art atall : 


That he is mad 'tis true; 'tis true, tis pity ; KI 
And pity, it is true; a fooliſh figure, poi 
But farewel it; for I will uſe no art. "When 
Mad let us grant him then; and now remains Jac! 
That we find out the cauſe of this effect, Before 
Or rather ſay, the cauſe of this defect; Or mj 
For this effect defective, comes by cauſe, ein. 

* well-look'd, Or gi 
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Thas it remains, and the remainder thus —Perpend— 
I have a daughter; have, whilſt ſhe is mine, 
ſho in her duty and obedience, mark, 
lach giv'n me this; now gather, and ſurmiſe. 
7 [Ae Sane a letter, and reads. 

2 the celeſtial, and my ſoul's idol, the moſt beautified 
Ophelia. — That's an ill phraſe, a vile phraſe, beauti- 
fied is a vile phraſe ; but you ſhall hear—The/e to her 
excellent white boſom, theſe— 

Qurxx. Came this from Hamlet to her? 

Po. Good madam {tay a while, I will be faithful. 
Doubt thou, the ſtars are fire, Reading. 
Doubt, that the fun doth move ; 

Doubt truth to be a liar, 

| But never doubt, I love. 
0h dear Ophelia, I amill at theſe numbers; I have not 
art to reckon my groans ; but that I love thee beſt, oh 
* beſt, believe it. Adieu. 

Thine evermore, moſt dear lady, whil(} 
zh this Machine is to him, Hamlet, 
This i in obedience hath my daughter ſhewn me : 


And more above, hath his ſolicitings, 
As they fell out by time, by means, and place, 
All given to mine ear, 


Kix. But how hath ſhe receiv'd his love? 
Por. What do you think of me? 

KING. As of a man, faithful and honourable. 
Por. I would fain prove ſo, But what might you 
When I had ſeen his hot love on the wing, [| think ? 


As I perceiv'd it, I mult tell you that, 
Before my daughter told me,) what might you, 


| 2 r my dear Majeſty your Queen here, think ? 


af I had play'd the deſk or table-book, 
* r given my heart working, mute and dumb, 
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Or look'd upon this love with idle ſight, And be no 
What might you think? no, I went round to wor, Let me be 
And my young miſtreſs thus I did beſpeak ; BY keep a 


Lord Hamlet 1s a prince out of thy ſphere, 

This muſt not be; and then, I precepts gave her, 
That ſhe ſhould lock her ſelf from his reſort, 
Admit no meſſengers, receive no tokens : 

Which done, ſhe took the fruits of my advice, 


And he repulſed, a ſhort tale to make, com 
Fell to a ſadneſs, then into a faſt, 5 Por. 
Thence to a watching, thence into a weakneſs, II board 
Thence to a lightneſs, and by this declenſion Oh giver 
Into the madneſs wherein now he raves, HAM. 
And all we wail for. | Pol. 
KING. Do you think this? HAM. 
QUEEN. It may be very likely. [tht Por. 
Por. Hath there been ſuch a time, I'd fain knov HAM 
That I have poſitively ſaid, *tis ſo, | Pol. 
When it prov'd otherwiſe? En HAN 
KEIN G. Not that I know. is to be 
POL. Take f this from this, if this be otherwiſe; Por. 
If circumſtances lead me, I will find Hau 


Where truth 1s hid, though it were hid indeed 


Within the center. lave ye 
KIxG. How may we try it further? Por 
Por. You know ſometimes he walks four hours - HA; 

together, bleſſing 
Here in the lobby. Friend 
QUEEN, So he does indeed. | Pon 
Po L. At ſuch a time I'll looſe my daughter to him, « 
Be you and I behind an arras then, 4 

Mark the encounter : if he love her not, = 

e is 
+ pointing to his head and ſboulder. I ſuffe 


[ that, 


1 knoy 


Wiſe: 


hours 


o him, 
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And be not from his reaſon faln thereon, 
Let me be no aſſiſtant for a ſtate, 

But keep a farm and carters. 

KING. We will try it. 


SCENE V. 
| w Enter HAMLET reading. 


QuExx. But look where, ſadly, the poor r wretch 
comes reading. 
Pol. Away, I do beſeech you, both away. 
rl board him preſently, Exe. King and Queen. 
Oh give me leave. How does my good lord Hamlet? 
Hau. Well, God-a-mercy. 
Pol. Do you know me, my lord. 
Hau. Excellent well; y' are a hſhmonger ? 
Pol. Not I, my lord. 
Hau. Then I would you were ſo honeſt a man. 
Por. Honeſt, my lord? 
Hau. Ay, Sir; to be honeſt as this world goes, 
is to be one pick d out of ten thouſand. 
Por. That's very true, my lord. 
Hau. For if the ſun breed maggots in a dead dog, 
ing a good kiſſing carrion 
ave you a daughter? 
Pol. Ihave, my lord. 
Hau. Let her not walk i'th' ſun; conception is a 
bleſſing, but not as your daughter may conceive. 


Friend, look to't. 


Por. How ſay you by chat! ſtill harping on my 
= daughter 


Yet he knew me not at firſt; he ſaid I was a fiſhmon- 


ger. 


1 e is far gone; and truly i in my 3 [ aftde. 


I ſuffered much Ry for love; 
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Very near this. I'll ſpeak to him again, 4 


What do you read, my lord ? 
Ham. Words, words, words. 


* . 1LD o 
Por. What is the matter, my lord ? 11 
40 „ 
HAM. Between whom? £2. 

| CRAM. | 

PoL. I mean the matter that you read, my lord n; 
. 0 TY, Guil 
Ham. Slanders, Sir: for the ſatyrical ſlave ſn ao 
here, that old men have grey beards ; that their? R Jr 


ces are wrinkled ; their eyes purging thick ambe 
and plumtree-gum; and that they have a plentik 
lack of wit, together with moſt weak hams. All whid 
Sir, tho' I moit powerfully and potently believe, yet 
hold it not honeſty to have it thus ſet down: f. 
yourſelf, Sir, ſhall be as old as-I-am, if like a ct! 
you could go backward. 

POL. Though this be madneſs, yet there's meths: 

int: 

Will you walk out of the air, my lord ? 

Ham, Into my grave? 

POL. Indeed that is out o'th'air : 
How pregnant (ſometimes) his replies are ? 
A happineſs that often madneſs hits on, 
Which ſanity and reaſon could not be 
So proſp'rouſly deliver'd of. I'll leave him, 
And ſuddenly contrive the means of meeting 
Between him and my daughter. 
My honourable lord, I will moſt humbly 
Take my leave of you. 

HAM. You cannot, Sir, take from me any thing 
that I will more willingly part withal, except my life, 

POL. Fare you well, my lord. 

Ham, Theſe tedious old fools. 

Por, You go to ſeek lord Hamlet; there he is. 

DLExil. 


my lord 
ſlave ſy 
their f 
k ambe 
plentit, 
which 
eve, yet. 
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metho- 


thing 
y life. 


he is. 
Exit, 
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1 SCENE VI. 
1 er ROSINCROSSE and GUILDENSTERN, 


4 8. My wal dear lord! ! 

"Ham. My excellent good friends! how ; oſt thou 

9 Guildenſtern ? 

Oh; Roſincroſſe, good lads! how do ye both? 
Ros. As the indifferent children of the earth. 
"Govt, Happy, in that we are not over-happy; on 
fortune s cap, we are not the very button. 

1 AM, Nor the ſoals of her ſnooe? 

Ros. Neither, my lord. 

Han. Then you live about her waſte, or in the 

middle of her favours? 

Gul. Faith, in her privates we. 

"Han. In the ſecret parts of fortune? oh, moſt 
he; ſhe is a ſtrumpet. What news? 

BY s. None, my lord, but that the world's grown 

70 honeſt. 

Hau. Then is dooms-day near; but your 1 news 
is not true. + Let me queſtion more in particu- 
ar: what have you, my good friends, deſerved at the 
hands of fortune, that ſhe ſends you to priſon hither ? 
Gul. Priſon, my lord! 

+ Ham, Denmark's a priſon. 

Ros. Then is the world one. 

HAM. A goodly one, in which there are many con- 
fines, wards, and dungeons ; Denmark being one o'th' 


* rſt. 
3 Ros, We think not ſo, my lord. 


Hau. Why then, 'tis none to you; for there is no- 


rom this mark, ſeveral ſpeeches are not in the old edition. 
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thing either good or bad, but thinking makes it ſo: Ko IF 


me it is a priſon, 

Ros. Why then your ambition makes it one: 
too narrow for your mind, * 

Ham, Oh God, I could be bounded in a nut-αꝗ’] - 8 
and count my ſelf a King of infinite ſpace ; were ® 
not that I have bad dreams. 2 

Gu. Which dreams indeed are ambition; Kos. 
the very ſubſtance of the ambitious is meerly the W 
dow of a dream. | 

Ham. A dream it ſelf is but a ſhadow. 

Ros, Truly, and I hold ambition of ſo airy a: lan. 
light a quality, that it is but a ſhadow's ſhadow. on preve 

Ham. Then are our beggars bodies, and our mt ng an 
narchs and out-ſtretch'd heroes, the beggars ſhadow but OO 
Shall we to th' court? for by my fay, I cannot re n te 
ſon. 

BorH. We'll wait upon you. 

Ham: No ſuch matter. I will not ſort you with th 
reſt of my ſervants : for to ſpeak to you like an hone! 
man, I am moſt dreadfully attended; but in the bea 
en way of friendſhip, what make you at Elſinoor? 

Ros. To viſit you, my lord; no other occaſion, 

Ham. Beggar that Iam, I am even poor in thanks 
but I thank you; and ſure, dear friends, my thank 
are too dear a half-penny, Were you not ſent for! 
is it your own inclining ? is it a free viſitation ? come 


deal juſtly with me; come, come; nay, ſpeak. teſſenct 
Gui. What ſhould we ſay, my lord? Either 
Ham. Any thing but to the purpoſe. You we!! Ros 
ſent for; and there is a kind of confeſſion in you} IA 


looks, which your modeſties have not craft enoug) Yphts 
to colour. I know the good King and Queen hae RO 
ſent for you, man, 


one: 
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5 os. To what end, my lord? 
Han. That you mult teach me; but let me con- 


49 


3 re you by the rights of our fellowſhip, by the con- 


cy of our youth, by the obligation of our ever- 


lerved love, and by what more dear, a better pro- 


er could charge you withal ; be even and direct 
ich me, whether you were ſent for or no? 

R 8. What ſay you? 

Hau. Nay then I have an eye of you: ir you love 
me, hold not off, 

Gui. My lord, we were ſent for: 
Hau. I will tell you why; ſo ſhall my anticipati- 


en prevent your diſcovery, and your ſecrecy to the 


King and Queen moult no feather. I have of late, 
Kit wherefore I know not, loſt all my mirth, forgone 


Al cuſtom of exerciſe; and indeed, it goes ſo heavily 


with my diſpoſition, that this goodly frame, the earth, 
ms to me a ſteril promontory; this moſt excellent 
Enopy the air, look you, this brave o'er-hanging fir- 
Vent, this majeſtical roof fretted with golden fire, 


Why, it appears no other thing to me, than a foul and 


peſtilent congregation of vapours. What a piece of 
Work is a man ! how noble in reaſon ! how infinite in 
Mculties! in form and moving how expreſs and ad- 
Mirable! in action how like an angel! in apprehen- 
fion how like a God ! the beauty of the world, the 
paragon of animals! and yet to me, what is this quin- 
teſſence of quſt ? man delights not me; nor woman 
1 * though by your ſmiling you ſcem to ſay ſo. 

Ros. My lord there was no ſuch ſtuff in my thoughts. 


Hau. Why did you laugh, when I ſaid, man de- 
Bate: not me ? 


Kos. To think, my lord, if you delight not in 
Y tan, what lenten entertainment the players ſhall re- 


Vor. VIII. G 


1 


50 H A M L. E T. H. 6. 


ceive from you; we accoſted them on the way, ai 
hither are they coming to offer you ſervice, 

Ham, He that plays the King ſhall be welcome; 
his majeſty ſhall have tribute of me; the adventuroy 
knight ſhall uſe his foyle and target; the lover ſhil 
not ſigh gratis; the humorous man ſhall end his par 
in peace ; and the lady ſhall ſay her mind freely, « 
the blank verſe ſhall halt for't. What players are they 

Ros. Even thoſe you were wont to take deliz} 
in, the Tragedians of the city. 


Ham, How chances it they travel? their reſidenc. 


both in reputation and profit was better, both wa); 

Ros. I think their inhibition comes by the mean 
of the late innovation. 

Ham. Do they hold the ſame eſtimation they F 
when I was in the city? are they ſo follow'd ? 

Ros. No indeed, they are not. 

Ham., How comes it ? do they grow ruſty ? 

Ros. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wontel 

pace; but there is, Sir, an + Airy of Children, litt|: 
yaſes, that cry out on the top of queſtion; and ar! 
moſt tyrannically clapt for't ; theſe are now the faſhi 
on, and ſo be-rattle the common ſtages (ſo they cal 
them) that many wearing rapiers are afraid of gooſe 
quills, and dare ſcarce come thither. 

Ham. What, are they children? who maintains em 
how are they eſcoted? will they purſue the quality 
no longer than they can ſing ? will they not ſay after- 


wards, if they ſhould grow themſelves to common 


players (as it is moſt like, if their means are no bet- 
ter :) their writers do them wrong to make them ex- 


+ Relating to the playhouſes then contending, the Bankſide, tie 


Fortune, Cc. — played by the children of his majeſty's chappel. 
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. 


claim againſt their own ſucceſhon ? 


Kos. Faith, there has been much to do on both 

s; and the nation holds it no fin, to tarre them on 
F ontroverſie. There was for a while no money bid 
for argument, unleſs the poet and the 6 player went to 
s in the queſtion, 


HAM. Is't poſſible ? 


Gul. Oh there has been much throwing about of 
brains. 
"Ham. Do the boys carry it away? 
Ros. Ay, that they do, my lord, Hercules and his 


load too. 


HAM. It is not ſtrange; for mine uncle is King of 
. and thoſe that would makes mowes at him 
While my father lived, give twenty, forty, ſifty, an 


hundred ducates a-piece, for his picture in little. 


There is ſomething in this more than natural, if pbilo- 
ſophy could find it out. [ Flouriſh fer the players, 
> GviL, There are the players. 
> Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elſinoor; 
your hands : come then, the appurtenance-of welcome 
B faſhion and ceremony. Let me comply with you in 
this garbe, leſt my extent to the players (which I tell 
you muſt ſhew fairly outward) ſhould more appear like 
entertainment than yours. You are welcome; but my 
ele- father and Aunt- mother are deceiv'd. 

.. GviL, In what, my dear lord? 

Hax. I am but mad north, north-weſt : when 


| v e wind is ſoutherly, I know a hawk from a hand- 


3 Enter PoLonivs. 
Por. Well be with you, gentlemen. 
A G 2 
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Ham. Hark you, Guildenſtern, and you too, 
each ear a hearer ; that great baby you ſee there, 
not yet out of his foathling clouts. 

Ros. Haply he's the ſecond time come to then, 
for they ſay, an old man is twice a child. 

HAM. I will propheſie, he comes to tell me of th 
players. Mark it, you ſay right, Sir; for on Mondi 
morning 'twas ſo indeed, 

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you, 

Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you. 
When Roſcius was an actor in Rome 

PoL. The actors are come hither, my lord. 

Ham. Buzze, buzze. 

POL. Upon mine honour 

Ham. Then came each actor on his aſs 

POL. The beſt actors in the world, either for tra. 
gedy, comedy, hiftory, paſtoral, paſtoral-comical, hi 
torical-paſtoral, ſcene undividable, or poem unlimited, 
Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor Plautus too light 
for the law of wit, and the liberty, T heſe are the 
only men, 


hadſt thou! 
POL. What a treaſure had he, my lord: a 
Ham. Why one fair daughter, and no more, 
The which he loved paſſing well. 
POL. Still on my daughter. 
HAM. Am I not i'th' right, old Jephta ? 
Por, If you call me Jephta, my lord, I have 2 
daughter that I love paſling well. 
Ham, Nay, that follows not. 
Por. What follows then, my lord ? 
Ham. Why as by lot, God wot- 


Ham. 0h Jepbra, judge of Iſrael, what a treaſure | t 


and then you 
know, it came lo paſs, as moſt like it was ; the firſt row 


Pray Go 
be not ct: 


all welco 


ter in tl 


"+ Nu 


old ballac 


Hamlet | 
© || val 


| 4 S fre 


whole ſþ 
s 21 


too, : 
there, 


o then, Wre welcome maſters, welcome all. I am glad to 
fe@thee well; welcome good friends. Oh! old friend! 
le of th face is || valanc'd ſince I ſaw thee laſt : com'ſt thou 
Mondij | eard me in Denmark ? What my young lady and 
miſtreſs ? berlady your ladyſhip is nearer heaven than 
when I ſaw you laſt, by the altitude of a | chioppine. 
Pray God your voice, like a piece of uncurrent gold, 
be not crack'd within the ring. Maſters, you are 
d. all welcome; we'll eben to't like \ friendly faulconers, 
fly at any thing we ſee; we'll have a ſpeech ſtraight. 
Zone, give us a taſte of your quality ; ; come, a — 
— ſüonate ſpeech. 
for tri 1 PLAY. What ſpeech, my good lord? 
cal, hi. Ham, I heard thee ſpeak me a ſpeech once, but it 
limited 3 as never acted: or if it was, not above once, for 
o light. is play I remember pleas'd not the million, *twas 
are the Caviar to the general; but it was, (as I receiv'd it, 
and others, whoſe judgment in ſuch matters cryed in 
reaſurs | We top of mine) an excellent play; well digeſted in 
the ſcenes, ſet down with as much modeſty as cun- 
Ming. I remember one ſaid, there was no * ſalt in 
, the lines, to make the matter ſavoury ; nor no mat- 
ter in the phraſe, that might indite the author of f af- 
+ Rubrick. It is Pons chanſons in the firſt folio edition. The 
old ballads ſung on bridges, and from thence call'd Pons chanſons, 
have a Hamlet i is here repeating ends of old ſongs. 
F || valiant. I Chioppine, a high-heePd ſyoe, or a ſlipper. 
F french. * ſallet. + or paſſion, affetus. This 
| Whole ſpeech of Hamlet is purely ironical, he ſeems to commend 
n you ©. 4 his Play, to expoſe the bombaſte of it ; wha was its author is not 
t row e to my knowledge, 
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of te + rubrick will ſne you more. For look where 
mj abridgements come. 

4 Enter four or five players. 


accent, and good diſcretion. 
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fection; but call'd it, an honeſt method. One ſpex; wth was 
init I chiefly lov'd ; *twas Aeneas tale to Dido, ai Of 1 rend 
thereabout of it eſpecially, where he ſpeaks of Prian 80 Wh 
ſlaughter, If it live in your memory, begin at th 
line, let me fee, let me ſee—The rugged Pyrrhu 


like th' Hyrcanian beaſt. It is not ſo—it begins 1 wit 


But s we 


Pyrrhus. A filence it 
The rugged Pyrrhus, he whoſe ſable arms The bold 
Black as his purpoſe, did the night reſemble As huſh as 


When he lay couched in the ominous horſe; Dotz rend 
Hath now his dread and black completion ſmear'd A rowſed 1 
With heraldry more diſmal ; head to foot And never 
Now is he total geules ; horridly trickt On Marsh 
With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, ſons, With leſs 
Bak'd and impaſted with the parching * fires, Now falls 
That lend a tyrannous and damned light Out out, 
To murthers vile. Roaſted in wrath and fire, * 
And thus o'er-ciſed with coagulate gore, 
With eyes like carbuncles, the helliſh Pyrrhus 
Old granſire Priam ſeeks. 

Por. Fore God, my lord, well ſpoken, with goo! 


I PLAY. Anon he finds him, | 
Striking, too ſhort, at Greeks, His antique ſword, 
Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls 
Repugnant to command; unequal match'd, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives, 1n rage ſtrikes wide ; 
But with the whif and wind of his fell ſword 
Th' unnerved father falls. Then ſenſeleſs Ilium, 
Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his baſe, and with a hideous craſh 
Takes priſoner Pyrrhus' ear. For lo, his ſword, 


* ſtreets. I * 7 
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ne ſpee; which was declining on the milky head 
Dido, a Of re rend Priam, ſeem d i'th' air to ſtick : 
of Prian 80 Wh painted tyrant Pyrrhus ſtood, 
in at th Anke 2 neutral to his will and matter, 
Wothing. 
Sins wit BN we often ſee againſt ſome ſtorm, 
Hence in the heav'ns, the rack ſtand ſtill, 
The bold winds ſpeechleſs, and the orb below 
As huſh as death: anon the dreadful thunder 
+ Dothrrend the region. So after Pyrrhus' pauſe, 
near d A rowſed vengeance ſets him new a-work, 
Aud never did the Cyclops hammers fall 
On Mars his armour, forg'd for proof eterne, 
ſons, Wich leſs remorſe than Pyrrhus' bleeding ſword 
Now falls on Priam.— 
Outy out, thou ſtrumpet-fortune ! all you gods, 
, In general ſynod take away her power: 
Break all the ſpokes and fellies from her wheel, 
US And bowl the round nave down the hill of heav'n, 
A low as to the fiends. 
Por. This is too long. 
Hau. It ſhall to th' barber's with your err. 
chee ſay on; he's for a jigg, or a tale of bawdry, 
or le ſleeps. Say on, come to Hecuba. 
1 PLAY. But who, oh who, had ſeen the & mobled 
Queen? 
; | Bp The mobled Queen ? 
Por. That's good; mobled Queen, is good. 
* * PLAY, Run bare - foot up and down, threatning 
15 the flames 
With biſſon rheum; a clout upon that head, 
d, Where late the diadem ſtood, and for a robe 


ith goot 


word, 0 


um, 


F In the firſt folia edition, it is tb enobled Que en. 
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| About her lank and all o'er-teemed loyns, 


A blanket in th' alarm of fear caught up. 
1060 Who this had ſeen, with tongue in venom ſteepd 
ö Gainſt fortune's ſtate would treaſon have pronoun 
But if the gods themſelyes did ſee her then, 
When ſhe ſaw Pyrrhus make malicious ſport 
Wil In mincing with his ſword her huſband's limbs; 
1 The inſtant burſt of clamour that ſhe made, 
(Unleſs things mortal move them not at all) 
Would have made * melt the burning eyes of heat 
And paſſion in the gods. 
Por. Look if he has not turn'd his colour,: 
has tears in's eyes. Pr'ythee no more. | bat 
Ham, Tis well, I'll have thee ſpeak out the ls ĩt not 1 
of this ſoon. Good my lord, will you ſee the play Ain 41 
well beſtow'd. Do ye hear, let them be well us 
for they are the abſtract, and brief chronicles oft 
time. After your death, you were better have ab 


1 epitaph, than their ill report while you liv'd. 

1 Por. My lord, I will uſe them according to th 
0 deſert, 

Wil Ham. Gods bodikins man, much better. 1 


every man after his deſert, and who ſhall cz 
whipping ? uſe them after your own honour and d 


00 nity. The leſs they deſerve, the more merit is 

0 your bounty. Take them in. | 

Will POL. Come, Sirs, [ Exit Polonii Make - 
ö 0 HAM. Follow him, friends: we'll hear a play t fou 
0 morrow. Doſt thou hear me, old friend, can you pl 7 28 
Will! the murther of Gonzago ? e 1 
"ht PLA. Ay, my lord. . 
Ul) Ham. We'll ha't to-morrow night. You col 1 
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which I would ſet down, and inſert in't? could 
ye not! 

ax. Ay, my lord. 

u. Very well. Follow that lord, and look you 
aok him not. My good friends, I'll leave you till 
night, you are welcome to Elſinoor. 

Mo s. Good my lord. 


[Exeunt. 


E SCENE VIII. 

1 Manet HAMLET, 
ih Han. Ay ſo, God b' w' ye: now I am alone, 
Oh what a rogue and peaſant ſlave am 1 ? 
not monſtrous that this player here, 
in a ſiction, in a dream of paſſion, 
ld force his ſoul ſo to his own conceit, 
Et from her working, all hisviſage warm'd: 
T6 by in his eyes, diſtraction i in his aſpect, 


Fer Hecuba ? 
What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 
Mat he ſhould weep for her? what would he do, 
ne the motive and the cue for paſſion 
Mat 1 have? he would drown the ſtage with tears, 
And cleave the gen'ral ear with horrid ſpeech, 
Make mad the guilty, and appall the free, 
Confound the ign'rant, and amaze indeed 
''S very faculty of eyes andears. 
Net! ſay nothing; no, not for a King, 

* Tet £, 

A dull and muddy mettled raſcal peak 

Lite Tohn-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cauſe, 

And can ſay nothing 

vor. VIII. H 


Upon whoſe property and moſt dear life 
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A damn d defeat was made. Am a coward? 
Who calls me villain, breaks my pate a- croſs, 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face? 
Tweaks me by th' noſe, gives me the lye i th' throz 
As deep as to the lungs? who does me this? 

* Yet I ſhould take it for it cannot be, 


But I am pigeon-hver'd, and lack gall ; 155 
To make oppreſſion bitter; or ere this, 1 


I ſhould have fatted all the region kites 

With this ſlave's:offal. Bloody, bawdy villain ! "op 

Remorſeleſs, treacherous, letcherous, kindleſs villan nter R 

Why what an aſs am I? this is moſt brave, | 

That I, the ſon of a dear father murthered, 

Prompted to my revenge by heav'n and hell, 

Muſt, like a whore, unpack my heart with words, 

And fall a curſing like a very dreab 

A + itallion !- fye upon't ! foh !- about 1 
brain! 

I've heard, that guilty creatures, at a play, 

Have by the very cunning of the ſcene 

Been ſtruck ſo to the ſoul, that preſently 

They have proclaim'd their malefactions. 

For murther, though it have no tongue, will ſpeak 

With moſt miraculous organ. I'll have theſe players 

Play ſomething like the murther of my father, 

Before mine uncle. I'll obſerve his looks, 

I'll tent him to the quick; if he but blench, 

1 know my-courſe. The ſpirit that I have ſeen 

May be the devil, and the devil hath power 

I' aſſume a pleaſing ſhape, yea, and perhaps 


* Ha! why ſbould I tate it? 4 
+ ſcullion, I 
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(Abe is very potent with ſuch ſpirits) 
aſes me to damn me. I'll have grounds 
* Fe relative than this : The play's the Os 


ut. .$CENE-L 


The P AL AGE. 


Barer KinG, QUEEN, POLONIUS, OPHELI1A, Ro- 
SIN CRC SSE, GUILDENSTERN, aud Lords. 


gy | N G. 
ND can you by no drift of * conference 
Get from him why he puts on this + confuſion, 


0 | ating ſo harſhly all his days of quiet, 


With turbulent and dang'rous Junacy ? 

Ros. He does confeſs he feels himſelf diſtracted; 
But from what cauſe he will by no means ſpeak. 

1 GI. Nor do we find him forward to be ſounded; 
it with a crafty madneſs keeps aloof, 


When we would bring him on to ſome confeſhon 


If his true ſtate. 
F 1 Did he receive you well? 
Ros. Moſt like a geptleman. 


6 Ro 8. "Mani of queſtion, but of our demands 


l oſt free in his reply. 


a on Did you aſſay him to any paſtime ? 
| Ros, Madam, it ſo fell out, that certain players 


circumſtance. 


+; confeſſion. 
H 2 


nn 
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We o'er-took on the way; of theſe we told him; 
And there did ſeem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it: they are about the court, 
And (as I think) they have already order 
This night to play before him. 
POL. Tis moſt true: 
And he beſeech'd me to entreat your majeſties 


To hear and ſee the matter. Is not m 
Kixs. With all my heart, and it doth muc!: co Than is 
tent me | Oh heav 
To hear him fo inclin'd. Pol. 
Good gentlemen, give him a further edge, 1 
And drive his purpoſe into theſe delights. 1 
Ros. Weſhall, my lord. [Exu 8 
KING. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too, 3 
For we have cloſely ſent for Hamlet hither, Ham 
That he, as twere by accident, may here Wheth« 
Affront Ophelia. Her father, and my ſelf, The ſlir 
Will ſo beſtow ourſelves, that ſeeing unſeen Ov to te 
We may of their encounter frankly judge, And by 
And gather by him, as he is behaved, No mor 
If't be th' affliction of his love, or no, The he 
That thus he ſuffers for. That fl. 
QUEEN, I ſhall obey you: | Devout 
And for my part, Ophelia, I do wiſh To flee 
That your good beauties be the happy cauſe For in 


Of Hamlet's wildneſs. So 1 hope your virtues 
May bring him to his wanted way again, 
To both your honours, 
Oren, Madam, I wiſh it may. 0 
Por. Ophelia, walk you here. Gracious, ſo pleaſe)! ; A 


We will beſtow ourſelves : read on this book ; | * Pe 
That ſhew of ſuch an exerciſe may colour Ws, t 
Jour lonelineſs. We're oft to blame in this, Mr vi 


d him; 
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'T * oo much prov'd, that with devotion's viſage, 
And pious action we do ſugar o'er 

The devil himſelf. 

KING. Oh 'tis too true. 

low ſmart a laſh that ſpeech doth give my conſcience! 


[ a/zde., 


1 harlot's 3 beautied with plaſtring art 
Is hot more ugly to the thing that helps it, 


Than is my deed to my moſt painted word. 
Oh heavy burden! 


* [ hear him coming, let's withdraw my lord, 
[ Exeunt all but Ophelia. 


SCENE II. 


Enter HAMLET, 

an. To be, or not to be? that is the queſtion— 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to ſuffer 
The ſlings and arrows of outragious fortune; 
OF to take arms againſt a * ſea of troubles, 
And by oppoſing end them? To die,—to ſleep 
No more; and by a ſleep to ſay we end 
The heart-ache and the thouſand natural ſhocks 
That fleſh is heir to; 'tis a conſummation 
Devoutly to be wiſh d. To die to ſleep 
To ſleep ? perchance to dream ; ay, there's the rub— 
For in that ſleep of death what dreams may come, 
When we have ſhuffled off this mortal coil, 
Muſt give us pauſe. There's the reſpect 


That makes calamity of ſo long life. 


For who would bear the whips and ſcorns of time, 


3 '* Perhaps ſiege, which continues the metaphor of ſlings, ar- 
0 s, taking arms; and repreſents the being encompaſs'd on all 


| ju S with troubles, 
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Th' oppreſſor's wrong, the + proud man's contume|; 
The pang of deſpis'd love, the law's delay, 
The inſolence of office, and the ſpurns 
That patient merit of th' unworthy takes; 
When he himſelf might his Oietus make 
With a bare bodkin ? who would fardles bear, 
To groan and ſweat under a weary life ? 

But that the dread of ſomething after death, 
(That undiſcover'd country, from whoſe bourne 
No traveller returns) puzzles the will, 

And makes us rather bear thoſe ills we have, 


And enterprizes of great pith and moment, 
With this regard, their currents turn awry 


Than fly to others that we know not of. er. trans 
Thus conſcience does make cowards of us all: than the 
And thus the native hue of reſolution likeneſs, 
ls ſicklied o'er with the pale caſt of thought; time giv 


* 
1 
Orn 
47D * 
* 5 
1 


1 And loſe che name of action. Soft you now, ue 

5 | [Seeing Oph thall rel 
10 | The fair Ophelia ? nymph, in thy oraiſons On. 
100 Be all my ſins remembred. | *Ham 
RAR Or H. Good my lord, bs a bre 
1 How does your honour for this many a day? ? neſt, bu 
1 |; | Ham. I humbly thank you; well, were be 
100 | Oryx. My lord, I have remembrances of yours, Proud, 
| That I have longed much to re- deliver. my bec] 
Will I pray you now receive them. | gination 
0 Ham, No, I never gave you ought, [dic What | 
10 Orh. My honour'd lord, I know right well you . 
1 | And with them words of ſo ſweet breath compos'd, © 


As made the things more rich ; that perfume loſt, 
Take theſe again; for to the noble mind 


| 
| X 
IN + poor, + away, 1 |, * 
ö 


ontume|j 


Ir, 


arne 
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Reich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 
bo my lord. 

Nau. Ha, ha ! are you honeſt ? 

Urn. My lord 
Han. Are you fair? 

5 What means your lordſhip ? 

Hau. That if you be honeſt and fair, you ſhould 


air no diſcourſe to your beauty, 


Oru. Could beauty, my lord, have better com- 
merce than with honeſty ? 

Hau. Ay truly; for the power of beauty will ſoon- 
er transform honeſty from what it is, to a bawd; 
than the force of honeſty can tranſlate beauty into its 
likeneſs. This was ſometimes a paradox, but now the 
time gives it proof. I did love you once. 

Or. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe ſo. 
Hau. You ſhould not have believed me. For vir- 
ne cannot ſo * innoculate our old ſtock, but we 
ſhall reliſh of it. + 1 lov'd you not. 

Ork. I was the more deceived. 
Han. Get thee to a nunnery. Why wouldſt ibou | 


be a breeder of finners? I am my ſelf indifferent ho- 


neſt, but yet I could accuſe me of ſuch things, that it 
were better my mother had not born me. 1 am very 


proud, revengeful, ambitious, with more offences at 


my beck, than I have thoughts to put them in, ima- 
gination to give them ſhape, or time to act them in. 
What ſhould ſuch fellows as I do crawling between 
hea” n and earth? we are arrant knaves, believe none 
us —— Go thy ways to a nunnery Where's 


Jour father ? 


7s 


® evacuate in the firſt edition. I did love you once. 
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for thy dowry. Be thou as chaſte as ice, as pur 


and nick-name God's creatures, and make your wat 
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Ham, Let the doors be ſhut upon him, that!!! 
may play the fool no where but in's own houſe. Fate | 
wel. 

Org. Oh help him, you ſweet heav'ns! 

Ham. If thou doſt marry, I'll give thee this pjaou 


as ſnow, thou ſhalt not eſcape calumny——Get the 
to a nunnery, farewel ———Or if thou vil 
needs marry, marry a fool; for wife men know ved 
enough, what monſters you make of them Ti 
a nunnery go - and quickly too: farewel. 
Oren, Heav'nly powers ! reſtore him. 

HAM. I have heard of your * painting too, vel 
enough: God has given you one face, and you mak 
your ſelf another. You jig, you amble, and you li, 


tonneſs your ignorance. Go, I'll no more on't, it hat 
made me mad, I ſay, we will have no more mar 
ages. Thoſe that are married already, all but one 
ſhall live, the reſt ſhall keep as they are. To a nun 
nery, go. [Exit Hamlet 

Oren. Oh what a noble mind is here o'erthrown! 
The courtiers, ſoldiers, ſcholars, eye, tongue, ſword 
Th' expectancy and roſe of the fair ſtate, 
The glaſs of faſhion, and the mould of form, 
Th' obſerv'd of all obſervers, quite, quite down 
I am of ladies moſt deje& and wretched, 
That ſuck'd the hony of his muſick vows : 
Now ſee that noble and moſt ſovereign reaſon, 
Like ſweet bells jangled out of tune, and harſh ; 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth; 
Blaſted with ecſtaſie. Oh woe is me! 
T'have ſeen what I have ſeen; ſee what ] ſee. 

* pratling. + pace. 
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15 SAN. HI. 
4h Enter K1NG and POLONIUS, 


X K1n6. Love! his affections do not that way tend, 
Jap what he ſpake, tho' it lack'd form a little, 
not like madneſs. Something's in his ſoul, 

OS which his melancholy fits on brood, 

l do doubt the hatch and the diſcloſe 

Will be ſome danger, which how to prevent, 
Have in quick determination 

Thus ſet it down. He ſhall with ſpeed to England, 
For the demand of our neglected tribute : 

Haply the ſeas and countries different, 


"With variable objects, ſhall expel 


This ſomething ſettled matter in his heart; 
Whereon his brains ſtill beating, puts him thus 
Vm faſhion of himſelf. What think you on't ? 
8 POL, It ſhall do well. But yet do I believe 
Me origin and commencement of this grief 
ung from neglected love. How now, Ophelia, 
You need not tell us what lord Hamlet ſaid, 

We heard it all. My lord, do as you pleaſe; 

Wt if you hold it fit after the play, 

t his Queen-mother all alone intreat him 

To ſhew his griefs; let her be round with him: 
And 1˙Il be plac'd, ſo pleaſe you, in the ear 

DF all their conf*rence. If ſhe find him not, 
To England fend him ; or confine him where 
Y dur wiſdom beſt ſhall think, 

KING. It ſhall beſo: 


"AE in great ones muſt not unwatch'd go. [ Exe. 


S C E N E IV. 
12 nter HAMLET, and two or three of the Players. 


Hau. Speak the ſpeech I pray you, as I pronounc'd 
Vor. VIII. 1 
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it to you, trippingly on the tongue But if you mor 
it, as many of our Players do, I had as heve the toy 
crier had ſpoke my lines. And do not ſaw the air: 
much with your hand thus, but uſe all gently; 
in the very torrent, tempeſt, and, as J may ſay, wh 
wind of your paſſion, you muſt acquire and bege. 
temperance that may give it ſmoothneſs. Oh, it 6 
fends me to the ſoul, to hear a robuſtous periui 
pated fellow tear a paſlion to tatters, to very raps. 
ſplit the ears of the groundlings: who (for the ne 
part) are capable of nothing, but inexplicable dun 
ſhes, and noiſe: 1 could have ſuch a fellow whi 
fro er- doing termagant; it out-herodr Herod, Ii. 


 PLay, I Warrant your honour, 
Hau. Be not too tame neither; but let your on 
d ſcretion be your tutor. Sute the action to the wor: 


t t you o er- ſtep not the modeſty of nature; for 
tiing ſo overdone is from the purpoſe of playin: 
whoſe end both at the ſirſt and now, was and is, 
hold as twere the mirror up to nature; to ſhi 
virtue her own feature, ſcorn her own image, a 
the very age and body of the time, his form and pri 
ſure. Now this over done, or come tardy off, tho 
make the unſkilful laugh, cannot but make the ju 
cious grieve: the cenſure of which one, mult in yo! 
allowance o'er-ſway a whole theatre of others. | 
there be Players that I have ſeen play, and her. 
others praiſe, and that highly, (not to ſpeak it p 
phanely) that neither having the accent of Chriſtz *c 
or the gate of Chriſtian, Pagan, * or man, have 


* or Norman. 
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thy uſes it. Go make you ready, 


8 NI OR. Oh my dear lord 
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frutted and bellow'd, that I have thought ſome of 
e's journey-men had made men, and not made 
well; they imitated humanity ſo abominably. 

P. av. I hope we have retorm'd that indifferent- 
wi th us. 

au. Oh reform it altogether, And let thoſe that 
your clowns, ſpeak no more than is ſet down for 
: For there be of them that will themſelves laugh, 
to ſet on ſome quantity of barren ſpectators to laugh 
too, though in the mean time ſome neceſſary queſ- 
tion of the play be then to be conſidered : That's vil- 
lanous, and ſhews a molt pitiful ambition in the fool 
[ Exeunt players, 
Enter POLONIUS, ROSINCROSSE, and GUIL= 
1 DEN STERN. 

now, my lord? will the King hear this piece of 
Work? 

por. And the Queen too, and that preſently. 
Hau. Bid the players make haſte, [ Exit Polonius. 
Ml you two help to haſten them? 
Born. We will, my lord. 


| [ Exeunt. 


RN. 
5 Enter HORAT IO HAMLET, 
II AM, What ho, Horatio? 
Hon. Here, ſweet lord, at your ſervice, 
Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as juſt a man 
As cer my converſation coap d withal. 


Hau. Nay, do not think I flatter : 
r what advancement may 1 hope from thee, 


| 8 no revenue haſt, but thy good {pi pirits 
2 d feed and cloath thee? Should the poor be flatter'd ? 
let the candied tongue lick abſurd pomp, > 
l 2 


Hath ta'en with equal thanks. And bleſt are thoſe, 
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And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee, 1 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Doſt thou hea! 
Since my dear ſoul was miſtreſs of her choice, 
And could of men diſtinguiſh, her election 

Hath ſeal'd thee for her ſelf. For thou haſt been 
As one, in ſuffering all that ſuffers nothing. 

A man, that fortune's buffets and rewards 


Whoſe blood and judgment are ſo well comingled, 
That they are not a pipe for fortune's finger 
To ſound what {top ſhe pleaſe. Give me that man 
That is not paſſion's flave, and I will wear him 
In my heart's core : ay, in my heart of heart, 
As I do thee, Something too much of this,—— 
There 1s a play to-night before the King, 
One ſcene of it comes near the circumſtance 
Which I have told thee, of my father's death. 
I pr'ythee, when thou ſeeſt that act a-foot, 
E'en with the very comment of thy ſoul 
Obſerve mine uncle: if his occult guilt 
Do not itſelf unkennel in one ſpeech, 
It is a damned ghoſt that we have ſeen: 
And my imaginations are as foul 
As Vulcan's * ſtithy. Give him heedful note, 
For I nune eyes will rivet to his face, 
And after we will both our judgments join, 
To cenſure of his ſeeming, 

Hor, Well, my lord. 
If he (teal ought the whilſt this play is playing, 
And ſcape detecting, I will pay the theft. 


* Stithy, a ſmith's anvil, 
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SCENE VI. 


er KING, QUEEN, POLONIUS, OPHELIA, Ro- 
1 INCROSSE, GUILDENSTERN, and other lords 
attendant, with a guard carrying torches, Daniſh 
march. Sound a flouriſh. 


am. They're coming to the play; 1 muſt be idle, 
Get you a place. 
Kix G. How fares our couſin Hamlet ? 

Han. Excellent i faith, of the camelion's diſh : I 
eat the air, promiſe-cramm'd : you cannot feed capons 
fo. 

KING. I have nothing with this anſwer, Hamlet, 
theſc words are not mine, 

ZHam. No, nor mine 


Now, my lord, you plaid 


, ” e 1'th' univerſity, you ſay ? Zo Polonius. 
Pol. That I did, my lord, and was accounted a good 
0 5 . | 
Kor. 


A Ham. And what did you enact ? 

Por. I did enact Julius Caeſar, I was kill'd i'th* 
epitol : Brutus kill 'd me. 

1 * Ham. It was a brute part of him, to kill ſo capi 
Aa calf there. Be the players ready ? | 

* . 
Ros. Ay, my lord, they ſtay upon your patience. 
Qurkx. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, fit by me. 
4 | Hau. No, good mother, here's mettle more at- 
Pol. Oh ho, do you mark that? [ tractive, 
nan. Lady, ſhall I lye in your lap? 


IG 


1 [ Lying down at Ophelia's feet, 


orn. No, my lord. 

Hau. Do you think I meant country matters? 
Or. I think nothing, my lord. 

Hau. That's a fair thought to lye between a maid's 
Oren, What is, my lord ? [legs. 
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N Ham. Nothing. 
HR Orn. You are merry, my lord. 

0 HAM. Who, I? 

| Ora. Ay, my lord. 

0 Ham. Oh God, your only jig- maker; what ſhou!! 
Will a man do, but be merry: For look you how chcr 
0 fully my mother looks, and my father dy d within thi: * 


two hours, 

Ork. Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord. 
„ Ha M. So long? nay then let the devil wear black 
00 for I'll have a ſuit · of ſables. Oh heav'ns ! dye tus 


ll 10 months ago, and not forgotten yet! then there's hope, 
il 100 a great man's memory may out-live his life halt; 
% year: but by r-lady he muſt build churches then; o: 
KAR elſe ſhall he ſuffer not thinking on, with the hobby: 
r horſe ; whoſe epitaph is For oh for oh, the hobby-hor 
11 i forget 

1% 

1 | 8G E NE VII. | 

0 Haut boys play. The dumb ſhenu enters. 

Wl. Enter a King and Queen, very lovingly ; the Duct 
| embracing him. and he her, She kneels, he tai 


her up, and declines his head upon her neck. Lai 

him down upon a bank of flowers, She ſeeing lis 

aſleep, leaves him. Anon comes in a fellow, tall“ 
eff his crown, kiſſes it, and pours poiſon in the King! 
ears, and Exit. The Queen returns, finds the Kiii 
dead, and makes paſſionate action. The poiſoner, wit) QUE 
ſome two or three mutes come in again, ſeeming !! 
lament with her. The dead body is carried aua. W 
The poiſoner woes the Queen with gifts. She ſec 
loth and unwilling a while, but in the end accepts h' 
love. [Exeunt.| 4 
Org. What means this, my lord? : 
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Exeunt 3 


64-4 you aſhamed to ſhew, he Il not ſhame to tell you 2 


by. 
% Enter KiNnG and QUEEN, Players. 


. "= 
5 


ite commutual, in moſt ſacred bands. 
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Marry this is miching Malicho, that means | | 


Wo” 


[ehict. | | | 


rn. Belike this ſhew imports the argument of | 
lay? 9 
Hau. We ſhall know by this fellow : the Players | 
n ot keep counſel, they Il tell all. | | 
Op. Will he tell us what this ſhew meant? 
Hau. Ay, or any ſhew that you'll ſhew him. Be | 


what It means. 
Den, You are naught, you are naught, rl mark 


Trlay. 


Enter Prologue. 
For us, and for our tragedy, 
Here flooping to your clemency, 
Mus beg your hearing patiently. 
Hau. Is this a prologue, or the poſie of a ring? 
rn. is brief, my lord. 
1 Han. As woman's love. 


Kiso. Full thirty times hath Phoebus” car gone 
round 

pure s ſalt waſh, and Tellus' orbed ground; 

Id thirty dozen moons with borrowed ſhine 

Al Pout the world have time twelve thirties been, 
Mee love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 


Qurxx. So many journeys may the ſun and moon 
Pe us again count o'er, ere love be done. 

pt woe is me, you are fo ſick of late, 

Þ far from cheer and from your former ſtate, 

hat I diſtruſt you; yet though! diſtruſt, 

e you, my lord, it nothing muſt: 

nd womens fear and love hold quantity, 
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Where joy molt revels, grief doth moſt lament ; 
_ Grief joys, joy grieves on ſlender accident. 


Tis either none, or in extremity ; 
Now what my love is, proof hath made you know, 
And as my love is fix d, my fear is ſo. 

KiNnG. Faith | muſt leave thee, love, and ſhortlytoq 
My operant powers their functions leave to do, 
And thou ſhalt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour d, belov'd, and haply one as kind 
For huſband ſhalt thou 

Qurrx. Oh confound the reſt! 

Such love muſt needs be treaſon in my breaſt: 
In ſecond huſband let me be accurſt, 
None wed the ſecond, but who kill'd the firſt. 

Ham. Wormwood, wormwood ! 

QUEEN. The inſtances that ſecond marriage mo, 
Are baſe reſpects of thrift, but none of love. 

A ſecond time I kill my huſband dead, 
When ſecond huſband kiſſes me in bed. 

KIxG. I do believe you think what now you ſpeak; 
But what we do determine, oft we break: 

Purpoſe is but the ſlave to memory, 

Of violent birth, but poor validity: 

Which now, like fruits unripe, ſticks on the tree, 
But fall unſhaken, when they mellow be. 

Moſt neceſſary tis that we forget, 

To pay our ſelves what to our ſelves is debt: 
What to our ſelves in paſſion we propoſe, 

The paſhon ending, doth the purpoſe loſe; 

The violence of either grief or joy, 

Their own enactors with themſelves deſtroy : 


This world is not for aye, and 'tis not ſtrange 
That even our loves ſhould with our fortunes chang* 
For 'tis a queſtion left us yet to prove, 


know, 


ortly too 
do, 
d, 


ige Mort, 


ou ſpeak: 


e tree, 
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Whether love fortune lead, or fortune love. 
The great man down, you mark his fav'rite flies; 


The poor, advanc'd, makes friends of enemies: 


And hitherto doth love on fortune tend, 
For who not needs, ſhall never lack a friend; 


And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 
Diredly ſeaſons him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun, 

Our wills and fates do ſo contrary run, 


| That our devices ſtill are overthrown, 


Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our on 
80 think thou wilt no ſecond huſband wed, 


Hut die thy thoughts, when thy firſt lord is dead. 

X Queex. Nor earth to give me food, nor heav' nlight, 
8 port and repoſe lock from me, day and night; 
ach oppoſite that blanks the face of joy, 

"Meet what I would have well, and it deſtroy, 

2 here, and hence, purſue me laſting ſtrife! 


3 Fonce a widow, ever I be wife. 


Hax. If ſhe ſhould break it no CC — 


The tedious day with ſleep. [ Sleepr, 
Queen. Sleep rock thy brain, 


3 And never come miſchance between us twain ! [ Exit. 


Ham, Madam, how like you this play? 
Queen, The lady proteſts too much, methinks. 
Ham, Oh but ſhe'll keep her word. 


Ex. Have you heard the argument, is there no 
Wffence in't? 


Ham, No, no, they do bur jeſt, poiſon in jelt, no 


8 chang' 3 pffence i'th' world. 
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King. What do you call the play? 
Vor. VIII. 2 


1 


3 | King, *Tis deeply ſworn; ſweet, leave me hero ; 
| . La while, 
; 3 * ſpirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 


yy 


choice Italian. You ſhall ſee anon how the murtherer 4 | 
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Ham. The Mouſe-trap. Marry how? tropical 
This play is the image of a murther done in Vier- 
na; Gonzago is the duke's name, his wife Baptiſta 
you ſhall ſee anon, 'tis a knaviſh piece of work; bu 
what o'that? your majeſty, and we that have fre: 
ſouls, it touches us not; let the gall'd jade winch, ou 
withers are unwrung. 

Enter Luciaxus. 
This is one Lucianus, nephew to the duke. 

OrpH. You are as good as a chorus, my lord. 

Ham. I could interpret between you and your lov 
if I could ſee the puppets dallying. 

Op H. You are keen, my lord, you are keen. 

Hau. It would coſt youa groaning, to take off nj 
edge. 

Op. Still worſe and worſe, 

Ham, So you muſt take your huſbands. 
Begin murtherer, Leave thy damnable faces, and bt 

gin. 
Come; the croaking raven doth bellow for revenge 

Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and 

time agreeing : 
Confederate ſeaſon, elſe no creature * 
Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected, 
With Hecate's bane, thrice blaſted, thrice infected, 
Thy natural magick, and dire property. 
On wholeſome life uſurp immediately, 
[ Pours the poiſon in his eat, 

Ham. He poyſons him i'th' garden for's eſtate; 

his name's Gonzago; the ſtory is extant, and writ in 


gets the love of Gonzago's wife, 
Oren, The King riſes, 
QUEEN, How fares my lord ? 


ropically, 3 
in Vien- 
Baptiſta 
Fork; bu 
have fre: 
inch, ou 


lord. 


our love 


gen. 


ke off m 


, And bt 
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s fit, and 
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... Give o'er the play. 
Ks. Give me ſome light. Away. 
ALL. Lights, lights, lights! 
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[ Exeunt, 


SCENE VIII. 
Manent HAMLET and HORATIO. 


; | 8:1, . Why let the ſtrucken deer go weep, 


Ihe hart ungalled play: 
For ſome muſt watch, whilſt ſome muſt ſleep; ; 
So runs the world away. 


| Would not this, Sir, and a foreſt of feathers, (if the 
teſt of my fortunes turn Turk with me) with two pro- 
VMcial roſes on my * rayed ſhooes, get me a fellow- 


. in a city of players, Sir? 
HoR. Half a ſhare, 
Heu. A whole one I. 


| f pr thou doſt know, oh Damon dear, 


Ihis realm diſmantled was 

Of Jove himſelf, and now reigns here 

7 A very very 4 peacock. 

Honk. You might have rim'd. 

Hau. Oh good Horatio, 1'1] take the ghoſt's word 


ſor a thouſand pounds. Didſt perceive ? 


Hon. Very well, my lord. 

Hau. Upon the talk of the poiſoning | ? 

Ho. I did very well note him. 

Enter ROSINCROSSE and GUILDENSTERN. 
Hau. Oh, ha! come ſome muſick. Come the re- 
| corders, 


For if the King like not the comedy; 


hy then belike he likes it not perdy. 

* rackd, rac'd. + cry. 

t pajock. This alludes to a Fable, of the Birds chuſi ing a King; 
Wo of the Eagle, a Peacock. 

K 2 
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you ſay f 
Ros. Then thus ſhe favs: - your behaviour hath 1 


III. 8. 


Come, ſome muſick. 
Gv1L. Good my lord, vouchſafe me a word wit 


you. 


Ham. Sir a whole hiſtory. 

Gu1L. The King, Sir 

Ham. Ay Sir, what of him ? 

Gui. Is in his retirement, marvellous diſten 
per'd 

Hau. With drink, Sir? 

Gui. No, my lord, with choler, 

Ham. Your wiſdom ſhould ſhew itſelf more rid 


to ſignifie this to his doctor: for me to put him to hi s 


purgation, would perhaps plunge him into more choler 
Sur. Good my lord, put your diſcourſe into ſom 

frame, and ſtart not ſo wildly from my affair, 
Hau. I am tame, Sir, pronounce. 

Guit. The Queen your mother, in moſt great: 
fliction of ſpirit, hath ſent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Gui. Nay, good my lord, this courtefie is n0! 
of the right breed. If it ſhall pleaſe you to make n: 
awhelfa an{wer, I will do your mother's command 
ment; if not, your pardon, and my return ſhall be tit 
end = my buſineſs. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot, 

Gui. What, my lord? 

Ham. Make you a wholſom anſwer : my wit's di 


eas'd. But, Sir, ſuch anſwers as I can make, yo! 
or rather as you ſay, my mother— 


ſhall command ; 
therefore no more but to the matter——my mother, 


{truck her into amazement, and admiration. 


Ham. Oh wonderful ſon, that can ſo aſtonih 1 
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er! But is there no ſequel at the heels of this 
-mgther's admiration ! 
Kos. She defires to ſpeak with you in her cloſet 


x you go to bed. 


47 Hau. We ſhall obey, were ſhe ten times our mo- 


. Have you any further trade with us ? 
os. My lord, you once did love me. 


Mu. So I do ſtill, by theſe pickers and ſtealers. 


Ros. Good my lord, what is your cauſe of diſ- 


temper? you do ſurely bar the door of your own 


liberty, if you deny your griefs to your friend. 


Hau. Sir, I lack advancement. 
4 3 Ros. How can that be, when you have the voice 
the King himſelf, for your ſucceſſion in Denmark? 
3 Hau. Ay, but while the graſs grows— 
x yer i is ſomething muſty. 


the pro- 


Enter one with a Recorder. 
Q the recorders, let me ſee one. To withdraw with 
Wu—why do you go about to recover the wind of 


1 je, as if you would drive me into a toll ? 


Gu. Oh my lord, if my duty be too bold, my 


[ ve is too unmannerly, 


Hau. I do not well underſtand that. 
py upon this pipe? 
| Gvit, My lord, I cannot. 
| Ham, 1 pray you. 
Gul. Believe me, I cannot. 
Hau. I do beſeech you. 
| GuiL, I know no touch of it, my lord. 
Hau. Tis as eaſie as lying; govern theſe venti- 


Will you 


; ges with your fingers and thumb, give it breath with 
our hath 


our mouth, and it will diſcourſe moſt eloquent mu- 
k. Look you, theſe are the ſtops 


GV. But theſe cannot I command to any utte- 


HAMLET: 6 


rance of harmony, I have not the ſkill. 
Ham. Why look you now, how unworthy a thiny 
you make of me; you would play upon me, you wou 
- ſeem to know my ſtops; you would pluck out th 
heart of my myſtery, you would ſound me from ny 
loweſt note, to the: top of my compaſs ; and there i 
much muſick, excellent voice, in this little organ, ye 
cannot you make it ſpeak. Why do you think that! 
am eaſier to be plaid on than a pipe? call me wha 
inſtrument you will, though you can fret me, you can- 
1% not play upon me. Gad bleſs you, Sir. 
0 Enter PoLoxius. 
„ Por. My lord, the Queen would ſpeak with you, 
0 aand preſently. 
100 HAM. Do you ſee yonder * that's almoſt in 
Wii ſhape of a Camel ? 
1 PoL. By the maſs, and it's like a Camel indeed. 
1 Hau. Methinks it is like an + Ouzle, 

Pol. It is black like an Ouzle. 

Ham. Or like a Whale? 

Pol. Very like a Whale. 

Ham. Then vill I come to my mother by and by— Þ 
they fool me to the top of my bent.—I will come bj) Wi 
and by. L 

PoL. I will fay ſo. 

Ham, By and by is eaſily ſaid. Leave, me Friends 

[ Execunt. 
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Tis now the very witching time of night, . 
When church- yards yawn, and hell it ſelf breaths out. 
Contagion to this world, Now could I drink hot,. 

blood, 4 


+ An Ouzle or Blackbird: it has been printed by miſtates J | 
Weeſel, which is not black, 18 


a thiny 
ou would 
Kk out the 
from m 
| there 1 
rgan, yet 
nk that! 
me what 
you can. 


vith you, 
almoſt in 


| indeed. 


and by— 


| come bj 


HAMLET. III. 9. 79 


d do ſuch bitter buſineſs as the day 

bald quake to look on. Soft, now to my mother 
| Ol þ heart, loſe not thy nature; let not ever | 

The ſoul of Nero enter this frm boſom ; 

t me be cruel, not unnatural 

I Will ſpeak daggers to her, but uſe none. 

& tongue and ſoul in this be n. [ Exit, 


I SCENE IX. 
Vier KiNG, ROSINCROSSE, and GUILDENSTERN, 


: Nine. I like him not, nor ſtands it ſafe with us 
let his madneſs rage. Therefore prepare you; 
| . dur commiſſion will forthwith diſpatch, 
A d he to England ſhall along with you, 
: te terms of our eſtate may not endure 
ard ſo near us, as doth hourly grow 
t of his lunacies. 
ZGvitp. We will provide our ſelves ; 
\ oſt holy and religious fear it is, 
ÞÞ keep thoſe many bodies ſafe, that live 
d feed upon your majeſty. 
E Ros. The ſingle and peculiar life is bound 
ich all the ſtrength and armour of the mind, 
| 1 d keep itſelf from noyance ; but much more, 
at ſpirit, on whoſe * weal depends and reſts 


e friend e lives of many. The deceaſe of majeſty 


, Wes not alone, but like a gulf doth draw 
What's near it with it. It's a maſſy wheel 

eaths out | 1 t on the ſummit of the higheſt mount, 

rink hot | o whoſe huge ſpokes ten thouſand leſſer things 
: Fe mortiz'd and adjoin'd ; which when it falls, 
4 ch ſmall annexment, petty conſequence, 

y miſtake s 1 4 . 0 the boiſtrous ruin, Ne' er alone 

id the King ſigh, but with a general groan. 


® ſpirit, 
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KinG.Arm you, I pray you, to this ſpeedy voyag 4 
For we will fetters put upon this fear, 
Which now goes too free-footed, 

Born. We will haſte us. [ Exeunt Cen, 

Enter POLONIUS, 

Por. My lord, he's going to his mother's cloſet 
Behind the arras I Il convey my ſelf | 
To hear the proceſs. I'll warrant ſhe'll tax him home 
And as you ſaid, and wiſely was it ſaid, 

*Tis meet that ſome more audience than a mother, 
(Since nature makes them partial,) ſhould o'er-hex 
The ſpeech of vantage. Fare you well my liege, 

I'll call upon you ere you go to bed, F 
And tell you what I know. LEA 8 

KIxG. Thanks, dear my lord. 

Oh my offence is rank, it ſmells to heav'n, 
It hath the primal eldeſt curſe upon't ; 

© A brother's murther. Pray I cannot, 

* Though inclination be as ſharp as will : 
My ſtronger guilt defeats my ſtrong intent, 
And like a man to double buſineſs bound, A 

I ſtand in pauſe where 1 ſhall firſt begin, I. H. 
And both neglect. What if this curſed had nd 1 
« Were thicker than it ſelf with brother's blood ? | | | nd | 
© Is there not rain enough in the ſweet heav'ns . vil 
To waſh it white as ſnow ? whereto ſerves mer o), 
© But to confront the viſage of offence ? * by h 
And what's in prayer, but this two- fold force, 

© To be fore- ſtalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon'd being down? then I'll look up. 

My fault is paſt. But oh what form of prayer 
Can ſerve my turn; Forgive me my foul murther 


That cannot be, ine I am (till poſſeſt 7 


of thoſe effects for which 1 did the murther, | 
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8 
a 
et 


My crown, mine own ambition, and my Queen, 


A Wi one be pardon'd, and retain th' offence ? 
n the corrupted currents of this world, 
1 Co $ Offence” 8 gilded hand may ſhove by juſtice; 

| And oft 'tis ſeen, the wicked prize it ſelf 
Abs 1 out the law; but 'tis not ſo above: 

[ Ir here is no ſhuMing, there the action lies 
im hon In his true nature, we ourſelves compell'd 
| Ey n to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 
mother, Ml # To give in evidence.” What then? what reſts? 
Yer-hex Try what repentance can, What can it not? 
iege, et what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

pn wretched ſtate! oh boſom, black as death! 
LE. Fu lined ſoul, that ſtruggling to be free 

rt more engaged | help angels, make aſſay! 

, Wow ſtubborn keees, and heart with ſtrings of ſteel 

he ſoft as ſinews of the new- born babe 

all may be well. [ The King kneels, 

| SCENE: X. 
| 
Enter HAMLET, 

; 3 Ham. Now might 1 do it pat, now he 1s praying, 
TOE) And now I'll do't—and ſo he goes to heav'n, 
load? ind ſo am I reveng'd ? that would be ſcann'd, 
a E villain kills my father, and for that 
es mere > his fole ſon, do this ſame villain ſend 

| o heav'n—0 this is + hireand ſallery, not revenge. 
orce, ine took my ſather groſly, full of bread, 

With all his crimes broad blown, as { fluſh as May; 
ip. 4 And how his audit ſtands, who knows, ſave heav'n ? 
ayer But in our circumſtance and courſe of thought, 
murthei 'Tis heavy with him. Am! then reveng'd, 
her, + baſe and ſilly, Ed. prim. S freſo, 
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Can ſerve my turn; Forgive me my foul murther Þ* 
That cannot be, ſince I am (till poſſeſt 
of thoſe effects for which 1 did the murther, 
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K1xG.Arm you, I pray you, to this ſpeedy voyag , W 
For we will fetters put upon this fear, | 
Which now goes too free- footed. 

Bor RH. We will haſte us. [ Exeunt Cen 

Enter POLONIUS. 

Por. My lord, he's going to his mother's cloſet: 
Behind the arras 1 Il convey my ſelf 
To hear the proceſs. I'll warrant ſhe'll tax him hom: 
And as you ſaid, and wiſely was it ſaid, 

*Tis meet that ſome more audience than a mother, 

(Since nature makes them partial,) ſhould o'er-hex 

The ſpeech of vantage. Fare you well my liege, 

I'll call upon you ere you go to bed, | 

And tell you what I know. | LEA 
KinG. Thanks, dear my lord. 

* Oh my offence is rank, it ſmells to heav'n, 


© It hath the primal eldeſt curſe upon't ; 3 
A brother's murther. Pray I cannot, | I m 
* Though inclination be as ſharp as will: 2 
My ſtronger guilt defeats my ſtrong intent, 

And like a man to double buſineſs bound, => 

© I ſtand in pauſe where 1 ſhall firſt begin, 3 H. 
And both neglect. What if this curſed hand | * nd 
Were thicker than it ſelf with brother's blood ? | KF ad 
© Is there not rain enough in the ſweet heav'ns * vil 
* To waſh it white as ſnow ? whereto ſerves merc)| ] I, his 
* But to confront the viſage of offence ? > bi h 
And what's in prayer, but this two-fold force, J He 1 
© To be fore: ſtalled ere we come to fall, Witt 
Or pardon'd being down? then I'll look up. E And 
My fault is paſt. But oh what form of prayer —— 
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nenn, mine own Cs and my Queen, 
Pr one be pardon'd, and retain th' offence? 
In the corrupted currents of this world, 
© Offence” 8 gilded hand may ſhove by juſtice; : 
And oft 'tis ſeen, the wicked prize it ſelf 
9 Je out the law; but 'tis not ſo above: 
Tberei is no Muffüng, there the action lies 
In his true nature, we ourſelves compell'd 
$Ev n to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 
# To give in evidence.” What then? what reſts ? 
[ Try what repentance Can. What can it not? 
3 Let what can it, when one cannot repent ? 
Ph wretched ſtate! oh boſom, black as death! 
Pu limed ſoul, that ſtruggling to be free 
Art more engaged | help angels, make aſſay ! 
3 Bow ſtubborn keees, and hours with ſtrings of ſteel 
Bec ſoft as ſinews of the new- born babe 


I All may be well. [ The King kneels . 


SCENE- X. 

Enter HAMLET, 
Ham, Now might 1 do it pat, now he is praying, 
nd now I'll do't—and fo he goes to heav'n, 
And ſo am I reveng'd ? that would be ſcann'd, 

\ villain kills my father, and for that 

| , his ſole ſon, do this ſame villain ſend 
N 1 0 heav'n O this is + hire and ſallery, not revenge. 
He took my ſather grofly, full of bread, 
With all his crimes broad blown, as { fluſh as May; 
And how his audit ſtands, who knows, ſave heav'n? 
But in our circumſtance and courſe of thought, 
LS Tis heavy with him. Am ] then reveng'd, 


+ baſe and ſilly, Ed. prim. S Heſb. 
Vol. VIII. L 
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To take him in the purging of his ſoul, HY 
When he is fit and ſeaſon'd for his paſſage ? 3 Q 
Up ſword, and know thou a more horrid * time: H. 

H. 


When he is drunk, aſleep, or in his rage, 
Or in th' inceſtuous pleaſure of his bed, 


At gaming, ſwearing, or about ſome act vou 
That has no reliſh of ſalvation in't, And ( 
Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heav'n, Þ 1 Q 
And that his ſoul may be as damn'd and black 

As hell, whereto it goes. My mother ſtays ; H. 


This phyſick but prolongs thy ſickly days. [Ex. vou g 
KIxG. My words fly up, my thoughts remain below; ©? Wher 
Words, without thoughts, never to heav'n go. LE Qu 


SCENE Xl. 


'H elp, 
The Dueen's Apartment. | Po; 
Enter QUEEN and PoLoNIvUs. Ha 


Por, He will come ſtraight ; look you lay home Po; 
to him, | Qu 

Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with, Ha 
And that your grace hath ſcreen'd, and ſtood betwee! Qu: 
Much heat and him. I'll ſilence me e'en here; | Ha 
Pray you be round, As kill 
QUEEN, I'll warrant you, fear me not. | Qu 
Withdraw, I hear him coming. | Ha 
[ Polonius hides himſelf behind the Arra'. Thou 

Enter HAMLET, 

HAM. Now, mother, what's the matter? {el I took 
Qu. Hamlet, thou haſt thy father much offend: I Thou! 
Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended N Leave 
Qurkx. Come, come, you anſwer with an icle I And let 
tongue. f it be 


* bent, 


HAMLET. II. 11. 83 


Hau. Go, go, you queſtion with fa wicked tongue. 
Qu. Why how now, Hamlet? 
e: Hau. What's the matter now? 
7 Quxtx. Have you forgot me? 
Ham, No, by the rood, not ſo; 
Tron are the Queen, your huſband's brother's wife, 
And (would it were not ſo) you are my mother. 
eav'n, | QUEEN. Nay, then I'll ſet thoſe to you that can 
k 5 ſpeak. [not budge: 
Han. Come, come, and fit you down; ; you ſhall 
[Exit Lou go not till I ſet you up a glaſs 
in below; [| Where you may ſee the inmoſt part of you. 


o. [Exit | Queens, What wilt thou do ? thou wilt not mur- 
. ther me? 
= ho. 
Pol, What ho, help. [Behind the Arras, 
| Ham, How now, a rat? dead for a ducate, dead. 
lay home Por, Oh J am ſlain. [ Ham. #///s Polonius. 
Qurkx. Oh me, what haſt thou done? 
Dear with, Ham. Nay I know not: is it the King? 
d between Qurkx. Oh, what a raſh and bloody deed is this! 
ere; Hau. A bloody deed, almoſt as bad, good mother, 
As kill a King, and marry with his brother. 
Quxxx. As kill a King ? 
| Ham, Ay lady, 'twas my word, 
the Arras Thou wretched, raſh, intruding fool, farewel, 
[To Polonius. 
r? (ed. took thee for thy better; take thy fortune; 
ich offend ¶ Thou find'ſt, to be too buſie, is ſome danger. 
i offended. I Leave wringing of your hands, peace, ſit you down, 


ith an idle ¶ And let me wring your heart, for ſo I ſhall 
lf it be made of penetrable ſtuff; 


7 an idle. 
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If damned cuſtom have not braz'd it ſo, 
That it is proof and bulwark againſt ſenſe, 


thy tongue 

In noiſe ſo rude againſt me? 

Ham, Such an act, 
That blurs the grace and bluſh of modeſty, 
Calls virtue hypocrite, takes off the roſe 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love, 
And fits a bliſter there; makes marriage vows 
As falle as dicers oaths. Oh ſuch a deed, 


As from the body of contraction plucks 


The very ſoul, and ſweet religion makes 
A rhapſody of words. Heav'ns face doth glow 
O'er this ſolidity and compound mals, 
With triſtfal viſage as againſt the doom. 
Tis thought-lick at the act. 
Queen. Ay me, what act, 
That roars ſo loud, and thunders in the index? 


Ham. Look here upon this picture, and on this, 


The counterfeit preſentment of two brothers : 
See what a grace was ſeated on this brow, 
Hyperion's curles, the front of Jove himſelf, 
An eye like Mars, to threaten or command, 

A (tation like the herald Mercury 

New-lighted on a heav'n-kiſſing hill 3 

A combination, and a form indeed, 

Where every God did ſeem to ſet his ſeal, 

To give the world aſſurance of a man. 


This was your huſband, --Look you now what follows; 


Here zs your huſband, like a mildew'd ear, 
Blaſting his wholeſome brother. Have you eyes ? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 
And batten on this moore? ha! have you eyes? 
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Nou cannot call it love; for at your age, 
I he hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 
And waits upon the judgment; and what judgment 
Would ſtep from this to this? what devil was't, 
hat thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman blind ? 
oO ſhame | where is thy bluſh ? rebellious hell, 
If thou can't mutiny in a matron's bones, 
o flaming youth let virtue be as wax, 
nd melt in her own fire, Proclaim no ſhame, 
When the compulſive ardour gives the charge, 
Since froſt it ſelf as actively doth burn, 
And reaſon * pardons will. 
3 Quzex. O Hamlet, ſpeak no more. 
Thou turn'ſt mine eyes into my very ſoul, 
nd there I ſee ſuch black and grained ſpots 
As will not leave their tinct. 
Hau. Nay, but to live 
In the rank ſweat of an inceſtuous bed, 
Stew'd in corruption, honying and makin 0 love 
g Over the naſty ſty. 
© Quetx. Oh ſpeak no more, 
. 1 heſe words like daggers enter in mine ears. 
No more, ſweet Hamlet. 
Ham. A murderer, and a villain ! 
. A ſlave, that is not twentieth part the tythe 
of your precedent lord. A vice of Kings, 
Acutpurſe of the empire and the rule, 
That from a ſhelf the precious diadem ſtole 
And put it in his pocket. 
Enter Ghoſt, 
{A King of ſhreds and patches 
{Save me ! and hoyer o'er me with your wings 
| [Starting up. 
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You heav'nly guards! what would your gracious figure? 


QUEEN, Alas he's mad, 


That laps'd in time and paſſion, lets go by 


Th'important acting of your dread command? O ſay, — 


GHosT, Do not forget: this viſitation 
ls but to whet thy almoſt blunted purpoſe, 
But look! amazement on thy mother ſits; 
O ſtep between her and her fighting ſoul : 
FRO Conceit in weakeſt bodies ſtrongeſt vorks, 

„ Speak to her, Hamlet. : 
„ Ham, How is it with you, lady ? 


1 QuEEx. Alas, how is't with you? 


„ That thus you bend your eye on vacancy, 


Forth at your eyes your ſpirits wildly peep, 
And as the ſleeping ſoldiers in th' alarm, 
Your bedded hairs, 4 like life in excrements, 
Start up, and ſtand on end. O gentle ſon, 
Upon the heat and flame of thy diſtemper 


Ham. Onhim!onhim!--look you ho 


Leſt with this pitious action you convert 
My ſtern effects; then what I have to do, 


QuEtn. To whom do you ſpeak this? 
Ham, Do you ſee nothing there? 


— — — ö A 
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Hau. Do you not come your tardy ſon to chide, 


| This b 


Is very 


And with th' incorporal air do hold diſcourſe ? 


Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon bs. look ? 
pale he glares 

His form and cauſe conjoin'd, preaching to ſtones, 

Would make them capable. Do not look on me, 


Will want true colour; tears perchance for blood. 
[ Pointing to the Cl. 
QUEEN. Nothing at all, yet all that is I ſee. 


+- The hairs are excrementitious, that is, without life or ſt! 


{ation : yet thoſe very hairs, as if they had life, ſtart up, &c. 
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figure! 1 Mam. Nor did you nothing hear? 
7 Quezn, No, nothing but our ſelves. 
; chide, Hau. Why look you there? look how i it ſteels 
| LY away! 
My father in his habit as he lived ! 

Look where he goes ev'n now out at the portal. 

3 | [Exit Ghoſt, 
Quer x. This is the very coinage of your brain, 
This bodileſs creation ecſtaſie 


| Is very cunning in. 
Hau. What ecſtaſie ? 
My pulſe, as yours, doth temp'rately keep time, 
And makes as healthful muſick. Tis not madneſs 
That I have utter'd ; bring me to the teſt 
2 And I the matter will re-word ; which madneſs 
Would gamboll from. Mother, for love of grace, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your ſoul, 
That not your treſpaſs, but my madneſs ſpeaks : 
t will but ſkin and film the ulcerous place, 
Whilſt rank corruption “ running all within, 


fay,— | 


OY : Infect unſeen. Confeſs your ſelf to heav'n, 
ie glares! Nepent what's paſt, avoid what is to come, 
tones, Id do not ſpread the compoſt on the weeds 
me. To make them ranker. Forgive this my virtue, 
ſor in the fatneſs of theſe purſie times, 
irtue it ſelf of vice muſt pardon beg, 
"R WE ea, + courb, and wooe, for leave to do it good. 
Queen. Oh Hamlet! thou haſt cleft my heart in 
. twain. 
the Gh. Hau. © throw away the worſer part of it, 


ſee. Id live the purer with the other half. 
00d night; but go not to mine uncle's bed. 


+ life or ſe" 
up, Kc. mining, edit. prim. + eourb, to ſloop or bend down, 
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Aſſume a virtue, if you have it not. 

That monſter cuſtom, who all ſenſe doth eat, 
Of habit's devil, is angel yet in this; 

That to the uſe of actions fair and good, 

He likewiſe gives a frock or livery 

That aptly is put on: Refrain to-night, 

And that ſhall lend a kind of eaſineſs 

To the next abſtinence ; the next more eaſie; 
For uſe can almoſt change the ſtamp of nature, 
And maſter ev'n the devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good night! | 
And when you are deſirous to be bleſt, 

I'll bleſſing beg of you. For this ſame lord, 


[ Pointing to Dill 


I do repent : but heav'n hath pleas'd it ſo, 
To puniſh me with this, and this with me, 
That I muſt be their ſcourge and miniſter, 
I will beſtow him, and will anſwer well 


The death I gave him; ſo again, good night. 
I muſt be cruel, only to be kind ; 
Thus bad begins, and worſe remains behind. 
QUEEN, What ſhall Ido? 
Ham. Not this by no means that I bid you do. 
+ Let the fond King tempt you again to bed, 
Pinch wanton on your cheek, call you his mouſe, 
And let him for a pair of reechy kiſſes, 


Or padling in your neck with his damn'd fingers, 


Make you to ravel all this matter out, 
That I eſſentially am not in madneſs, 
But mad in craft. Twere good you let him kno 


+ In the old edition it is, Let the blote King the word 
nifies fond, or puff d up, or full-blooded, robore fuffuſus, Sei 
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For who that's but a Queen, fair, ſober, wiſe, 
Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gibbe, J 
Puch dear concernings hide? who would do ſo ? 1 
No, in deſpight of ſenſe and ſecrecy, a 
npeg the balket on the houſe's top, 11 
et the birds fly, and like the famous ape 1 
j o try concluſions, in the baſket creep, 2 
; 3 Hud break your own neck down. 
T, 3 Qurzx.Bethouaſſur'd, if words be made of breath, 
| | land breath of life : I have no life to breathe 
night! 1 hat thou haſt {aid to me. 
F J Hau. I muſt to England, you know that ? 
{ Quztx. Alack, I had forgot; tis ſo concluded on. 
ng to P Hau. There's letters ſeal'd, and my two ſchool- 
g fellows, 
(Whom Iwill truſt as I will adders fang'd,) 
They bear the mandate; they muſt ſweep my way 
| | And marſhal me to knavery* let it work 
it. For 'tis the ſport to have the engineer 
I ouſt with his own petar : an't ſhall go hard 


d. But I will delve one yard below thetr mines, 
1 And blow them at moon. O tis molt ſweet 
you do. When! in one line two crafts directly meet! 
d, This man ſhall ſet me packing; 
mouſe, | 4 lug the guts into the neighbour room; 
Mother, good night. Indeed this counſellor 

fingers, Is now molt ſtill, moſt ſecret, and molt grave, 

; TW ho was in life a fooliſh prating knave. 

Come, Sir, to draw toward an end with you. 
im knoV/ 15 Good night, mother. [Exit Ham. tugging in Polonius. 
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4% . 


A Royal Apartment. 


Enter KING and QUEEN, 
K 18-6; 


Here's matter in theſe ſighs; theſe profound | 


heaves : | 
You mult tranſlate, *tis fit we underſtand them. 


Where is your ſon ? 


QUEEN. Ah, my good lord, what have I ſeen to: 
night? : | 
KING. What, Gertrude? how does Hamlet? 
QurzEx. Mad as the ſeas, and wind, when bol 
contend 
Which is the mightier ; in his lawleſs fit, 
Behind the arras hearing ſomething ſtir, 
He whips his rapier out, and cries, a rat! 
And in his brainiſh apprehenſion, kills 
The unſeen good old man. 
KING. O heavy deed! | 
It had been ſo with us, had we been there: 
His liberty is full of threats to all, 
To you your ſelf, to us, to every one. 
Alas, how ſhall this bloody deed be anſwer'd ? 
It will be laid to us, whoſe providence 
Should have kept ſhort, reſtrain'd, and out of haunt 
This mad young man. But ſomuch was our love, 
We would not underſtand what was mot fit; 
But like the owner of a foul diſeaſe, 
To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Ev'n on the pith of life. Where is he gone ? 
Qurxx. To draw apart the body he hath kill, 
O'er whom his very madneſs, like ſome ore 
Among a mineral of metals baſe, 
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Pheus it ſelf pure. He weeps for what is done. 
5 KinG. Oh Gertrude, come away: 
The ſun no ſooner ſhall the mountains touch, 
43 But we will ſhip him hence; and this vile deed 
Mie muſt, with all our majeſty and ſkill, 
rofound | Both countenance, and excuſe. Ho! G uildenſtern ! 
. Enter ROSINCROSSE and GUILDENSTERN, 
m. Friends both, go join you with ſome further aid: 
| Hamlet! in madneſs hath Polonius ſlain, 
ſeen to- | And from his mother's cloſet hath he dragg'd him. 
| Go ſeek him out, ſpeak fair, and bring the body 
let? | Into the chappel. Pray you haſte in this, 
zen bot [Ex, Roſ. and Gul, 
| Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wiſeſt friends, 
And let them know both what we mean to do, 
And what's untimely done. Oh come away, 
My ſoul is full of diſcord and diſmay. [ Excunt, 


k # 


. 
Enter HAMLET. 


Hau. Safely ſtowed 
Gentlemen within. Hamlet! lord Hamlet ! 
Ham, What noiſe ? who calls on Hamlet? 


d? oh here they come. 
Enter Ros iN cROSSE and GUILDENSTERN, 

of haun WW Ros, What have you done, my lord, with the 

love, dead body? 

fo f Hau. Compounded it with duſt, whereto tis kin. 

Ros. Tell us where tis, that we may take! it thence, 

* bear it to the chappel. 

2 | Ham. Do not believe it. 

h killd, WW Ros. Believe what? 


Ham That I can keep your counſel, and not mine 
Wn, Beſides, to be demanded of a ſpunge, what re- 
X 2 
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plication ſhould be made by the ſon of a King? 
Ros. Take you me for a ſpunge, my lord ? 
Ham. Ay, Sir, that ſokes up the King's counte- 

nance, his rewards, his authorities; but ſuch officers 


do the King beſt ſervice in the end; he keeps them 


like * an apple in the corner of his jaw; tilt 
mouth'd, to be laſt ſwallow'd : when he needs whit 
you have glean'd, it 1s but ſqueezing you, and ſpunge, 
you {hall be dry again. 

Ros. I underſtand you not, my lord. 

Hau. Iam glad of it; a Knaviſh ſpeech ſleeps 1 in 
fooliſh ear. 

Ros. My lord, you muſt tell us where the body is, 
and go with us to the King. 

Ham. The body 1s with the King, but the King 
is not with the body. The King is a thing 

GuiL. A thing, my lord? 

Ham. Of nothing: bring me to him, hide fox, 
and all after. 9 [ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 
Enter Kix. 

RIxG. I've ſent to ſeek him, and to find the body; 
How dang'rous is it that this man goes looſe ! 
Yet muſt not we put the ſtrong law on him; 
He's lov'd of the diſtracted multitude, 
Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes : 
And where tis fo, th' offender's ſcourge is weigh d, 
But never the offence. To bear all ſmooth, 
This ſudden ſending him away, muſt ſeem 
Deliberate pauſe : diſeaſes deſp'rate grown, 
By deſperate appliance are relieved, 
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r not at all. 

2 | 1 Enter Ros iN cROS sk. 

ounte -- Bow now : > what hath befall'n ? 

officers | | Ros. Where the dead body is beſtow'd, my lord, 
5s them | 1 Ve cannot get from him, 

- firſt 1 ' KiNG, But where is he? 

s whit I f Ros. Without, my lord, guarded to know your 
punge, | hleaſure. 


Kix. Bring him before us. 

LE Ros. Ho, Guildealtera' bring in my lord; 
eps ina Bas HAMLET and GUILD EN STERN. 

> King, Now, Hamlet, where's Polonius ? 
body is, Hau. At ſupper, 

Kix. At ſupper ? where? 
1e Ring f Ham, Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, 
—— NK certain convocation of politique worms are at him, 

| Your worm is your only emperor for diet. We fat 
de fox, Il creatures elſe to fat us, and we fat our ſelves for 
Exeunt, I Haggots. Your fat King and your lean beggar is but 

Eariable ſervice, two dikes to one table, that's the 


end. 

Kix. Alas, alas! 
e body; Hau. + Aman may ſiſn with the worm that hath 
beat of a King, and eat of the fiſh that hath fed of that 
; Vorm. 

| KinG, What doſt thou mean by this? 

res: 0 Hau. Nothing but to ſhew you how a King may 
eigh'd, Va progreſs through the guts of a beggar. 


+ KinG, Where is Polonius ? 

; Ham. In heav'n, ſend thither to ſee. If your meſ- 
Enger find him not there, ſeek him 1'th* other place 
Jour ſelf, But indeed, if you find him not this month, 
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plication ſhould be made by the ſon of a King? 
Ros. Take you mefor a ſpunge, my lord ? 


Ham. Ay, Sir, that ſokes up the King's counte- 


nance, his rewards, his authorities; but ſuch officers 


do the King beſt ſervice in the end; he keeps them | 


like an apple in the corner of his jaw; tilt 
mouth'd, to be laſt ſwallow'd : when he needs what 
you have glean'd, it is but ſqueezing you, and ſpunge, 
you {hall be dry again. 

Ros. I underſtand you not, my lord, 

Ham, I am glad of it; a knaviſh ſpeech ſleeps in: 
fooliſh ear. 

Ros. My lord, you muſt tell us where the body is, 
and go with us to the King. 

Ham. The body is with the King, but the King 
1s not with the body. The Kang 1s a thing — 

GuiL. A thing, my lord? 

Ham. Of nothing: bring me to him, hide fox, 
and all after. [ Exeunt, 


SCENES I. 
Enter KING, 


RING. I've ſent to ſeek him, and to find the body; 
How dang'rous is it that this man goes looſe ! 
Yet muſt not we put the ſtrong law on him; 
He's lov'd of the diſtracted multitude, 
Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes: 
And where tis ſo, th' offender's ſcourge is weigh d, 
But never the offence. To bear all ſmooth, 
This ſudden {ending him away, muſt ſeem 
Deliberate paule : diſeaſes deſp'rate grown, 
By deſperate appliance are relieyed, 


ape. 


r not at 


How now 
Ros. 
Me cann' 


9 
Ros. 


plea! 


KING. 


| Ros, 1 
Fm 
Kixd. 
Hau. 
j KING. 
Hau. 


| certain c 


Your wor! 


Il creatur 
maggots. 

L Fariable ſe: 
end. 


KING. 


HAM. 
kat of a Ki 
Vorm. 
kid. 


HAM. 


KING. 


3 
Enger find 
Jour ſelf, 


adde 
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Dr not at all. 
7 Enter ROSINCROSSE, 
nte | 1 ow now ? what hath befall'n ? 
icers 3 Ros. Where the dead body is beſtow'd, my lord, 
hem | We cannot get from him. 
1 KiNG, But where is he? 
what] Ros. Without, my lord, guarded to know your 
inge, pleaſure. 
Kix. Bring him before us. 
Ros. Ho, Guildenſtern ! bring in my lord. 
sin: Enter HAMLET and GUILDENS TERN. 
> King, Now, Hamlet, where's Polonius ? 
dy is, 1 Hau. At ſupper, 
[ King, At ſupper ? where? 
Kinz # Hau. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, 
— certain convocation of politique worms are at him, 
Your worm is your only emperor for diet. We fat 
> fox, Þ ol creatures elſe to fat us, and we fat our ſelves for 
ceunt, (maggots, Your fat King and your lean beggar is but 
| Fariable ſervice, two dithes to one table, that's the 
1 
| Kix. Alas, alas! 
body; Hau. + A man may fiſh with the worm that hath 
kat of a King, and eat of the fiſh that hath fed of that 
Vorm. 


| Kino, What doſt thou mean by this? 


— 
— 
hay 
e=X? _y 
eee 


* Ham, Nothing but to ſhew you how a King may 
zh d, 8 Een through the guts of a beggar. 


> King, Where is Polonius? 


Hau. In heav'n, ſend thither to ſee. If your meſ- 
Enger find him not there, ſeek him i' th' other place 
Jour ſelf, But indeed, if you find him not this month, 


F added from the old edit. 


02 


: 
: 
4 
* 
8 
i 
4, #5 
l y 
N 
* 
1 
1 
- bf 
i 
++ 
1 
4 
1 
0 
" L 
- 
+7* 
5 5 
+"IS 


FP 
S bad 7 


B en IN OE 
— rn 7 Went os * 


* 


— — ä——!— 2 — 
. — 
e 
— . —— CE 

34 2 2 - Ls 
24 — * 2 
2 — 


N bey. 

. KIxG. Go ſeek him there. 

| Ham, He will {tay till ye come. 

KING. Hamlet, this deed, for thine eſpecial ſafety | 
(Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou halt done) muſt ſend thee hen: | 

mk With fiery quickneſs; then prepare thy ſelf, 

L The bark is ready, and the wind at help, 

i 'Th' aſſociates tend, and every thing is bent 

For England. e 
HAM. For England? 

! KING. Ay, Hamlet. 

5 Ham, Good, 
Ul ; King, So is it, if thou knew'ſt our purpoſes, 

i Ham, I ſee a Cherub that ſees them; but come, 
"a for England! farewel, dear mother. 
C KING. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 
Wl Ham. My mother: father and mother is man an 
bl wife; man and wife is one fleſh, and ſo my mother, 
Wl Come, for England. ul. 
Wil King. Follow him at foot, tempt him with ſpee! 
R aboard; 

Wi Delay it not, 1 pil have him hence to-night, 
| [4 Away, for every thing is ſeal'd and done 
| | That elſe leans on th' affair ; pray you make haſte, 
* And England! if my love thou hold'ſt at ought, 
* As my great power thereof may give thee ſenſe, 
Mi Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
„ After the Daniſh ſword, and thy free awe 
„ Pays homage to' us; thou may'ſt not coldly + let 
6 i Our ſoyereign proceſs, which imports at full 


«4 H A M L E T. IV. 3. 
you ſhall noſe him as you go up the ſtairs into the lob 


Wh + let or retard, 


1 


| 7 y lette 


The pre 
For like 
And tho 
How-e' 
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Tell him 
Claims t 
Over his 
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We ſhall 
And let | 
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Ham, 
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Ham. 
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HAM. 
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Ham, 
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Seb By letters T congruing to that effect, 
| The preſent death of Hamlet. Lo it England: 
For like the hectick in my blood he rages, 
And thou muſt cure me; till! know tis done, 
© | How-c'er my haps, my joys will ne er begin, [ Exz, 
hence SC ENS W. 


 ACame, 


Enter FORTINBRAS with an army, 
FoR. Go, captain, from me, greet the Daniſh King, 
Tell him that by his licenſe, Fortinbras 
Claims the conveyance of a promis d march 
Over his realm. You know the rendevouz, 
| If that his majeſty would ought with us, 
1 We ſhall expreſs our duty in his eye, 
And let him know ſo. 
Carr. I will do't, my lord. 


\anand Fox. Go ſoftly on. [ Exit Fortinbras. 
other, Fr Enter HamueT, RoSINCROSSE, Oc. 
e. Hau. Good sir, whoſe powers are theſe? 


h ſpee! | Carr, They are of Norway, Sir. 
Hau. How * purpos d Sir, I pray you? 

Carr. Againſt ſome part of Poland. 

Ham. Who commands them, Sir ? 


alte, Carr, The nephew of old Norway, Fortinbras, 
ht, Hau. Goes it againſt the main of Poland, Sir, 
8. or for ſome frontier ? 


Carr. Truly to ſpeak it, and with no addition, 
We go to gain a little patch of ground 

þ let That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay five ducats, five I would not farm it, 


f conjuring * propos'd, 
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Nor will it yield to Norway or the Pole 
A ranker rate, ſhould it be“ ſold in fee. 


Ham, Why then the Polacke never will defendi,Þ. # 
6 xpoling 


Carr. Yes, tis already garriſon'd. 


Ham. Two thouſand ſouls, and twenty thouſan | 


ducats 

Will not debate the queſtion of this ſtraw ; 
This is th' impoſthume of much wealth and peace, 
That inward breaks, and ſhews no cauſe without 
Why the man dies. I humbly thank you, Sir. 

CaeT. God b'w'ye, Sir. 

Ros. Will'tpleaſe you go, my lord ? 

Ham, I'll be with you, go a little before. [Exc 


Manet HAMLET, 


How all occaſions do inform againſt me, 

And ſpur my dull revenge? what is a man, 

If his chief good and market of his time 

Be but to ſleep and feed? a beaſt, no more. 

Sure he that made us with ſuch large diſcourſe, 

Looking before and after, gave us not 

That capability and god-like reaſon 

To ruſt inus unus'd. Now whether it be 

Beſtial oblivion, or ſome craven ſcruple 

Of thinking too preciſely on th' event, 

(A thought which quarter'd hath but one part vi 
dom, 

And ever three parts coward :) I do not know 

Why yet I live to ſay this thing's to do, 

Sith I have cauſe, and will, and ſtrength, and me 

To do't, Examples groſs as earth exhort me; 

Witneſs this army of ſuch maſs and charge, 


1 
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Led by a delicate and tender prince, 
Whoſe ſpirit with divine ambition puft 
fendü ! Makes mouths at the inviſible event, 
\ Expoſing what is mortal and unſure 
ouſt To all that fortune, death, and danger dare, 
*Ev'n for an egg-ſhell. *Tis not to be great, 
Never to ſtir without great argument; 


ace, But greatly to ſind quarrel in a ſtraw, 
out | When honour's at the ſtake, How ſtand I then, 


That have a father kill'd, a mother ſtain'd, 
(Excitements of my reaſon and my blood) 
| And let all ſleep, while to my ſhame I ſee 
Eren, The imminent death of twenty thouſand men, 
| That for a fantaſie and trick of fame 
60 to their graves like beds, fight for a ſpot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cauſe, 
Which is not tomb enough and continent 
| To hide the ſlain? O then from this time forth, 
My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. 


ſe, SCENE: V. 


Palace. 
Enter QUEEN, HoRAT IO, anda GENTLEMAN. 
Qurkx. I will not ſpeak with her. 
| GENT. She is importunate, 
Indeed diſtract; her mood will needs be pitied. 
| Queen, What would ſhe have ? | 
| GENT, She ſpeaks much of her father; ſays ſhe hears 
There's tricks i'th' world, and hems, and beats her 
nd mew heart, 
ne; | urns enviouſly at ſtraws, ſpeaks things in doubt 
That carry but half ſenſe : her ſpeech is nothing, 
let the unſhaped uſe of it doth move 
The hearers to collection; they aim atit, 
Vor. VIII. N 
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98 H A ML E T. V. 5. 
And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts, 


Which as her winks, and nods, and geſtures yield 
them, 


Indeed would make one think there might be thought; 


Though nothing ſure, yet much unhappily. 
HoR. Twere good ſhe were {ſpoken with, for ſhe 
may ſtrow 
Dangerous conjectures in ill breeding minds. 
Let her come in | 
Qu. To my lick ſoul, as ſin's true nature is, 
Each toy ſeems prologue to ſome great amiſs, 
So full of artleſs jealouſie is guilt, 
It ſpills it ſelf in fearing to be ſpilt. 
Enter OPHELIA diſtracted. 
Opn, Where is the beauteous majeſty of Den- 
mark ? 
QUEEN, How now, „ Ophelia a 
OpH. How ſhould [ your true love know from another 
one? 


By his cockle hat and ſiaff, and his ſandal ſhoon. 
[ Singing, 
Qu EN. Alas, ſweet lady ; ; what imports this 
ſong ? 
Opn. Say you? nay, pray you mark. 
He's dead and gone, lady, he is dead and gone, 
At his head a graſs-green turf, at his heels a ſtone. 
Enter Kixd. 
QUEEN. Nay, but Ophelia 
Oen. Pray you mark, 
White his ſhrowd as the mountain ſnow, 
Qurkx. Alas, look here, my lord. 
Org. Larded with faveet flowers : 
Which bewept to the grave did go, 
With true-love ſhowers, 
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6, [0 KING. How do ye, pretty lady? 
yield 1 Ora, Well, God dil'd you. They ſay the owl was 
| a baker's daughter. Lord, we know what we are, 
cht; a pur know not what we may be. God be at your table, 
| Kins. Conceit upon her father. 
rue Or. Pray let us have no words of this ; - but when 
they aſk you what it means, ſay you this: 
To- morro is St. Valentine's day, all in the morn betime, 
And I a maid at your window, to be your Valentine, 
is, ien up he roſe, and don'd his cloaths, and dupt the cham— 
* ber- door ; 
| Let in a maid, that out a maid never departed more. 
KinG, Pretty Ophelia! 


OrH. Indeed? without an oath, I'll make an end 


g Den- 2 ont. | 
By Gis, and by S. Charity ; 
Allach, and fie for ſhame, 


mother 1" Young men will dot, if they come tot, 
L By cock they are to blame, 
Roth ſhe, before you tumbled me, 
inging. Tou promis'd me to wed : 
ts this So would 1 ha” done, by yonder fun, 


And thou hadſt not come to my bed. 
KixG, How long hath ſhe been thus? 
| Org, IThope all will be well, We mult be pati- 
ent, but I cannot chuſe but weep, to think they ſhould 
F him i' th cold ground; my brother ſhall know of it, 
nd ſo I thank you for your good counſel. Come, my 
coach; good night, ladies; good night, ſweet ladies; 
Pod- night, good- night. | I Zar. 


ICs 


KixG, Follow her cloſe, give her good watch, 1 


pray you; 

us is the poiſon of deep grief, it ſprings 

ll from her father's death. O Gertrude, Gertrude! 
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When ſorrows come, they come not ſingle ſpies, 


; aps, h 


| But in battalions. Firſt, her father ſlain, Laertes 
5 Next your ſon gone, and he moſt violent author 3 Qu: 
; Of his own juſt remove, the people muddied, oh thi 


Thick and unwholſome in their thoughts and whiſpers, | 


ml For good Polonius' death. We've done but greenly, | * 
Wl. In private to inter him; poor Ophelia | 4 KIN 
Ki Divided from her felf, and her fair judgment, LA 
| (Without the which we're pictures, or mere beaſts) ALL 
ll Laſt, and as much containing as all theſe, LAE 
"ok Her brother is in ſecret ceme from France, ALL 
it Feeds on this wonder, keeps himſelf in clouds, | Lat 
5 And wants not buzzers to infect his ear O thou 
Will With peſtilent ſpeeches of his father's death; yg QUE 
[ | | Wherein neceſlity, of nature beggar'd, | Fr LAE 
„ Will nothing ſtick our perſons to arraign m 
W In ear and ear, O my dear Gertrude, this, Crys cu 
lll Like to a murdering piece in many places, | Even he 
i Gives me ſuperfluous death! [4 noiſe wit. Of my t 
bi. | NL 
Wl SCENE VL, That th 
Enter a ME SSENGER, . Let hin 
„ KINO. Where are my Switzers ? let them guard ti There's 
A cd e 
* What is the matter? Acts lit 
Wl Mes. Save your ſelf, my lord. Why ar 
„ The ocean over - peering of his liſt peak n 
„ Eats not the flats with more impetuous haſte, 8 Lat 
0 Than young Laertes, in a rio tous head, Kind 
O'er bears your officers ;-the rabble call him lord, Que 
And as the wor!d were now but to begin, Kind 
Antiquity forgot, cuſtom not known, | Lax 
The ratifiers and props of every word; To hell 
They cry, chuſe we Laertes for our King. Conſcie 
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1 Taps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the Clouds. 


aertes ſhall be King, Laertes King 
QUEEN, How chearfully on the falſe trail the cry, 


1 Joh this is counter, you falſe Daniſh dogs. 


[Note within. 
Enter LAERTES. 


KING. The doors are broke. 
Lats. Where is the King?Sirs! ſtand you all with- 
ALL. No, let's come in. [ out. 
LAER, I pray you give me leave, 
ALL, We will, we will, 
LAER, I thank you; keep the door. 
O thou vile King, give me my father. 
QuEeN. Calmly, good Laertes. 
LAER. That drop of blood that's calm, proclaims 
me baſtard, 
Crzys cuckold to my father, brands the harlot 
Even here between the chaſte and unſmich'd brow 


Of my true mother. 


KinG. What is the cauſe, Laertes, 


| Thatthy rebellion looks ſo giant-like ? 


uard the 


Lord, 


Let him go, Gertrude; do not fear our perſon : 
There's ſuch divinity doth hedge a King 

© That reaſon can but peep to what it would, 

Acts little of it's will. Tell me, Laertes, 

Why are you thus incenſt ? Let him go, Gertrude. 
peak man. 


LER. Where is my father? 

KING. Dead. 

Queen, But not by him. 

King, Let him demand his fill. 

LA ER. How came he dead? III not be juggled with. 


| To hell, allegiance ! vows, to the black devil! 
| Conſcience and grace, to the profoundeſt pit; 
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I dare damnation; to this point I ſtand, 


Fheav' 


That both the worlds I give to negligence, ill our 
Let come what comes; only I'll be reveng'd Ar ma 
Moſt throughly for my Taker | hear 1 

KinG. Who ſhall ſtay you? Should b 

Lazer. My will, nor all the world's. Nature 
And for my means, I'll huſband them ſo well, 1 ſends { 
They ſhall go far with little. After the 


KING. Good Laertes : 


Burn out the ſenſe and vertue of mine eye, 5 


* Or 
5 0 
3 


If you deſire to know the certainty 133 
Of your dear father's death, in your revenge, 1 Far 
(That ſweep-ſtake,) you will draw both friend and T ces 
foe, wee it 
Winner and loſer. Ork. 
LAER. None but his enemies. a-do\ 
KinG. Will you know them then? | 6 falſe f 
Lats. To his good friends thus wide I'll ope ny Þ LER. 
arms, Ork. 
And like the kind life-rendring pelican, pray love 
Repaſt them with my blood. | thoughts, 
King. Why now you ſpeak LAER. 
Like a good child, and a true gentleman. membrane 
That I am guiltleſs of your father's death, orn. 
And am moſt ſenſibly in grief for it, | there's ru, 
It ſhall as level to your judgment pierce, Gall it her] 
As day does to your eye. LA Noiſe within, |þ we with a 
SCENE. VI. Bn r 
Enter OrnkL IA ſantaſticallh dreſt with flraws af 
flowers. Z 
LAER. Let her come in. How now? what noiſc . or, pe 
is that? BY Nat; 
O heat dry up my brains, tears ſeven times ſalt 1 en 


Aſter 


nd and þ 


| 


ill our ſcale turn the beam. O roſe of May! 


T ear maid, kind filter, ſweet Ophelia! 
© heay'ns, is't poſſible a young maid's wits 


$ould be as mortal as an old man's life? 

| Nature is fine in love, and where 'tis fine, 

It ſends ſome precious inſtance of it ſelf 

After the thing it loves. 

* Orn. They bore him bare-fac'd on the bier, 
And on his grave rains many a tear, 

* Fare you well, my dove. 

Lats, Hadſt thou thy wits, and didſt perſwade re- 
Fenge, it could not move thus. 

Ork. You mult ſing, down a-down, and you call 
him a-down-a. O how the wheel becomes it? it is 


| the falſe ſteward that ſtole his maſter's daughter. 


ope ij 


LER. This nothing's more than matter. 
On. There's roſemary, that's for remembrance ; 


pray love remember; and there's pancies, that's for 
| thoughts, E 


LarR. A document in madneſs, thoughts and re- 


membrance fitted. | 


Org. There's fennel for you, arid columbines ; 


| there's rue for you, and here's ſome for me, We may 


aun. 


aus A 


at noiſe 


alt 


* 
5 2 


| Gllit herb of grace a Sundays : you may wear your 
| we with a difference. There's a daſie; I would give 
Pu ſome violets, but they withered all when my fa- 


er dy'd: they ſay, he made a good end; 
For bonny ſweet Robin is all my joy. 


Or, perhaps, 

* Nature is fire in love, and aphbere tis fire 
I ſends ſome precious incenſe of itſelf 

i; After the thing it loves, 
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heav'n, thy madneſs ſhall be paid with weight, 
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Lazer. Thought, and affliction, paſſion, hell it ſel, 


She turns to favour, and to prettineſs. 
Oph. And vill he not come again? 

And will he not come again? 

No, no, he's dead, go to thydeath-bed, 

le never will come again. 

His beard as white as ſnow, 
All flaxen was his pole : 
He is gone, he is gone, and we caſt away mone, 
Gramercy on his foul 


And of all chriſtian ſouls | God b'w'ye. [Exit Opt Þþ 


LAER. Do you ſee this, you Gods! 


KING. Laertes, I muſt commune with your grie, 


Or you deny me right : go but a-part, 

Make choice of whom your wiſeſt friends you will, 
And they ſhall hear and judge 'wixt you and me; 
If by direct or by collateral hand 


They find us touch d, we will our kingdom give, 


Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours 
To you in ſatisfaction. But if not, 
Be you content to lend your patience to us, 
And we ſhall jointly labour with your ſoul, 
To give it due content. 
LAER. Let this be ſo, 

His means of death, his obſcure funeral; 
No trophy ſword, nor hatchment o er his bones, 
No noble rite, nor formal oſtentati on; 
Cry to be heard, as twere from heav'n to earth, 
That I muſt call in queſtion. 

KING. So you ſhall : | 
And where th' offence is, let the great ax fall. 


I pray you go with me, CExeu" 
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8 RE NE PIII. 


Enter Ho RATIO, with an attendant. 


Hor, What are they that would ſpeak with me? 
Ser. Sailors, Sir, they ſay they have len for you. 
Hok. Let them come in. 


L do not know from what part of the 3 


I hould be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet. 
| Enter SAILORS. 
SAIL, God bleſs you, Sir, 
HoR, Let him bleſs thee too. 
Sa1L, He ſhall, Sir, an't pleaſe him. There's a 


letter for you, Sir : It comes from th' ambaſſador 


that was bound for England, if your name be Horatio, 


: c 


3 a3 I am let to know it is. 


HoR. reads the letter. | 
ORATIO, when thou ſhalt have overlook'd 
this, give theſe fellows ſome means to the 
King: they have letters for him. Ere we were two 


? Y days old at ſea, a pirate of very warlike appointment 


gave us Chace. Finding ourſelves too flow of fail, we 
put on acompelled valour, and in the grapple I boar- 


IM ded them : on the inſtant they got clear of our ſhip, 


. 2 alone became their priſoner. They have dealt 
© with me, like thieves of mercy, but they knew what 


; | they did. I am to do a good turn for them. Let the 
1 L J. bos have the letters I have ſent, and repair thou to 


me with as much haſte as thou wouldeſt fly death. 
© I have words to ſpeak i in thy ear, will make thee 
| « dumb, yet are they much too light for the matter. 
Theſe good fellows will bring thee where I am, Ro- 


J. (ror and Guildenſtern hold their courſe for En- 


land. Of them I have much to tell thee, farewel. 


He that thou knoweſt thine, HAuLET. 
Vou, VIII. ; O 
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Come, I vill make you way for theſe your letters, | % ſiſter 
And do't the ſpeedier, that you may dire& me | Whole 
To him from whom you brought them. [Exeun, 1 Stood c 
For her 
| SCENE IX. . F KIN 
Enter KING, and LAERTES. } Ni 
KinG. Now mult your conſcience my acquittance i That w 
ſeal, That w 
And you muſt put me in your heart for frinnd. . ws 
I lov'd 


Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 
That he which hath your noble father ſlain, 


: And th; 
Purſued my life. 


LAER, It well appears. But tell me, Ms 
Why you proceeded not againſt theſe feats, KiNC 
So crimeful and ſo capital in nature, Ms. 
As by your ſafety, wiſdom, all things elſe, They w 
You mainly were ſtirr'd up? E Kinc 

KING. Two ſpecial reaſons, ; 
Which may to you, perhaps, feem much unſinew'd, * Hig 


on you 
your ki 
pardon 
den ret 


And yet to me are ſtrong. The Queen, his mother, 
Lives almoſt by his looks; and for my ſelf, 
My virtue or my plague, be't either which, 

She's ſo conjunctive to my life and ſoul ; 
That as the {tar moves not but in his ſphere, 
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| What ſh 


I could not but by her. The other motive, at 
Why to a publick count I might not go, or is ĩt ſ. 
Is the great love the general gender bear him; LAER 
Who dipping all his faults in their affection, | Kine, 
Would, like the ſpring that turneth wood to ſtone; Naked, a 
Convert his gyves to graces, So my arrows Alone: « 
Too lightly timbred for ſo loud a wind, LAER 
Would have reverted to my bow again, lt warms 
And not where I had aim'd them. That 1 fh 
LAER, And ſo have Ja noble father loſt, Thus did 
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rs, | A ſiſter driven into deſperate terms, 
| Whoſe worth, if praiſes may go back again, 
eum. | $ood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections- But revenge will come. | 
E KING. Break not your ſleeps for that, you muſt 
ö ; not think 
| That we are made of ſtuff ſo flat and dull 
That we can let our beard be ſhook with danger, 
And think it paſtime. You ſhall ſoon hear more. 
I loy'd your father, and we love your ſelf, 
And that I hope will teach you to imagine 
5 Enter MESSENGER, 
Mes. Theſe to your Majeſty : this to the Queen, 
Kix G. From Hamlet? who brought them? 
Mes, Sailors, my lord, they ſay, I ſaw them not: 
They were given me by Claudio, he receiv'd them. 
K1XG, Laertes, you {hall hear them, leave us, all-- 
| [ Exit Meſ. 
new'd, Ml * High and mighty, you ſhall know I am ſet naked 
other, on your kingdom. To-morrow ſhall I beg leave to ſee 
Hour kingly eyes. When I ſhall, firſt aſking you 
pardon thereunto, recount th' occaſion of my ſud- 
den return. 


üttance 


; Hamlet. 
What ſhould this mean? are all the reſt come back? 
or is it ſome abuſe—and no ſuch things? 
Lats, Know you the hand? 
| Kine, Tis Hamlet's character; 
Naked, and (in a poſtcript here, he ſays) 
[Alone : can you adviſe me ? 

Lars, I'm loſt in it, my lord; but let him come, 
It warms the very ſickneſs i in my any 
That I ſhall live and tell him to his teeth, 
Thus diddeſt thou, 


o ſtone, 


O0 2 


18% Au F. 1V:'9; 
KING. If it be ſo, Laertes, 


As how ſhould it be ſo ? — how otherwiſe !—— 
Will you be rul'd by me? 


LAER. I, ſo you'll not o'er-rule me to a peace, 
KING. To thine own peace: if he be now retura'd, 


As liking not his voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it; I will work him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device, 

Under the which he ſhall not chuſe but fall : 


And for his death no wind of blame ſhall breathe, 


But ev'n his mother ſhall uncharge the practice, 
And call it accident, 
LAER. I will be rul'd, 
The rather if you could deviſe it ſo 
That I might be the inſtrument. 

KING. It falls right: 

Vou have been talkt of ſince your travel much, 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality 
Wherein they ſay you ſhine; your ſum of parts 
Did not together pluck ſuch envy from him, 

As did that one, and that in my regard 

Of the unworthieſt ſiege. 

LAER. What part is that, my lord? 

KING. A very feather in the cap of youth, 
Yet needful too, for youth no leſs becomes 
The light and careleſs livery that it wears, 

Than ſettled age his ſables, and his weeds, 
Importing health and graveneſs. Two months f 
Here was a cenileman; of Normandy 

I've ſeen my ſelf and ſerv'd againſt the French, 
And they can well on horſe-back; but this gallant 
Had witchcraft in't, he grew unto his ſear ; 

And to ſuch wondrous doing brought his horſe, 

As he had been incorps'd and dem) -natur'd 
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ith the brave beaſt; ſo far he paſt my thought, 


— | That lin forgery of ſhapes and tricks, 
| Tome ſhort of what he did. 

ace, Þ LER. A Norman was't ? 

turn # King, A Norman. 


* Lats, Upon my life, Lamond. 
7 King. The very ſame. 
2 Lats. I know him well, he is the brooch, indeed, 
And gem of all the nation, 
the, EIxG. He made confeſhon of you, 
7X And gave you ſuch a maſterly report, 

For art and excrciſe in your defence; 

And for your rapier molt eſpecial, 

That he cry'd out, twould be a fight indeed, 
If one could match you. This report of his 
bid Hamlet ſo envenom with his envy, 


is | T hat he could nothing do, but wiſh and beg 
| Your ſudden coming o'er to play with him. 
arts | Now out of this. 


2? Lars, What out af this, my lord ? 
7 Kixs, Laertes, was your father dear to you : r 
Or are you like the painting of a ſorrow, 
A face without a heart? 
1, | ? Lats, Why aik you this ? 
= King, Not that I think you did not love your fa- 
| , ther, 
Fut that 1 know love is begun by time; 
us ſnce Pod that! ſee in paſſages of proof, 
| Fine qualifies the ſpark and fire of it: 
h, : Where lives within the very flame of love 
allant kind of wick or ſnuff that will abate it, 
N50 nothing is at a like goodneſs ſtill; 
+ or goodneſs growing to a pleuriſie, 
3 Pic: in his own too much ; what we would do, 
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We ſhould do when we would; for this would chan 


ges, 
And hath abatements and delays as many 
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents, 


And then this /hould is like a ſpend-thrift's ſigh 


That hurts by eaſing ; but to th? quick o'th' ulcer- 
Hamlet comes back ; what would you undertake 


To ſhew your ſelf pour father's ſon indeed, 


More than in words ? 

LAER. To cut his throat 1'th' church. 
KING. No place indeed ſhould murther ſanctuariſe; 
Revenge ſhould have no bounds; but, good Laertes 
Will you do this, keep cloſe within your chamber! 
Hamlet return'd, ſhall know you are come home: 


We'll put on thoſe ſhall praiſe your excellence, 


And ſet a double varniſh on the fame 

The Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together, 
And wager on your heads. He being remiſs, 

Moſt generous, and free from all contriving, 

Will not peruſe the foils ; ſo that with eaſe, 

Or with a little ſhuffling, you may chuſe 


A ſword þ unbated, and in a paſs of practice 


Requite him for your father, 
LAER. I will do't; 
And for the purpoſe I'll anoint my ſword : 
I bought an unction of a mountebank, 
So mortal, that but dip a knife in it, 
Where it draws blood, no cataplaſm ſo rare, 
Collected from all ſimples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can ſave the thing from death, 
That is but ſcratch'd withal ; I'll touch my point 


+ That is, not blunted, as foyls are. Or as one edition 145 th 
embaited or envenomed, 
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A chan. With this contagion, if I gall him ſlightly 


If may be death. 
7 King. Let's farther think of this, 
8, v eigh what convenience both of time and means 
& |} Y ay fit us to our ſhape, If this ſhould fail, 
alcer— | Ind that our drift look through our bad performance, 
ake were better not afſay'd ; therefore this project 


| Should have a back, or ſecond, that might hold, 
| if this ſhould blaſt in proof, Soft—let me ſee— 
we'll make a ſolemn wager on your cunnings, 
tuariſe, N Hha't when in your motion you are hot, 
And make your bouts more violent to th' end, 
And that he calls for drink; I'll have prepar'd him 
HA chalice for the nonce; whereon but ſipping, 
he by chance eſcape your venom'd tuck, 
Hur purpoſe may hold there. How now, ſweet Queen? 


Laertes, 
[mber! 
me: 
ce, 


together 18 


9 Enter QUEEN, 

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 
V faſt they follow): your ſiſter's drown'd, Laertes. 
LaER. Drown'd! oh where? 5 

© Queen, There is a willow grows aſlant a brook, 
That ſhews his hoar leaves in the glaſſie ſtream : 

There with fantaſtick garlands did ſhe come, 

bi crow-flowers, nettles, daiſies, and long purples 
[at liberal ſhepherds give a groſſer name, 

ut our cold maids do dead mens fingers call them. 
here on the pendant boughs, her coronet weeds 
lambring to hang, an envious liver broke; 

hen down her weedy trophies and her ſelf 

ell in the weeping brook ; her cloaths ſpread wide, 
id mermaid-like, a while they bore her up; 

lich time ſhe chaunted ſnatches of old tunes, 
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As one incapable of her own diſtreſs, LY 2 Ci 
Or like a creature native, and indewed EY 1 CL 
Unto that element: but long it could not be, elſe. Fo 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, | 1 ingly, 1t 
Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay It is to a 
To muddy death. | her ſelf 
LAER. Alas then, ſhe is drown'd ! Ly 2 CL 
QUEEN. Drown'd, drown'd. ; 1 Ch 
LAER. Too much of water haſt thou, poor Opt: good: h 
lia, | this wat 


And therefore I forbid my tears: but yet 

It is our trick, nature her cuſtom holds, 

Let ſhame ſay what it will; when theſe are gone, 
The woman will be out: adien, my lord, 

I have a ſpeech of fire that fain would blaze, 


| he goes; 
him, and 
he that! 
his own 
2 0 


2 


Rh 


But that this folly drowns it. [Eu 1 Ci 
KING. Follow, Gertrude : ö 2 Ce 
How much had I to do to calm his rage? had not 
Now fear I, this will give it ſtart again, tied out 
Therefore let's follow. _ LE 1 Cr 
| | | more pit 

this wor: 


420 T N. SCENE bother ch 
gentleme 


A CHURCH. they hol 


Enter two CLOWNS, with ſpades and mattocb. 2:Ct 

I CLOWN. 1 0¹ 
$ ſhe to be buried in chriſtian burial, that willfu 2 Cr 
ly ſeeks her own ſalvation ? | I CL 

2 CLowN. I tell thee, ſhe is; therefore mi nderſta 
her grave ſtreight, the crowner hath ſate on her, agg d; 
finds it chriſtian burial, | Neeſtion 

I CLown, How can that be, unleſs ſhe droit ole, co 
her ſelf in her own defence ? 2 Q 


Vol. 
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2 Crowx. Why tis foand ſo. 

I 1 CLOwN. It mult be /e 9fendendo, it cannot be 
| elſe. For here lies the point; if I drown my ſelf wit- 


K, ; : fiogly, i it argues an act; and an act hath three branches, 
1y It is to act, to do, and to perform; argal, ſhe drown'd 
| . ſelf wittingly. 


2 Crow x. Nay, but hear you, goodman Delver. 


I CrLowWxN. Give me leave; here lyes the water, 
or Ofhe good: here ſtands the man, good: if the man go to 
this water, and drown himſelf; it is will he, nill he, 
be goes; mark you that: but if the water come to 
bim, and drown him; he drowns not himſelf. Argal, 
he that is not guilty of his own death, ſhortens not 
his own life, 
= 2 CLown, But is this law? 
1 CLown. Ay marry is't, crowners quelt law, 
2 Clown. Will you ha' the truth on't ? if this 
had not been a gentlewoman, ſhe ſhou'd have been bu- 
tied out of chriſtian burial. 


[Excu I Clown, Why there thou ſay'ſt. And the 
more pity that great folk ſhould have countenance in 


this world to drown or hang themſelves, more than 
other chriſtians. Come, my ſpade ; there is no ancient 
gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers and grave-makers; 
they hold up Adam's profeſſion. _ 

| 2 Clown, Was he a gentleman ? 

I CLown, He was the firſt that ever bore arms. 

2 CLown, Why, he had none. 

I CLown. What, art a heathen? how doſt thou 
underſtand the ſcripture ? the ſcripture ſays, Adam 
digg d; could he dig without arms? I'll put another 
queſtion to thee; if thou anſwereſt me not to the pur- 
ole, confeſs thy ſelf. 
2 CLown, Go to, 
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1 CLown. What is he that builds ſtronger thin 
either the maſon, the ſhip-wright, or the carpenter! 
2 CLowNn. The gallows maker, for that frame 


out- lives a thouſand tenants. 


I CLown, I like thy wit well in good faith, the 
gallows well; but how does it well? it does well t 
thoſe that do ill: now thou doſt ill to ſay the gallons 
is built ſtronger than the church; argal, the galloys 
may do well to thee. To't again, come. 

2 CLowNn. Who builds ſtronger than a maſon, 
a ſhip-wright, or a carpenter ? 
I CLown. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 

2 CLowN. Marry, now I can tell, 

I CLowNn, Tot. 

2 CLown. Maſs, I cannot tell. 

Enter HAMLET and HORAT10 at a diſtance. 

I CLowNn. Cudgel thy brains no more about it; 
for your dull aſs will not mend his pace with beating 
and when you are a{k*d this queſtion next, ſay a grave: 
maker. The houſes he makes, laſt *till dooms-day: 
go, get thee to Youghan, fetch me a ſtoup of liquor. 

| [Exit 2 Clow, 


He digs and ſings. 
In youth when I did love, did love, 
Methought it was very feet 3 
To contract oh the time for a my behove, 
Oh methought there was nothing meet, 
Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his bulſineh, 
that he ſings at grave-making ? 
Hok. Cuſtom hath made it to him a property ol 
eaſineſs. 
Ham. Tis e'en ſo; the hand of little imploymelt 
hath the daintier ſenſe. 


HA! 


ng on 
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this mi 
fo'er- 
it not? 


Hos 
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morrou 
might b 
ſuch a « 
it not? 
Hon 
Hax 
1 chopleſ: 


Eton's {p: 


Z trick to 


ding, b 
: think or 


A 


0, 


Ham 
(cull of a 
quillets : 


HAMLET. V. I. 115 


ger than | : Clown ſings. 
penter! But age with his ſtealing ſteps, 
t frame WY Hath claw'd me in his clutch : 


And hath ſhipped me into the land, 


ith, the As if ne'er had been ſuch. 

-wells Ham, That {cull had a tongue init, and could 
oallow ſing once; how the knave jowles it to the ground, as 
gallons il it were Cain's jaw-bone, that did the firſt murther ! 

this might be the pate of a politician which this aſs 
maſon, fo er- offices; one that could circumvent God, might 
it not? 

Y Ho. It might, my lord. 


| Ham, Or ofa courtier, which could ſay, good- 
5 morrow {weet lord; how doſt thou, good lord? this 
might be my lord ſack a one, that prais d my lord 

. ſuch a ones horſe, when he meant to beg it; might 

bout it; I it not? 

beating | Hor. Ay, my lord. 

a grave Ham, Why e'en ſo: and now my lady Worm's, 

ms-day: [chopleſs, and knockt about the mazzard with a ſex- 

liquor, ton's ſpade. Here's a fine revolution, if we had the 

Clown Erick to ſee't. Did theſe bones coſt no more the bree- 
ding, but to play at loggers with 'em? mine ake to 
think on't, 
| Clown ſings. 

A pick-axe and a ſpade, a ſpade, 

8 and, a ſhrouding ſheet ! 


buſineſs, | „a pit of clay, for to be made 
| 775 fuch a gueſi is meet. 
opert) of Ham, There's another : why may not that be the 


[cull of a lawyer? where be his quiddits now? his 
ploymelt quillets? his caſes? his tenures, and his tricks? why 


+ Tn one edition o' er-reaches. 
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does he ſuffer this rude knave now to knock him 1. 


bout the ſconce with a dirty ſhovel, and will not tel z 
| Joul, the 


him of his action of battery? hum! this fellow migh 
be in's time a great buyer of land, with his ſtatute, 


his recognizances, his fines, his double vouchers, hi 


recoveries, Is this the fine of his fines, and the reco- 
very of his recoveries, to have his fine pate full of fi 
dirt? will his vouchers vouch him no more of his pu 
chaſes, and double ones too, than the length and 
breadth of a pair of indentures ? the very conveyance 
of his lands will hardly lye in this box; and mult the 
inheritor himſelf have no more? ha? 

Ho Rx. Not a jot more, my lord. 

HAM. Is not parchment made of ſheep-ſkins ? 

Ho R. Ay my lord, and of calf-ſkins too. 

Ham. They are ſheep and calves that ſeek outal 
ſurance in that, I will ſpeak to this fellow: Whole 
grave's this, firrah ? _ 

CLowNn. Mine, Sir 

O, a pit of clay for to be made, 
For ſuch a ghoſt i is meet. 

HAM. I think it be thine indeed; for thou lieſtint 

CL OWN. You lie out on't, Sir, wt therefore it 
not yours; for my part I do not lie in't, yet it 1 
mine, 

Hau. Thou doſt lie in't, to be in't, and ſay ti 


thine; tts for the dead, not for the quick, therefore 


thou iy ſt. 


CLOWN. *Tis a quick lie, Sir, *twill away again 


from me to you. 
Ham, What man doſt thou dig it for ? 
CLowN. For no man, Sir. 
HAM. What woman then? 
CLOWN. For none neither. 
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him . Hau. Who is to be buried in't? 


not tel CLown. One that was a woman, Sir; but reſt her 
w mich: Poul, ſhe's dead. 

ſtatuts, Han. How abſolute the knave is? we muſt ſpeak 
hers, his | Sy the card, or equivocation will follow us, By the 


he reco : Jord, Horatio, theſe three years I have taken note of 


11 of fne Ft, the age is grown ſo picked, that the toe of the 


* his pur- ¶ peaſant comes ſo near the heel of our courtier, he galls 
ngth and bis kibe. How long haſt thou been a grave-maker ? 
veyancs 3 CLown. Ofall the days! th' year, I came to't that 
mult the day that our laſt King Hamlet o'ercame Fortinbras. 
Hau. How long is that fince ? 
Crow x. Cannot you tell that? every fool can 
ins? tell that: it was that very day that young Hamlet 


K outal: I Ham. Ay marry, why was he ſent into England ? 
; Whol Crow v. Why, becauſe he was mad; he ſhall 


lieſt int. 
efore its WF Ham, How came he mad ? 

yet it; Clown, Very ſtrangely, they ſay. 

Hau. How ſtrangely ? 

Crow x. Faith e'en with loſing his wits. 
Hau. Upon what ground? 
> CLown. Why, here in Denmark, I have been 
exton here, man and boy, thirty years. 
: Ham, How long will a man he 1'th' earth ere he 
Fot? | 
CLO WN. I faith, if he be not rotten before he die, 
[5 we have many pocky coarſes now-a- days, that will 


arce hold the laying in) he will laſt you ſome eight 


id ſay 'ti 
therefore 
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Hor 


year, or nine year; a tanner will laſt you nine year, 
Ham. Why he, more than another ? Ha 
CLowNn. Why Sir, his hide is ſo tann'd with hi . 1 hy m: 
trade, that he will keep out water a great while, Alex ande 
your water is a fore decayer of your whorſon de Ho 
body. Here's a {cull now has lain in the earth thre: Jer ſo. 


and twenty years, Han 
HAM. Whoſe was it? her Wil 
CLowNn. A whorſon mad fellow s it was; who: s thus : 
do you think it was? xande 
Ham. Nay, I know not. ] Warth W 


CLowN. A peſtilence on him for a mad rogue, Ne was c 
he pour d a flagon of rheniſh on my head once. T Inperial 
ſame ſcull, Sir, was Yorick's {cull, the king's jeſter, Wight ſt 

Ham, This? Ph, that 


CLowN, E'en that. 

Ham. Alas poor Yorick ! I knew him, Horatio, 
fellow of infinite jeſt; of moſt excellent fancy: he 
hath born me on his back a thouſand times: and nov 
how abhorred in my imagination it is! my gorge riſe 
at it. Here hung thoſe lips that I have kiſs'd I know 
not how oft, Where be your gibes now ? your gant 


Whould p 
1 but ſoft | 


nter K 


The Que 


bols? your ſongs ? your flaſhes of merriment thi low 
were wont to ſet the table 5 a roar ? not one now, nd with 
mock your own grinning? quite chop-fallen ? nov he coar 
get you to my lady” s Chamber, and tell her, let het Mor. do it: 
paint an inch thick, to this favour ſhe muſt come; ouch we 
make her laugh at that—pr'ythee, Horatio, tell mW Lazg, 
one thing, | Hay,” 
Hor, What's that, my lord? Lars. 
Ham, Doſt thou think Alexander look'd o i parks. 
faſhion 1'th' earth? IS We hay 
Hor. E'en ſo, Ind but t. 
Hau. And ſmelt ſo, puh? [Smelling to the [cle houlg 
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ae years, Ho. E'en ſo, my lord. 

Hau. To what baſe uſes we may return, Horatio! 
with ba * may not imagination trace the noble duſt of A- 
ile, zu rander, till he find it ſtopping a bung-hole ? 


ſon dead 
th thre: 


Honk. Twere to conſider too curiouſly, to conſi- 
ger ſo. 

[2 Ham. No faith, not a TY But to follow him thi- 
her with modeſty enough, and likelihood to lead it; 

thus: Alexander died, Alexander was buried, A- 

xander returneth to duſt; the duſt is earth; of 

E we make loam, and why of that loam whereta 

de was converted, might they not ſtop a beer-barrel ? 

ew Caeſar dead and turn'd to clay, 

Wight ſtop a hole to keep the wind away: 

Oh, that that earth, which kept the world in awe, 

Whould patch a wall, t'expell the winter's flaw ! 

ut ſoft ! but ſoft a while here comes the king. 


$ 5 Whole 


id rogue, 
ce. Thi 
7's jelter 


Ioratio, 


ancy: he Y 

and nov S G EN E II. 
orge riſes {ſer KIx G, QUEEN, LAERTES, and a coffin, with 
'd 1 knov i Lords and Prieſts attendant. 
our gam he Queen, the courtiers. What is that they fol- 
nent th low, 


e NOW, (0 
len? nol 
er, let het 
iſt come; 
1p tell me 


Ind with ſuch maimed rites ? this doth betoken, 

The coarſe they follow did with deſperate hand 

Nor- do its own life; 'twas of ſome eſtate. 

ouch we a while, and mark. 

Lats, What ceremony elle ? 

Hau. That is Laertes, a moſt noble youth: mark— 
Lars. What ceremony elſe? 

PRIEST. Her obſequies have been as far enlarg'd 
s ve have warranty; her death was doubtful, 

ind but that great command o'er-ſways the order, 

e mould! in ground unſanctiſied have lodg'd 


I'd o' this 
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Till the laſt trump. For charitable prayers, 


Like w 
Shards, flints, and pebbles, ſhould be thrown on her: 7 | 


Yet here ſhe is allow'd her virgin rites, Hamle 
Her maiden ſtrewments, and the bringing home EY Lat 
Of bell and burial. _ Har 
LE AR. Muſt no more be done? Ipry'tk 
PRIEST. No more be done: For thc 
We ſhould prophane the ſervice of the dead, Vet ha. 
To ſing a Requiem, and ſuch reſt to her Which 
As to peace - parted ſouls, Kix 
LAER. Lay her i'th' earth, © Qur 
And from her fair and unpolluted fleſh | Hos 
May violets ſpring ! I tell thee, churliſh prieſt, 7 
A miniſtring angel ſhall my ſiſter be, Har 
When thou lieſt howling. Until m 
HAM. What, the fair Ophelia! Our 
UEEN. Sweets to the ſweet, farewel ! Han 


IT hop'd thou would'ſt have been my Hamlet's wife: could n 
I thought thy bride · bed to have deck d, ſwect maid, Make uf 


And not have ſtrew'd thy grave. Kix 

LAER. O treble woe. E Que 
Fall ten times treble on that curſed head, | Haw 
Whoſe wicked deed thy molt ingenious ſenſe Woo't 


Depriv'd thee of. Hold off the earth a while, 
Till I have caught her once more in my arms, 
[ Laertes /eaps into the grit 
Now pile your duſt upon the quick and dead, 
Till of this flat a mountain you have made, 
T' o'er-top old Pelton, or the ſkyiſh head 
Of blue Olympus. | 


Woo't 0 
Ill do't 
To out- 
Be buric 
And if t 
Millions 


Ham. [diſcovering himſelf. | What is he, whole Windging 
oriefs Make O 

Bear ſuch an emphaſis ? whoſe phraſe of ſorrow II rant 
Conjures the wandring ſtars, and makes them ſtand WW Kine 


Vol. 
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Like wonder-wounded hearers ? this is I, 


on her: © [ Hamlet /eaps into the grave. 
Hamlet the Dane. 


| Ham. Thou pray'ſt not well. 
I pry'thee take thy fingers from my throat— 
For though I am not ſplenative and raſh, 
| vet have I in me ſomething dangerous, 
Which let thy wiſdom fear. Hold off thy hand. 
| Kins, Pluck them aſunder— 
Queen, Hamlet, Hamlet 
Ho. Good my lord be quiet. 
t, . [T he attendants part them. 
Hau. Why, I will fight with him upon this theme, 
Until my eye-lids will no longer wag. 
| QuzxN. Oh my ſon! what theme? 
Ham. I lov'd Ophelia; forty thouſand brothers 
et's wife: Could not with all their quantity of love 
et maid, Make up my ſum. What wilt thou do for her? 
KixG. O he is mad, Laertes. 
© Quexn. For love of God forbear him, 
Ham. Come ſhew me what thou'lt do. 


ſe Woo't weep? woo't fight? woo't faſt? woo't tear 
le, thyſelf? 
ns, Woo't 2k up Eſill, eat a crocodile ! 
the gie l do't. Doſt thou come hither but to whine ; 
d, To out- face me with leaping in her grave ? 
p Be buried quick with her; and ſo will I; 
And if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us, till our ground 
he, whotindging his pate againſt. the burning zone, 
Make Offa like a wart! nay, an thou'lt mouth, 
rrow Il rant as well as thou. 
em ſtand King, This is mere madneſs ; 


Vor. VIII, Q_ 


LAER. The devil take thy ſoul! [G rappling with him, 
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And thus a while the fit will work on him: 
Anon as patient as the female dove, 
When that her golden cuplets are diſclos'd, 
His ſilence will fit drooping. 

Ham. Hear you Sir— 


What is the reaſon that you us'd me thus? 


I lov'd you ever; but it is no matter 
Let Hercules himſelf do what he may, 
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. [Exi, 
KiNG, I pray you oy Horatio, wait upon him, 
| [ Exit Hor, 
Strengthen your patience i in our laſt night's ſpeech. 
[To Laertes, 
We'll put the matter to the preſent puſh. 
Good Gertrude ſet ſome watch over your ſon. 
This grave ſhall have a living monument. 
An hour of quiet ſhortly ſhall we ſee; 
Till then, in patience our proceeding be. 


SCENE HEL 
| . 
Enter HaMLET and HORATIO. 


Hau. So much for this, now ſhall you ſee the other. 


You do remember all the circumſtance, 
Hok. Remember it, my lord? 


Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting 


That would not let me ſleep; methought I lay 


| Worſe than the mutineers in bilboes; raſhneſs 


(And prais'd be raſhneſs for it) lets us know 
Our indiſcretion ſometimes ſerves us well, 


When our deep plots do fail; and that ſhould teach us 


There's a Divinity that ſhapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 
Hok. That is molt certain. 


ö But wil 
LExeun. WW 
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xit Hor, 
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[ Exeunt, 


the other. 
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Ham. Up from my cabin, 


5 N ſea-gown ſcarft about me, in the dark 
EZ Grop'd 1 to find out them; had my deſire, 
Fs Finger d their packet, adi in fine withdrew 
Jo mine own room again, making ſo bold 


(y fears forgetting manners) to unſeal 


[7 Their grand commithon, where I found, Horatio, 
A royal knavery ; an exact command, 

Larded with many ſeveral ſorts of reaſons, 

E Importing Denmark's health, and England's too, 
(With ho! ſuch buggs and goblings in my life,) 
That on the ſupervize, no leiſure bated, 

No not to ſtay the grinding of the ax, 

My head ſhould be ſtruck off. 


Ho R. Is't poſlible ? 
HAM. Here's the commiſſion, read it at more leiſure; 


But wilt thou hear now how did proceed? 


Hok. I beſeech you. 
Hau. Being thus benetted round with villains, 
Fre I could make a prologue to my brains, 
They had begun the play. I ſate me down, 
Deris daa new commiſſion, wrote it fair: 
(H once did hold it as our itatiſts do, 
A baſeneſs to write fair; and labour d much 
low to forget that learning; but, Sir, now _ 
N t did me yeoman s ſervice) wilt thou know 
(Th! effect of what I wrote ? 
| Ho R. Ay, good my lord. 
| Ham. An earneſt conjuration from the king, 
As England was his faichful tributary, 
5 love between them like the palm might flouriſh, 
As peace ſhould (till her wheaten garland wear, 
ind ſtand a comma 'tween their amities, 
ind many ſuch like As's of great charge; 


22 
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That on the view and knowing theſe contents, Than te 
Without debatement further, more or leſs, © Bur 1 ar 
He ſhould the bearers put to ſudden death, That tc 
No ſhriving time allow'd. 6 
Ho R. How was this ſeal' d? | 
Ham. Why ev'nin that was heaven ordinant; 


I had my father's ſignet in my purſe, Into a tc 


Which was the model of that Daniſh ſeal : Hok 

I folded the writ up in form of th' other, 

Subſcrib'd it, gave th' impreſſion, plac'd it ſafely, | 

The change was never known: now, the next day 9 

Was our ſea- fight, and what to this was ſequent, Os. 

Thou know'ſt already. Sy 
Hos. So, Guildenſtern and Roſincroſſe go tot. Han 


Ham, They are not near my conſcience ; - their 
defeat 
Doth by their own inſinuation grow: 
Tis dangerous when baſer nature comes 
Between the paſs, and fell incenſed points 
Of mighty oppoſites. 
Ho R. Why, what a king is this? 


Brater-fl 
Honk. 
Hau. 
vice to! 
let a be: 
It the k 


kious in 


HM. Does it not, think'ſt thou, ſtand me now upon! WF Os R. 
He that hath kill'd my king, and whor'd my mother, WW ſhould 
Popt in between th' election and my hopes, Hau. 
Thrown out his angle for my proper life, Put your 
And with ſuch cozenage ; is't not perfect conſcience, WF Osx. 
To quit him with this arm? and is't not to be damn'd Hax. 


To let this canker of our nature come Iorther] 


In further evil ? Os. 
Hos, It muſt be ſhortly known to him from Eg Hau. 
Ms omplex 
What is the iſſue of the buſineſs there. Os R. 


Ham. It will be ſhort. 
The Interim's mine, and a man's life's no more 


5 han to ſay, one. 
| Put 1 am very ſorry, good Horatio, 
That to Laertes I forgot my ſelf; 
'H by the image of my cauſe l ſee 
he pourtraiture of his ; I'll court his favours : 


int ; Pat ſure the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a tow'ring paſſion. 
Hon. Peace, who comes here? 
day Enter Os RIck. 
ent, os a. Your lordſhip is right welcome back to Den- 
ht 
to't. | | Ham, I humbly thank you, Sir, Doſt know his 
e; their Vater-fly? 
Honk. No, my good lord, 
Hau. Thy ſtate is the more gracious; for *tis a 
5 ice to know him: he hath much land, and fertile; 
let a beaſt be lord of beaſts, and his crib ſhall ſtand 
I the king's meſſe; tis a chough; but as I ſay, ſpa- 
1ous in the poſſeſſion of dirt. 
ow upon! Os. Sweet lord, if your * lordſhip were at leiſure, 
mother, {WW ſhould impart a thin g to you from his majeſty. 
Hau. I will receive it with all diligence of ſpir; 
put your bonnet to his right uſe, *tis for the head. 
fcience, Os. I thank your lordſhip, 'tis very hot. 
e damn d Hau. No, believe me, 'tis very cold, the wind is 
zortherly. | 
| Osx, It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 
rom Eng: Ham, Methinks it is very ſultry, and hot for my 


omplexion. 
Os R. Exceedingly, my lord, it is very ſultry, as 


nore # Friendſhip, 
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hilts, moſt delicate carriages, and of very liberal cor 


ſon in tryal. 
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*twere, I cannot tell how: My lord, his maje | N Ea 
ſty bid me ſigaifie to you, that he has laid a great veſþ ſhe majeſt. 
ger on your head; Sir, this is the matter 2] g 


| Fkt the foi 
Ham, I beſeech you remember | 1 e King 


Os g. Nay in good faith, for mine eaſe in god An: if ne 
faith: Sir, you are not ignorant of what excellene . gd hits. 
Laertes is at his weapon. os 8 

Hau. What's his weapon? Hau. 

Os R. Rapier and dagger. | | ature will 

Ham. That's two of his weapons; but well, . 

Os x. The King, Sir, has wag'd with him fix Bar Hu. 
bary horſes, againſt the which he impon d, as I take N imſelf, the 
it, fix French rapiers and poniards, with their aſſigns, W Hog. 1 


as girdle, hangers, or ſo: three of the carriages in 
faith are very dear to fancy, very reſponſive to th: WF Hau. H 
Hus has he 
know the 
the time, an 
elty collec 
Wrouph the 
( 0 but blow 


ceit. 

Ham, What call you the carriages ? 

Os R. The carriages, Sir, are the hangers, 

Ham. The phraſe would be more germane to te 
matter, if we could carry cannon by our ſides ; I would 
it might be hangers 'till then. But on; fix Barbar 


horſes, againſt fix French ſwords, their aſſigns, and Lord, B 
three liberal-conceited carriages, that's the Frend Hou by youn 
bett againſt the Daniſh ; why is this impon'd, as ja Wo attend h 
call it ? leaſure hole 
Os Rx. The King, Sir, hath laid, that in a do: i e longer t 
paſſes between you and him, he ſhall not exceed J Hau. 1 3 
, three hits; he hath laid on twelve for nine, and! de King's ple 
would come to immediate tryal, if your lordſhip woul Non or when 
vouchſafe the anſwer. Loyd, T 
Ham, How if I anſwer no? * — 


Os x. I mean, my lord, the oppoſition of your per 
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nj Hau. Sir, I will walk here in the hall; if it pleaſe 
t Ks majeſty, 'tis the breathing time of day with me; 

t the foils be brought, the gentleman willing, and 

he King hold his purpoſe; I will win for him if I 
gol Fan: if not, 111 gain nothing but my ſhame, and the 
Jene . dd hits. 

Os Shall I deliver you ſo ? 
I Ham. To this effect, Sir, after what flouriſh your 
| gature will, 
ss. I commend my duty to your lordſhip. Exit. 


Ba. Hau. Yours, yours; he does well to commend it 
te Fall, there are no tongues elſe for's turn. 

ſigns, WG Hor. This lapwing runs away with the ſhell on 
ges l. g Ide 


to the 
| con- 


Hau. He did ſo with his dug before he ſack'd i it: 
us has he (and many more of the ſame * breed that 
1 know the droſſy age dotes on) only got the tune of 
he time, and outward habit of encounter, a kind of 
Felty collection, which carries them through and 


to tht t rough the moſt fond and winnowed opinions; and 
woull o but blow them to their tryals, the bubbles are out. 
arban Wi Enter a lord. 

s, an Lon p. My lord, his majeſty commended him to 


French 


Ju by young Oſrick, who brings back to him, that 
as you 


ou attend him in the hall; he ſends to know if your 
5 hold to play with Laertes, or that you will 


doꝛe le longer time ? 

ed j0! Hau. I am conſtant to my purpoſes, they follow 
and ie King's pleaſure; if his fitneſs ſpeaks, mine is ready, 
» woul or whenſoever, provided I be ſo able as now. 


Logp, The King and Queen and all are coming 
VWn, | 


zur pet” 


* bevy, vet, edit. 
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Ham. In happy time. 
Lok D. The Queen deſires you to uſe ſome gente 

entertainment to Laertes, before you fall to play. 
Ham. She well inſtructs me. 


What I h: 
That mig! 
Roughly a 


Hor. You will loſe this wager, my bed.” 't Ha 
HAM. I do not think ſo; ſince he went into Franc: | f Hamlet 
I have been in continual banden I ſhall win at he Arten 
odds. But thou wouldſt not think how ill all's her ben Han 
about my heart but it is no matter. Who does 
Hor. Nay, good my lord. | | Hamlet 1 is 
Ham. It is but foolery; but it is ſuch a kind d Fiis madne 
+ miſgiving as would perhaps trouble a woman. Let my dif 
Hor. If your mind diſlike any thing, obey it, ! Free me f 
will foreſtal their repair hither, and ſay you are nd That I hay 
fit. nd hurt 
Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury ; there's ſpex Lark. 
providence in the fall of a ſparrow, If it be now, wi hoſe mo 
not to come; if it be not to come, it will be now: il 1 7 ber 
it be not now, yet it will come; the readineſs is al tand alo, 
Since no man has ought of what he leaves, what 11 Tru by ſo 
to leave betimes. ? @ have a ve 
10 keep m 
SCENE V. do receive 
Enter KiNG, QUEEN, LAERTES and lords, vil nd will n. 
other attendants with foils, and gantlets. 4 mn LS 
and fiagons of wine on it. And will ti 
KING. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hat ive us the 
from me. Lark. 
Ham. Give me your pardon, Sir, I've done you Han. I 
wrong, rance 
But pardon't, as you are a gentleman. our fill f 
This preſence knows, and you muſt needs have heit = hery « 
AER, 


How I am puniſhed with ſore diſtraction. 
+ game-giving, gain-giving, 
vor. v 
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What I have done 
gente That might your nature, honour and exception 
£ j Fong awake, I here proclatm was madneſs: 


Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? never Hamlet, 
If Hamlet from himſelf be ta'en away, 

ranch And when he's not himſelf, does wrong Laertes, 
hs te EThen Hamlet do's it not; Hamlet denies it: 

$ het EWho does it then ? his ned. If 't be ſo, 
Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd, 

His madneſs is poor Hamlet's enemy. 

Let my diſclaiming from a purpos'd evil, 

Free me fo far in your molt generous thoughts, 
That I have ſhot mine arrow o'er the houſe, 
Wand hurt my T brother. 

E Lats, I am fatisfied in nature, 


rind 0! 


it. 


are 0 


ec 
ip " ] hoſe motive, in this caſe, ſhould ſtir me moſt 
W. 
ow, ro my revenge : but in my terms of honour 
10W: 


ſtand aloof, and will no reconcilement; 

Pill by ſome elder maſters of known hononr 

have a voice, and preſident of peace 

To keep my name ungor'd. But till that time, 

do receive your offer'd love like love, 

nd will not wrong it. 

Hau. I embrace it freely, 

And will this brother's wager frankly play. 

Ive us the foils. 

LAER. Come, one for me. 

Ham, I'll be your foil, Laertes; in mine igno- 
rance 

our ſkill ſhall like a ſtar i' th' darkeſt night 

tick fiery off, indeed. 

Lats, You mock me, Sir. 


8 18 all 
rhat is! 


ls, evil 


A tall 
nis hand 


ve hea 


F mother, 
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Hau. No, by this hand. Here's tc 
KiNG, Give them the foils, young Oſrick. 1 
Hamlet, you know the wager. 
Ham, Well, my lord, | 
Your grace hath laid the odds o'th' weaker ſide. come —3 


KING. I do not fear it, I have ſeen you both: |Þ Lax 
But ſince he's better'd, we have therefore odds. f KING, 
LAER. This is too heavy, let me ſee another, Que! 
Kere, Ha 


Ham, This likes me well; theſe foils have all! 
length? [Prepares to ply I The Wet 


Os R. Ay, my good lerd, Hau. 
KING. Set me the ſtoops of wine upon that table: KING, 
If Hamlet give the firſt, or ſecond hit, QUEE) 
Or quit in anſwer of the third exchange, Kix. 
Let all the battlements their ordnance fire. Ham, 
The King ſhall drink to Hamlet's better breath, QUEEN 
And in the cup an * Onyx ſhall he throw, LAER, 
Richer than that which four ſucceſhve Kings Kind. 
In Denmark's crown have worn. Give me the cup, LAER, 
Andlet the kettle to the trumpets ſpeak, 
The trumpets to the canoneer without, Hau. ( 
The cannons to the heav'ns, the heav'ns to earth, n FOR 
Now the King drinks to Hamlet, Come, begin, 1 am afraie 
And you the Judges bear a wary eye. LAER, 
HAM. Come on, Sir. OsR, P 
Lats, Come, my lord. [They pla: LAER, 
Han, One [La 
LAER. No ct 
Ham. Judgment, KING, 
Os R. A hit, a very palpable hit. Ham, | 
LAER. Well —again Os R. I. 
Kin, Stay, give me drink. Hamlet, this pea! A0 


lord: 
Os R. F 


is thine, 
Union. 
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3 9 
Here's to thy health. Give him the cup. 1 
E [ Trumpets ſound, Shot goes off, 4 

. Han, 1 I'll play this bout firſt, ſer it by a while. 
] 4 . The * play. ; 4 
| Come another hit what ſay you? 1 
LER. A touch, a touch, I do confeſs, 
EKixd. Our ſon ſhall win. 15 b 
Quxkx. He's fat, and ſcant of breath. 
Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows, gl 
The Queen carouſes to thy fortune, Hamlet. 9 
Hau. Good madam ——— | "i 
Kix. Gertrude, do not drink, _ 1 
QUEEN. I vill, my lord; I pray you pardon me. 1 
KIx G. It is the poiſon'd cup, it is too late. ide. — 
Ham, I dare not drink yet, madam, by and by. 9 
2 QUEEN, Come, let me wipe thy face. i 
LER. I'll hit hm now. 1 
EKixG. I do not think't. | i 3 
LIAER. And et it is almoſt againſt m ſci ; 1 
e cups 3 y 4 gainit my conſcience. , iy 
r [ Hide. Si)” 


2 


FIERY 
— = Fs ———_— — — — %. I 
>. o 


Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes, you but dally, 


- - ”— 


4 - 
——— 


th, 3 pray you paſs with your belt violence, | 

| am afraid you make a wanton of me, - i 

7 | ' 1 
LAER. Say you ſo? come on. [ Play, i oa 


Os R. Nothing neither way. | of 
LAER. Have at you now. [1 

[Laertes wounds Hamlet, then in ſcuſting they 

change rapiers, and Hamlet wounds Laertes. 
KixG, Part them, they are incens'd. 
Ham, Nay, come again 
Os x. Look to the Queen there, ho! 
Hor. They bleed on both ſlides, How 1s't, my 
lord ? 
OsR. How is't, Laertes? 
R 2 
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LAER. Why, as a woodcock to my own ſprindge, 
| Oſrick. 
I'm juſtly kill'd with mine own treachery. 

Ham. How does the Queen? 

KING. She ſwoons to ſee them bleed. 

QUEEN, No, no, the drink, the drin 
Oh my dear Hamlet, the drink, the drink, 
| Queen dia 

Ham. Oh villany! hoe! let the door be lock d: 
Treachery ! ſeek it out — 

Lats. It is here. Hamlet, thou art ſlain, 
No medicine in the world can do thee good. 
In thee there is not half an hour of life; 


The treacherous inſtrument is in thy hand, 


* Unbated and envenom'd: the foul practice 
Hath turn'd itſelf on me. Lo, here lye, 
Never to riſe again; thy mother's poiſon'd 
I can no more—the King, the King's to blame. 
Ham. The point envenom'd too? 
Then venom to thy work. 
ALL. Treaſon, treaſon. 
KING. O yet defend me, friends, I am but hurt. 


Ham. Here thou inceſtuous, murd'rous damnel 


Dane, 
Drink off this potion : is ꝶ the onyx here! ? 
Follow my mother. 
LAER. He is juſtly ſerv'd. 
It is a poiſon temper'd by himſelf. 
Exchange forgiveneſs with me, noble Hamlet ; 
Mine and my father's death come nat upon thee, 


Nor thine on me! [Diet 


* It ſeems by this that unbated and envenomed are t li 
ferent things, therefore embaited appears not to be the rig 


reading, p. 110. + the union. 


[8 tabs the king, 


[ King dia. 


Hau. | 
Im dead, | 
You that Ic 
That are b 
Had I but t 
Is ſtrict in | 
But let it b 
Thou liv'ſt 
To the unſ 
Ho. | 
Im more a1 
Here's yet 
HAM. 
EGive me th 
Oh good H 
Things ſtar 
If thou didi 
Abſent thee 
And in this 
ro tell my 
What war! 


Os. Y 
Polar 
To the em 
This warli] 
| Ham. « 
he poten 
cannot liv 
but I do pr 
Vn Fortinb 


00 tell him 
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a | Han. Heav'n make thee free of it, I follow thee. 
I'm dead, Horatio; wretched Queen, adieu! 
You that look pale, and tremble at this chance, 
1 Wt are but mutes or audience to this act, 
Had I but time, (as this fell ſerjeant death 
z; firictin his arreſt) oh I could tell you 
a gut let it be Horatio, I am dead, 
Thou liv'ſt, report me and my cauſe aright 


k'd: To the unſatisfied, 
Hon. Never believe it. 
Im more an antique Roman than a Dane; 
Here's yet ſome liquor left. 
Hau. As th' art a man, 
ive me the cup; let go, by heav'n I'll have't. 
Oh good Horatio, what a wounded name, 
Things ſtanding thus unknown, ſhall live behind me ? 
If thou didſt ever hold me in thy heart, 
; Abſent thee from felicity a while, 
And in this harſh world draw thy breath in pain, 
be king, ro tell my tale. [March afar off, and ſhout within. 
What warlike noiſe is this? 
hurt. 
damned S E NE VI. 
Enter Os Rick. 
| 082. Young Forte ne with conyueſt come from 
g die. | Poland, 
To the embaſſadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. 
; | Ham. O, I die, Horatio: 
ee, The potent poiſon quite ober- grows my ſpirit, 
Du, cannot live to hear the news from England. 
tue ,t! do propheſie th election lights 
the n Fortinbras, he has my dying voice, 


o tell him, with th' occurents more or leſs, 
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Which have ſolicited. ——The reſt is ſilence. [iz 


Ho R. Now cracks a noble heart; good-night, ſy 


prince; 
And flights of angels fing thee to thy reſt! 
Why does the drum come hither ? 
Enter FoRTiNBRAS and Engliſh Ambaſſador, wii 
drum, colours, and attendants. 
For. Where is this ſight ? 
HO R. What is it you would ſee ? 
If ought of woe or wonder, ceaſe your ſearch. 
ForT. This quarry, cries on havock. Oh prou 
death ! | | 
What feaſt 1s tow'rd in thine * eternal cell, 
That thou ſo many princes at a ſhot 
So bloodily haſt ſtruck ? | 
AB. The ſight is diſmal, 
And our affairs from England come too late : 
The ears are ſenſeleſs that ſhould give us hearing; 
To tell him his command'ment is fulfill d, 
That Roſincroſſe and Guildenſtern are dead: 
Where ſhould we have our thanks? 
HO R. Not from his mouth, 
Had it the ability of life to thank you: 
He never gave command'ment for their death. 
But ſince ſo full upon this bloody queſtion, 
vou from the Polack wars, and you from England, 
Are here arriv'd; give order that theſe bodies 
High on a ſtage be placed to the view, 
And let me ſpeak to the yet unknowing world, 
How theſe things came about. So ſhall you hear 
Of cruel, bloody, and unnatural acts, 
Of accidental judgments, caſual ſlaughters, 


* Tn another edition infernal, 


| bf deaths 


Ind in thi 


Fall'n on 


C 


L ruly de] 


7 FoRT, 
2 call t 


For me, w 


; I have ſom: 
| Which no 
Hox. 
And from 

But let thi: 


Even whil, 


n plots ar 
Foxx. 

Bear Haml 
For he was 
To have pr 
Ihe ſoldie 
peak loud 
Take up th 


Becomes th 
Po, bid the 


| $ [Exeunt 


are [h 


bal. 


HAMLET. iz 


[ Di: er deaths put on by cunning, and forc'd cauſe, 

„ ſues Ind in this upſhot, purpoſes miſtook, 

Fall'n on th' inventors heads. All this can I 

E Truly deliver. 

7 Foxr. Let us haſte to hear it, 

„ ui 8 call the * nobleſs to the audience. 

or me, with ſorrow, I embrace my fortune, 

haye ſome rights of memory in this kingdom, 
nich now to claim, my vantage doth invite me. 
Hos. Of that I ſhall have alſo cauſe to ſpeak, 

1 proud And from his mouth whoſe voice will draw no more: 
gut let this ſame be preſently perform'd, 
ven while men's minds are wild, leſt more miſchance 
on plots and errors happen. 
For. Let four captains 
ear Hamlet like a ſoldier Þ to the ſtage; 
For he was likely, had he been put on, 

ing; To have prov'd molt royally. And for his paſlage, 
ET he ſoldiers muſic, and the rites of war 
peak loudly for him . 
Take up the body: ſuch a ſight as this | 
(Becomes the field, but here ſhews much amiſs. 

2 bid the ſoldiers ſhoot. 

Exeunt marching : after which, a peal of ordnance 


are ſhot off. 
* nobleſt, + off the ſtage. 
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Dramatis Perſonae. 


DUKE of Venice, 

BRrRABANTIO, a noble Venetian. 

GRATIANO, brother to Brabantio, 

Lopovico, kinſman to Brabantio and Gratiano. 

OTHELLo, the Moor, general for the Venetians i 
Cyprus. 

Cass 10, his heutenant-general, 


Jas o, ſtandard-bearer to Othello. 


RoDoR1Go, a fooliſh gentleman, in love with De: 
demona. 

MoxTANo, the Moor's predeceſſor in the goyett 
ment of Cyprus, 

Clown, ſervant to the Moor. 

Herald, 


DEsDEMONA, daughter to Brabantio, and wife U 
Othello. | 

AEMILIA, wife to Jago. 

B1ANCA, curtezan, miſtreſs to Caſho. 


Officers, Gentlemen, Meſſengers, Muſicians, and 45 


| tendants. 


$CENE for the firſt act in Venice; during the ral 


the play in Cyprus. 


The ſtory is taken from Cynthis's Novels. 
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THE MOOR OF VENICE. 


Ad T Il. 80 E NE LT 


0. 4 
14ns 10 „ & 
Enter RODORIGO and Jaco. 
h Del RoDoRI1GO. 
i EVER tell me, I take it much unkindly,* 
a That-thou, Jago, who haſt had my purſe, 
As if the ſtrings were thine, ſhould{t know of this, 
Jaco, But you'll not hear me. 
If ever I did dream of ſuch a matter, abhor me. 
.. Rod. Thou told'ſt me, thou didſt hold him in thy | 
wife 0. 
Jaco. Deſpiſe me 


If I do not. Three great ones of the city, 
In perſonal ſuit to make me his lieutenant, 
W& Oft' capt to him: and by the faith of man 
and i 1 
now my price, I'm worth no worſe a place. 
But he, as loving his own pride and purpoſes, 
te 1 Evades them with a bumbaſt circumſtance, 
: | Horribly {tuft with epithets of war; 
And in concluſion, 
| Non-ſuits my mediators ; Certes ſays he, 
| | I have already choſe my officer. 
And what was he ? 
| Forſooth a great arithmetician, 
* Tuſn, never tell me, I take it much unkindly----=-- ed. prim. 
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One Michael Caſſio, a Florentine, And thro\ 
A fellow almoſt damn'd in a fair wife; Well thri 
That never ſet a ſquadron in the field, Coat: 
Nor the diviſion of a battel knows Do themſ 
More than a ſpinſter; but the bookiſh theorick, | And ſuch 
Wherein the tongued conſuls can propoſe It is as ſur 
As maſterly as he; meer prattle, without pradice, I Were I th 
1s all his ſoldierſhip he had th' election; In followi 
And I, of whom his eyes had ſeen the proof Heav'n is! 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other grounds But ſeemin 
Chriſtian and heathen, muſt be led and calm'd [For when 
By Debitor, and Creditor, this Counter-caſter, The native 
He, in good time, muſt his lieutenant be, In complin 


But I will!) 


And 1, God bleſs the mark! his Moor-ſhip's Ancient, 
For daws t 


RoD. By heav'n, I rather would have been his 


hangman. [ ſervice; | Ron, v 
JaGo. But there's no remedy, *tis the curſe ot ö { he can c: 
Preferment goes by letter and affection, | Jaco, ( 
And not by old gradation, where each ſecond 1 ouſe him, 
Stood heir to th' firſt. Now, Sir, be judge yourſelf, Troclaim h 
If I in any juſt term am aſhgn'd pad tho? h. 
'To love the Moor ? Plague him 
Rop. I would not follow him then. f pet throw 

| Jaco. O Sir, content you; dit may! 
I follow him to ſerve my turn upon him. Rod, H 
We cannot all be maſters, nor all maſters Jaco, I 
Cannot be truly follow'd. You ſhall mark s When, b 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, b pied i in 
That, doating on his own obſequious bondage, Rop. W. 
Wears out his time, much like his maſter's aſs, AGO, A 
For nought but provender, and when he's old, caſſiier 'd; thieve 
Whip me ſuch honeſt knaves Others there are Wk to yo 
Thieyes! tl 


Who trimm'd in forms and viſages of duty, 


Keep yet their hearts attending on themſelves; 5 


— 


al 


= O03 ELL 0:;:1;-1; 7 
And throwing but ſhowers of ſervice on their lords, 
Well thrive by them; and when they've lin'd their 
| coats, 

Do themſelves homage. Theſe folks have ſome ſoul, 
And ſuch a one do I profeſs myſelf. 

Iltis as ſure as you are Rodorigo, 

Were I the Moor, I would not be Jago : 

In following him, I follow but myſelf. 

Heav'n is my judge, not I, for love and duty, 

hut ſeeming ſo, for my peculiar end: 

For when my outward action doth demonſtrate 

The native act and figure of my heart 

In compliment extern, tis not long after 

But I will wear my heart upon my ſleeve, 

For daws to peck at; I'm not what I'* ſeem, 

Kop. What a full fortune does the thick-lips owe, 
{ he can carry her thus? 

| Jaco, Call up her father, 

Rouſe him, make after him, poiſon his delight. 
Proclaim him in the ſtreets, incenſe her kinſmen. 

And tho? he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flies: tho? that his joy be joy, 

Let throw ſuch + changes of vexation on't, 

Bs it may loſe ſome colour. 

Rop, Here is her father's houſe, I'll call aloud. 
Jaco, Do,with like timorous accent, and dire yell, 
s when, by night and negligence, the fire 

s ſpied in populous cities. 

Kop. What ho! Brabantio ! Signior Brabantio! ho! 
Jaco, Awake ! what ho! Brabantio ! ho ! thieves, 


e, 


cient, 
en lis 
rvice; 
irſe ot! 


rſelf, 


2 thieves ! 
re are Mock to your houſe, your daughter, and your bags: 


Liteves ! thieves! = 
2 chance 
8 3 2 am t } WW 
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Heing full of ſupper and diſtemp'ring draughts, 


SCENE II. 
Enter BRABANT10 above, at a window, 
BR A. What is the reaſon of this terrible ſummons! 
What is the matter there ? 


Rob. Signior, is all your family within? 


JaG0. Are all doors lock'd? 
BRA. Why ? wherefore aſk you this ? 
Ja o. Zounds ! Sir, you're robb'd: for ſhameput 
on your gown, 
Your heart is burſt, you-have loſt half your ſoul; 
Ev'n now, ev'n very now, an old black ram 
Is tupping your white ewe. Ariſe, ariſe, 


Awake the ſnorting citizens with the bell, 


Or elſe the devil will make a grandſire of you. 


Ariſe I ſay. 
BRA. What, have you lot your wits ? 


Ro p. Moſt reverendſignior,doyou know my voic!! 


BRA. Not I; what are you? 
Ro D. My name 1s Rodorigo. 
BRA. The worſe welcome; 
I've charg'd thee not to hanne about my doors: 
In honeſt plainneſs thou haſt heard me ſay, | 
My daughter's not for thee. And now in madnel 


Upon malicious bravery doſt thou come 

To ſtart my quiet. 
Rob. Sir, Sir, Sir 
BRA. But thou muſt needs be ſure, 

My ſpirit and my place have in their power 

To make this bitter to thee. 
Ro. Patience, good Sir, F 
BRA. What tell'ſt thou me of robbing ! thus f 

Venice: ; 


E My hot 
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| | My houſe is not a grange. 
Ro. Moſt grave Brabantio, 
In ſimple and pure ſoul, I come to you. 
Ja o. Sir, you are ole of thoſe that will not ſerve 
Cod, if the devil bid you. Becauſe we come to do 
you ſervice, yon think we are ruffians; you'll have 
your daughter cover'd with a Barbary horſe, you'll 
| have your nephews neigh to you, you'll have cour- 
ſers for couſins, and gennets for germans, 
Ba. What prophane wretch art thou? 
| Jaco. I am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your 
daughter and the Moor are now making the beaſt 
vith two backs. 5 | 
| Bra, Thou art a villain. 
Jad o. You are a ſenator. 
BRA. This thou (ſhalt anſwer. I know thee, Ro- 
Rod. Sir, I will anſwer any thing. But I befeech 
ou, 5 EN 
lf ide your pleaſure and moſt wiſe conſent, 
(as partly I find it is,) that your fair daughter, 
At this odd even and dull watch o' tht night, 
Tranſported with no worſe, nor better guard, 
But with a knave of hire, a Gundalier, 
To the groſs claſps of a laſcivious Moor: 
f this be known to you; and your allowance, 
We then have done you bold and ſawey wrongs, 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe 
That from the ſenſe of all civility | 
Hlthus would play, and trifte with your reverence. 


* The 11 following lines are added ſince the firſt edition, 
Where after the words, T beſeech you, immediately follows------ 
E ſhe be in her chamber, Cc. 
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Your daughter, if you have not giv'n her leaye, 
I ſay again, hath made a groſs revolt, 

Tying her duty, beauty, wit and fortunes 

To an extravagant and wheeling ſtranger, 


Of here and every where; ſtraight ſatisfy yourſelf, 


If ſhe be in her chamber, or your houſe, 
Let looſe on me the juſtice of the State 

For thus deluding you. 
BRA. Strike on the tinder, ho! 
Give me a taper call up all my people 
This accident is not unlike my dream, 
Belief of it oppreſſes me already. 

Light, I fay, light! 

Jaco. Farewel; for I muſt leave you. 

It ſeems not meet, nor wholſome to my place, 
To be produc'd (as if I ſtay, I ſhall) 
Againſt the Moor. For I do know, the State, 
However this may gall him with ſome check, 
Cannot with ſafety caſt him. For he's embark'd 
With ſuch loud reaſon to the Cyprus wars, 
Which ev'n now ſtand in act, that for their ſouls, 
Another of his fadom they have none, 

To lead their buſineſs. In which regard, 

Tho' 1 do hate him as I do hell's pains, 

Yet, for neceſſity of preſent life, 

I muſt ſhew out a flag and ſign of love, 


(Which is indeed but ſign.) That you may ſure 


find him, 
Lead to the Sagittary the raiſed ſearch; 


And there will I be with him. So 1 ZE ui 


| Raiſe all 
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r ſurely 


[Exit 


Enter BRABANT10 in his night-gown, and ſervants 


16 nought but bitterneſs. Now, Rodorigo, 


| Raiſe all my kindred—are they married, think you ? 


| Oh treaſon of my blood! 

Fathers, from hence truſt not your daughters minds 
By what you ſee them act. Are there not charms, 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abus'd ? have you not read, Rodorigo, 

of ſome ſuch thing? 


| Some one way, ſome another 3 you know 
; Where we may apprehend her, and the Moor ? 


To get good guard, and go along with me. 
Imay command at moſt ; get weapons, hoa ! 


And raiſe ſome ſpecial alleen of * might: 
| On, good Rodorigo, I'Il deſerve your pains. [Exeurt. 


oTHELLO, La II 


SC EN E. III. 


with torches. 


BRA. It is too true an evil. Gone ſhe is, 
And what's to come of my deſpiſed time, 


2 3 
4 —— — ä —— 8 


Where didſt thou ſee her? oh unhappy girl! 

With the Moor, ſaiſt thou! who would be a father? 

How didſt thou know *twas ſhe ? oh ſhe deceives me | 

Paſt thought—What ſaid ſhe to you ? get more ta- L 
pers 


Rop. Truly 1 think they are. 
BRA. Oh heaven! how gat ſhe out? 
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Rop. Yes, Sir, I have indeed. 
BRA. Call up my brothers; oh would you had had 
her! 


Ro p. I think I can diſcover him, if you pleaſe 


BRA. Pray you lead on. At every houſe I'll call, 


* night, ed. prim. 
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SCENE 1 
The Street. 
Enter OTHELLO, JAGO, and attendants with torches, 
JaGo. Tho' in the trade of war I have ſlain men, 
Yet do! hold it very ſtuff o' th' conſcience 
To do no contriv'd murther : I * Jack iniquity 
Sometimes to do me ſervice, —Nine or ten times 
I thought to'ye jerk'd him here under the ribs, 
Ora. It's better as it is. 
Ja60. Nay, but he prated, 
And ſpoke ſuch ſcurvy and provoking terms 
Againſt your honour, 
That with the little godlineſs I haye, | 
I did full hard forbear him. Burt I pray, Sir, 
Are you faſt married? for be ſure of this, 
That the Magnifico is much belov'd, 
And hath in his effect a voice potential 
As double as the duke's: he will diverce you, 
Or put upon you what reſtraint or grieyanee 
The law (with all his might t' enfarce it on) 
Will give him cable. | 
OTH, Let him do his ſpight : 
My ſervices, which I have done the ſignory, 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. Tis yet to know, 
(Which, when I know that boaſting 
I ſhall promulgate) I fetch life and being 
From men of royal ſiege ; and my demerits 
May ſpeak, + unbonnetipg, to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have xeach'd. For know, Jago, 
But that I love the gentle Deſdemona, 
would not my unhouſed free condition 


is an honour, 


+ i. e. without pulling off the bonne. 
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Put into circumſcription and confine, [yonder ? 
| For the ſeas worth. But look! what lights come 


cher . SCENE V. 

men, Z Enter Cas$10 with torches. 
| Jaco, Thoſe are the raiſed . and his friends: 
| You were beſt go in 


| | OTn, Not I: 1 1 be found. 
My parts, my title, and my perfect ſoul 
hall manifeſt me rightly. Is it they? 
Jaco. By Janus, I think no. 
| OTH, The ſervants of the duke, and my apa 
The goodneſs of the night upon you, Friends, 
What is the news? 
Cas. The duke does greet you, 3 
And he requires your haſte, poſt-haſte appearance, 
Even on the inſtant. 
| OTH, What is the matter, think you? 
| Cas, Something from Cyprus, as I may divine: 
Ut is a buſineſs of ſome heat. The gallies 
Hare ſent a dozen ſequent meſſengers 
(This very night, at one anothers heels: 
And many of the conſuls, rais'd and met, 
Pre at the duke's already. You have been hotly 
| call'd for, 
When being not at your lodging to be ſound, 
[The ſenate ſent above three ſeveral quelts, 
[To ſearch you out. 
OTH. ?Tis well I am faund by you: 
1will but ſpend a word here in the houſe, 

And go with you. . [Exit Othello. 
Cas, Ancient, what makes he here? [ carrae; 
Jaco, Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land 

met. [tit proys lawful prize, he's made for ever. 
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Cas. I do not underſtand, 
Jaco, He's married. 
Cas. To whom? | 
Jas o. Marry to Come, captain, will you go: 
Enter OTHELLO, 
OTH. Have with you, 
Cas. Here comes another troop to ſeek for you, 


SCENE VL. 


Enter BRABANTIO, RoDORIGO, with officers aut 


torches. 


Jaco. It is Brabantio; general be advis'd, 
He comes to bad intent. 
OTH. Holla! ſtand there, 
Ro b. Signior, it is the Moor. 
BRA. Down with him, thief. 
[They draau on both jig, 
Jaco, You Rodorigo | come, Sir, Iam for you 
OTH. Keep up your bright ſwords, for the dew vill 
ruſt em. 


Good ſignior, you ſhall more command with years 


Than with your weapons. 
BRA. O thou foul thief! where haſt thou ſtov's 
my daughter? 
Damn'd as thou art, thou haſt inchanted her; 
For I'll refer me to all things of ſenſe, 
If ſhe in chains of magic were not bound, 
Whether a maid, ſo tender, fair, and happy, 
So oppolite to marriage, that ſhe ſhunn'd 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation, 


Would ever have, t'incur a general mock, 


Run from her guardage to the ſooty boſom 
Of ſuch a thing as thou, to fear, not to delight? 
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. e judge me the world, if tis not groſs in ſenſe, 
hat thou haſt praftis'd on her with foul charms, 
Abus'd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals, 
That weaken notion. I'll have't diſputed on, 
Tis probable, and palpable to thinking. 

HI therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 

For an abuſer of the world, a practiſer 

of arts inhibited and out of warrant; 

Lay hold upon him; if he do reſiſt 

zubdue him at his peril. 

OTH, Hold your hands, 

Both you of my inclining, and the reſt, 

. Were it my cue to fight, I ſhould have known it 
Vithout a prompter. Where will you! 90 

To anſwer this your charge ? 

BRA. To priſon, till fit time 

by law, and courſe of direct ſeſſion 

| Cl thee to anſwer. 

| OTH, What if I obey? 

How may the duke be therewith fatisfied, 

IWVhoſe meſſengers are here about my ſide, 

Upon ſome preſent buſineſs of the ſlate, 

[ T0 To bring me to him. 

Orr. True, moſt worthy ſignior, 

Ihe duke's in council, and your noble ſelf 

I'm ſure | is ſent for. 

| Bra, How! the duke in council? 

In this time of the night? bring him away; 

Mine's not an idle cauſe. The duke himſelf, 

br any of my brothers of the ſtate, 

Cannot but feel this wrong, as twere their own; 
Tor if ſuch actions may have paſſage free, 
Pond-ſlaves and pagans ſhall our ſtateſmen be. Exe. 


* The five following lines are not in the firſt edition. 
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4 SCENE VI. | ale 
| þ | The Senate houſe. We = 
5 Duke and Senators, ſet at a table with lights al To leav 
0 | attendants. | Neolecti 
j j Duxe. There is no compoſition in theſe news, : To wak 
th That gives them credit, Doux 
jo it 1 SEN, Indeed, they're diſproportion'd ; OFFF 
= i My letters ſay, a hundred and ſeven gallies, 
+8 Duxe. And mine a hundred and forty. ä Mes . 
0 2 SEN, And mine two hundred; teering 
Wl But though they jump not on a juſt account, Have the 
(As in theſe caſes where they aim reports, I SEN, 
*Tis oft with diff *rence,) yet they all confirm | Mes, 
A Turkiſh fleet, and bearing up'to Cyprus, [heir ba 
Dux. Nay, it is poſhble enouph to e 1 
I do not ſo ſecure me in the error, heir pu 
But the main article I do e | our tru! 
In fearful ſenſe. _ 5 ich his 
SAILOR Within. ] What hoa ! what hoa ! what hond pray 
Enter SA1LOR, Duty 
OFr1. A meſſenger from the gallies, Marcus I. 
DukE. NO WI hat's the buſineſs? I SEN, 
SA1L, The Turkiſh preparation makes for Rhodes, Dunz. 
So was I bid report here to the ſtate. olt· haſte 
DuxE, How ſay you by this change? | SEN, 
I SEN. This cannot be, Moo 

By no aſlay of reaſon, *Tis a pageant L 
To keep us in falſe gaze; when we conſider, The ſe 

Th' importaney of Cyprus to the Turk, 

And let ourlelyes again bat underſtand, v 

That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, * 


So may he with more fertile queſtion bear it, 
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x por that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike brace, 
But altogether lacks th abilities 


That Rhodes is drefs d in. If we make thought of this, 


we mult not think the Turk is fo unſſcilful, 
ts and To leave that lateſt, which concerns him firſt, 
Neglecting an attempt of eaſe and gain, 
To wake and wage a danger profitlefs. 
| Duke, Nay, in all confidence he's not for Rhodes, 
Ori. Here is more news, 
Enter a Mejjenger. 
Ms. The Ottonutes, (reverend and gracious, ) 
steering with due courſe toward the iſle of Rhodes, 
Haye there enjoir'd them with an after fleet 
| 1SExN, Ay, fo I thought; how many, as you gueſs? 
Mes. Of thirty fail; and now they do re- ſtem 
Their backward courſe, broniag with frank appear- 
| ance 
Their purpofes toward Cyprus. Signior Montano, 
[Your truſty and moſt valiant ſervitor, 
With his free duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 
Dok E. Tis certain then for Cyprus: 
Marcus Luccicos, is he not in town 2 
1 SEN, He's now in Florence. 
Dux E. Write from us, to him. 
olt-haſte, diſpatch. 
| I SEN, Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant 
Moor, 


1ews,. 


what ho: 


r Rhodes, 


T The ſeven following lines are added ſinte the firſt edition. 
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0 Hath hi 


SCENE vil. Fas 
270 them, enter BRABANTIO, OTHELLO, Cas s10, Duk 
Izaso, RoDokico, and Officers. BRA. 
Dux. Valiant Othello, we mult ſtraight employ 1 Orn 
you, My ver) 
Againſt the general enemy Ottoman, That J! 
did not ſee you; welcome, gentle ſignior, | It is mol 
We lack d your counſel, and your help to-night, The ver 
BR A. So did I yours; good your grace pardon me, Hath thi 
Neither my place, nor ought I heard of buſineſs, And litt! 
Hath rais'd me from my bed; nor doth the general For ſince 
Take hold on me. For my particular grief Till no 
Is of ſo flood- gate and o' er- bearing nature, | Their d 
That it ingluts and ſwallows other ſorrows, And Hitt] 
And yet is ſtill itſelf, | More th 
Dok k. Why? what's the matter? And the! 
BRA. My daughter! oh my daughter h ſpeaki 
SEN. Dead. Iwillar 
BRA. Tome, L Ofmy wꝛi 
She is abus d, ſtollen from me, and corrupted | What cc 
By ſpells and medicines, bought of mountebanks; : kor ſuc 
For nature ſo prepoſterouſly to err, won hi: 
(Being not deficient, blind, or lame of ſenſe 5 BRA. 
Sans witchcraft could not [ ceeding Hof ſpirit 
Duxz. Who-e'er he be, that in this foul pro- Bluſh'd a 
Hath thus beguil'd your daughter of her ſelf, Of years, 
And you of her, the bloody book of law To fall f 
You ſhall yourſelf read in the bitter letter, lt is a Juc 
After your own ſenſe ; though our proper ſon That wil 
Stood 1n your action. Againſt a 
BRA. Humbly I thank your grace, To find « 
Here is the man; this Moor, whom now it ſeems Why thi, 
That wit 


Your ſpecial mandate, for the State affairs, 


\SS10, 


employ 


nt. 
don me, 
ſs, 
neral 


DL 


eems 
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| Hath hither brought. 


ALL, We're very ſorry for't. 
DuxE, What in your own part can you ſay to this? 
BRA. Nothing, but this is ſo, 
OTH. Moſt potent, grave, and reverend ſigniors, 


L My very noble and approv'd good maſters; 

That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 

lt is moſt true; true, I have married her; 

Ihe very head and front of my offending 

Hath this extent; no more. Rude am I in my ſpeech, 
And little bleſs'd with the ſoft phraſe of peace; 
For ſince theſe arms of mine had ſeven years pith, 
Till now, ſome nine moons waſted, they have us'd 
| Their deareſt action in the tented field; 

And little of this great world can I ſpeak, 

More than pertains to feats of broils and battel ; 

And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, 

In ſpeaking for myſelf. Yet, by your patience, 

vill a round unvarniſh'd tale deliver, 

| Ofmy whole courſe of love; what drugs, what charms, 
What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 


(For ſuch proceeding I am charg'd withal,) 
won his daughter with. 
BRA. A maiden, never bold; 


(Of fpirit ſo ſtill and quiet, that her motion 


Bluſh'd at itſelf ; and ſhe, in ſpight of nature, 

Of years, of country, credit, every thing, 

To fall in love with what ſhe fear'd to look on— 

ltis a judgment maim'd, and moſt imperfect, 

That will confeſs perfection ſo could err 

Againſt all rules of nature, and muſt be driven 

To find out practices of cunning hell, 

Why this ſhould be. I therefore vouch again, 

That with ſome mixtures powerful o'er the blood, 
546-8 
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Or with ſome dram, conjur'd to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. 

DuxE. To vouch this, is no proof, 
Without more * certain and more overt teſt, 
Than theſe thin habits and poor likelyhoods 
Of modern ſeeming do prefer againſt him, 

1 SEN. But, Othello, ſpeak, 

Did you by indirect and forced courſes 
subdue and poiſon this young maid's affections? 
Or came it by requeſt, and ſuch fair queſtion 
As ſoul to foul aftordeth :. 

OTH, I beleech you, 

Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 

And let her ſpeak of me before her father; 

If you do find me foul in her report, 

The truſt, the office, I do hold of you, 

Not only take away, but let your ſentence 

Even fall upon my life. | 
' DuxE. Fetch Deſdemona hither. 


OTH. Ancient, conduct them, you beſt know the 
[Exit Jago. 


place. 

And 'till ſhe come, as truly as to heav'n 
I do confeſs the vices of my blood, 
So jultly to your grave ears I'll preſent 
How I did thrive in this fair lady's love, 
And the in mine. 

Dok. Say it, Othello. 

OTH, Her father lov'd me, oft invited me; 
Still queſtion'd me the ſtory of my life, 


From year to year; the battels, Geges, fortuncs, 


That I have paſt. 
I ran it RE een from my boyiſh days, 


* more wider and more over teſt. 


— 
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} To th' very moment that he bad me tell it: 
EWherein I ſpoke of molt diſaſtrous chances, 
of moving accidents by flood and field; 


of hair-breadth ſcapes in th' imminent deadly breach; 


of being taken by the inſolent foe, 
and ſold to ſlavery ; of my redemption thence, 
And with it all my travel's hiſtory : * 
herein of Fantrees vaſt, and | deſarts wild, 
Rough quarries, rocks and hills, whoſe heads touch 
| heav'n, 
It was my hint to ſpeak, & All elk to hear, 
Would Deſdemona ſeriouſly incline; 
hut ſtill the houſe-aftairs would Arten her thence, 
Which ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 
he'd come again, and with a greedy ear 
Derour up my diſcourſe : which I obſerving, 
Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earneſt heart, 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by parcels ſhe had ſomething heard, 
But not diſtinctively: I did conſent, 
Bud often did beguile her of her tears, 
When 1 did ſpeak of ſome diſtreſsful ſtroke 


ow the 


Jago. 


* This line is reſtored from the old edition. It is in the reſt.— 
And portance in my travel's hiſtory. Rymer in his criticiſm on 
flir play has chang'd it to Portents, inſtead of Portance. 

| Antrées, Fr. Grottocs. 


| + Deſarts idle, in the former editions ; doubtleſs a corruption 
em wilde. 

) It was my hint to ſpeak ; ſuch was the proceſs; 

ud of the Canibals that each other cat, 

he Anthropophagi ; and men whoſe heads 


Pogrow beneath their ſhoulders, T heſe to hear, 
Vould Deſdemona Cc. 
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And bad me, if I had a friend that loy'd her, 
I ſhould but teach him how to tell my ſtory, 
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That my youth ſuffer'd. My ſtory being done, 

She gave me for my pains a world of * ſighs: 

She ſwore in faith twas ſtrange, twas paſling ſtrange, 

*T'was pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful 

She wiſh'd ſhe had not heard it, —yet ſhe wiſh'd 

That heav'n had made her ſuch a man —ſne thank d 
me, 


| Des, 

do perc 
To you I 
My life a 
How to r 
Im hithe 
And ſo m 
To you, 
So much 

Due to tl 


And that would woo her. On this hint I ſpake, 


She lov'd me for the dangers I had paſt, | Bra, 
And J lov'd her, that ſhe did pity them: Pleaſe it 3 
This only 1s the witchcraft I have us'd. I had rat] 
Here comes the lady, let her witneſs it. Come hit 
| I here do 

S ⏑ EN E IX; | Which, b 

Enter DES DEMO NA, JAG o, and attendants. I would k 
Duke. I think this tale would win my dauglt' Wi mglad 2 
too . For thy e 
Good Brabantio, To hang 
Take up this mangled matter at the beſt, | Duke 
Men do their broken weapons rather uſe, ſent 
Than their bare hands. Vhich, Ii 
BRA. I pray you hear her ſpeak ; Into your 

If ſhe confeſs that ſhe was half the wooer, When rer 
Deſtruction on my head, if my bad blame I/ ſeeing 
Light on the man. Come hither, gentle miſtreſs, o mourt 
Do you perceive in all this noble company, the nex 
Where you moſt owe obedience ? chat can 
| Patience! 

* Tt was kiſſes in the latter editions. But this is evident) | he rob 
the true reading: the lady had been forward indeed, to give We e robs | 
a world of kiſſes upon the bare recital of his ſtory, nor does i 2 5 
3 


agree with the following lines. 
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, Ds. Noble father, 
do perceive here a divided duty; 
ſtrange, ¶ ro you I'm bound for lite and education: 
My life and education both do learn me 
o/ to reſpect you. You're the lord of duty, 
Im hitherto your daughter. But here's my huſband, 
And ſo much duty as my mother ſhew'd 
To you, preferring you before her father; 
Ko much I challenge, that I may profeſs 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 8 
BRA. God be with you: I have done. 
Pleaſe it your grace on to the State affairs; 
had rather to adopt a child than * it. 
Come hither, Moor: 
There do give thee that with all my heart, 
Mhich, but thou haſt already, with my heart 
would keep from thee. For your ſake, jewel, 
I'm glad at ſoul I have no other child, 
For thy eſcape would teach me tyranny 
To hang clogs on them. I have done, my lord. 
| Duke, Let me ſpeak like yourſelf; and lay a 
ſentence, 
Vhich, like a griſe, or ſtep, may help theſe lovers 
Into your favour 
When remedies are paſt, the griefs are ended 
Py ſeeing the worſt, which late on hopes depended, 
o mourn a miſchief that is paſt and gone, 
ö the next way to draw new miſchief on. 
Vhat cannot be preſerv'd when fortune takes, 
Fatience her injury a mockery makes. [thief; 
he robb'd that ſmiles, ſteals ſomething from the 
le robs himſelf, that ſpends a bootleſs grief. 
BRA. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile, 
Veloſe it not ſo lopg as we can ſmile; 
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But he hears both the ſentence, and the ſorrow, 


1 humbly beſeech you proceed to th affairs of State. 


iO THRLLO, Lg. 
He bears the ſentence well, that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears: 
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That to pay grief, muſt of poor patience borrow, 
Theſe ſentences to ſugar, or to gall, 

Being ſtrong on both ſides, are equivocal, 

But words are words; I never yet did hear, 

That the bruiz'd heart was pierced through the ear, 


Duke. The Turk with a moſt mighty prepara 
tion makes for Cyprus; Othello, the fortitude of the 
place is beſt known to you. And though we hare 
there a ſubſtitute of moſt allowed ſufficiency; yet 
opinion, a more ſovereign miſtreſs of effects, throws 
a more ſafe voice on you; you mult therefore be 
content to ſlubber the * gloſs of your new fortunes, 
with this more ſtubborn and boiſterous expedition, 

OTH. The tyrant cuſtom, molt grave ſenators, 
Hath made the flinty and ſteel + couch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down, I do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity, 

I find in hardneſs; and do undertake 

This preſent war againſt the Ottomites, 

Moſt humbly therefore bending to your State, 
I crave fit diſpoſition for my wife, 

Due reverence of place and exhibition, 


With ſuch accommodation and beſort | hen ſhe 
As levels with her breeding. of feathe 
Dux. Why, at her father's, My ſpecu 
BRA. I will not have it ſo. hat my 
Or H. Nor I. Let houſe 
DEs. Nor would I there reſide, nd all in 

* gr0ſs, + coach, ® chara; 
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; To put my father in impatient thoughts 

By being in his eye. Mot gracious duke, 
To my unfolding lend your gracious car, 

And let me find a * charter in your voice 
Talſiſt my ſimpleneſs. 


Duk E. What would you, Deſdemona ? 
Des. That I did love the Moor to live with him, 


| My down-right violence and ſtorm of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world. My heart's ſubdu'd 
Ev'n to the very quality of my lord; 


I ſaw Othello's viſage in his mind, 
And to his honours and his valiant parts 
Did I my ſoul and fortunes conſecrate. 
8o that, dear lords, if I be left behind 
moth of peace, and he go to the war, 
he rites for which I love him are bereft me: 
ind Ia heavy interim ſhall ſupport 


By his dear abſence. Let me go with him, 


OTH, Your voices, lords; beſeech you, let her will 
Have a free way. I therefore beg it not, 

0 pleaſe the palate of my apperite ; 
Nor to comply with heat the young affects, 
n my defunct and proper ſatisfaction ; 
but to be free and bounteous to her mind, 
ind heav'n defend your good ſouls, that you think 
I will your ſerious and great buſineſs ſcant 

hen ſhe is with me No, when light-wing'd toys 
Of feather'd Cupid, + foil with wanton dulneſs 
My ſpeculative and offic'd inſtruments, 

hat my diſports corrupt and taint my buſineſs; 
Let houſewives make a ſkillet of my helm, 


ad all indign and baſe adverſities 


* charafer. + feel, 
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Make head againſt my eſtimation. 
Duxx. Be it as you ſhall privately determine, 
Or for her ſtay or going; th' affair cries haſte; 
And ſpeed muſt anſwer, You muſt hence to-night, 
DEs. + To-night, my lord, to-night ? 
OTH. With all my heart. 
DuxE. At nine i'th'morning here we'll meet again. 
Othello, leave ſome officer behind, 
And he ſhall our commiſſion bring to you; 
And ſuch things elle of quality and reſpect 
As doth import you, . 
OTH. Pleafe your grace, my Ancient; 
(A man he is of honeſty and truſt,) 
To his conveyance I aſſign my wife, 
With what elſe needful your good grace ſhall think 
To be ſent after me. 
Duke. Let it be ſo; 
Good-night to every one. And noble {i ignior, 
If virtue no delighted beauty lack, 
Your ſon-in-law is far more fair than black. 
SEN. Adieu, brave Moor, uſe Deſdemona well. 
Bra. Look to her, Moor, if thou haſt eyes to ſee; 
She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee, [Ex 
OTH. My life upon her faith, Honeſt Jago, 
My Deſdemona mult I leave to thee; 
I pr'ythee let thy wife attend on her; 
And bring her after in the beſt advantage. 
Come, Deſdemona, I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matter, and direction 
To ſpeak with thee, We muſt obey the time. [ Exeutt 


+ added TT the firſt edition. 
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S EN E X. 
Manent RopoRIG o and Jaco, 


Ro b. Jago. 
Jago. What ſayeſt thou, noble heart? 
ROD. What will I do, thinkeſt thou? 
Jaco, Why, go to bed and ſleep. 
Rod, I will incontinently drown myſelf. 
Ja6o, If thou doſt, I ſhall never love thee after. 


| Why, thou ſilly gentleman! 


Ro p. It is ſillineſs to live, when to live is a tor- 


ment; and then have we a preſcription to dye, when 
| death is our phyſician, 


Jaco. O villanous ! I have look'd upon the world 


for four times ſeven years, and ſince I could diſtinguiſh 
| betwixt a benefit and an injury, I never found man 
that knew how to love himſelf. Ere I would ſay, I 


would drown myſelf for the love of a Guinney-hen, I 


| would change my humanity with a baboon. 


Rop. What ſhould I do? I confels it is my 3 


to be ſo fond, but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 


Jaco. Virtue? a fig, tis in ourſelves that we are 
thus or thus. Our bodies are our gardens, to the 
which our wills are gardiners. So that if we will 
plant nettles, or ſow lettice; ſet hyſſop, and weed up 
thyme ; ſupply it with one gender of herbs, or diſtract 
it with many; either have it ſteril with idleneſs, or ma- 
nured with induſtry; why the power and corrigible 
authority of this lies in our will. If the ballance of our 
lives had not one ſcale of reaſon to poiſe another of 
ſenſuality, the blood and baſeneſs of our natures 
would conduct us to moſt prepoſterous concluſions. 
but we have reaſon, to cool our raging motions, ou 
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28 VVV | 
carnal ſtings, our unbitted luſts; whereof I take this JAG 
that you call love, to be a ſect, or ſyen. have 
RoD. It cannot be. : again, 1 
Jaco. It is meerly a luſt of the blood, and a per- hat no 
miſſion of the will. Come, be a man: drown thyſelf! Frenge ag 
drown cats and blind puppies. 1 have profeſt me thy Ndoſt thyi 
friend, and J confeſs me knit to thy deſerving, with {events in 
cables of perdurable toughneſs. I could never better {WTraverſ: 
ſteed thee than now. Put money in thy purſe ; folloy ]Wmore of 
thou theſe wars, + defeat thy favour with an uſurped BW Rod. 
beard ; I ſay, put money in thy purſe. It cannot be BW Jaco 
that Deſdemona ſhould long continue her love to tl: (WF Ro. 
Moor—put money in thy purſe—nor he his to her, Jaco 
It was a violent commencement in her, and thou ſhalt Rob. 
ſee an anſwerable ſequeſtration, —but put money 
in thy purſe, Theſe Moors are changeable in 
their wills ; fill thy purſe with money. The food ; 
that to him now is as luſcious as locuſts, ſhall ſhorty be Jaco 
as bitter as coloquintida. She muſt change for youth; or] mi 
when ſhe is ſated with his body, ſhe will find the er- If I ſhou 
rors of her choice Therefore put money in thy But for x 
purſe If thou wilt needs damn thyſelf, do it And it is 
more delicate way than drowning. Make all the mone WHe has d 
thou canſt. If ſanctimony and a frail vow, betwixt hut I, fo 
an erring Barbarian and a ſuperſubtle Venetian, be not Will do, 
too hard for my wits, and all the tribe of hell, tho The bett 
ſhalt enjoy her; therefore make money. A pox of Wi Cafſio's 
drowning thyſelf, it is clean out of the way. Se: To get t 
thou rather to be hang'd in compaſſing thy joy, tha doubl, 
to be drown'd and go without her. After ſo 
Rop. Wilt thou be faſt to my hopes, if I depend That he 
on the iſſue? | | He hath 
+ i. e. diſgrace thy features and make thy fair conntena® To be ſu 
grim with a falſe beard. The Mo 
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{ Jaco. Thou art ſure of me, —Go, make money. 
have told thee often, and I re- tell thee again and 
again, I hate the Moor. My cauſe is hearted; thine 


hath no leſs reaſon, Let us be conjunctive in our re- 


Frenge againſt him. If thou canſt cuckold him, thou 


doſt thyſelf a pleaſure, me a ſport. There are many 


exents in the womb of time, which will be delivered. 
Traverſe, go, provide thy money. We will have 
more of this to-morrow. Adieu. 
Rob. Where ſhall we meet i'th'morning? 

Jaco. At my lodging. 

Rod, I'll be with thee by times. | 
| Jaco. Go to farewel. Do you hear, Rodorigo! 
| Ron, III {ell all my land. [ Exit. 


SCE XI. 
Manet Jaco. 


Jaco. Thus do I ever make my fool my purſe; 
[For I mine own gain'd knowledge ſhould profane, 
I I ſhould time expend with ſuch a ſwain, 

But for my ſport and profit. I hate the Moor, 

And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my ſheets 

He has done my office. I know not if 't be true 
but I, for meer ſuſpicion in that kind, 

Will do, as if for ſurety. He holds me well— 

The better ſhall my purpoſe work on him; 

Caſſio's a proper man: let me ſee now, 

To get this place, and to plume up my will 

A double knavery——How ? how? let's ſee— 
After ſome time, t'abuſe Othello's ears, 

That he is too familiar with his wife 
He hath a perſon, and a ſmooth diſpoſe 

To be ſuſpected; fram'd to make women falſe. 
The Moor is of a free and open nature, 


——— — — 5 2 — fv 

. ‚⏑————— —— 
- _—_—_— - - 

— I 9 5 


— — og 
— — — 
— — — — 


— — 
—_— ge OA 


—— — 
— — — 


— - — 
n 8 = 
es 


2 hp — 


30 n . 


That thinks men honeſt that but ſeem to be ſo, 

And will as tenderly be led by th' noſe 

As aſſes are: 

I have't—it is ingendred—hell and night 

Muſt bring this monſtrous birth to the world's light, 
[ Exit, 
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A O T H. SCENE: I. 
3 GE) 
The deſſ 


The Capita City of Cyprus. 
That thei 


Enter MoNTANo Governor of Gyprus, and Gentleni", Mauth ſcer 
| On moſt 
MoNTAN O. Moxr 


HAT from the cape can you diſcern at ſea! 
1 GENT, Nothing at all, it is a high-wrought 


3 GEN 
A Verone 


flood; Lieutenar 
I cannot 'twixt the + heavens and the main Is come © 
Deſcry a ſail, X [land; lad is in 


Mor 
3 GEN 


MoxT. Methinks the wind hath ſpoke aloud at 
A fuller blaſt ne'er ſhook our battlements ; 


Tf it hath rufhan'd ſo upon the ſea, com 
What ribs of oak, when þ the huge mountains melt, {Wſouching 
Can hold the morties ? what ſhall we hear of this: ind pray 
2 GENT, A ſegregation of the Turkiſh fleet; th fou 
For do but ſtand upon the foaming ſhore, Mont 
The chiding billows ſeem to pelt the clouds, For J hay: 
The wind- ſhak' d ſurge, with high and monſtrous ke a fy 
main, fs well ti 
Seems to caſt water on the burning Bear, 8 to thr 
| Lt | yen till \ 
+ haven. ed. prim. 
+ mountains melt on them. i fixed, 
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And quench the guards of th' ever þ fired pole; 
never did like moleſtation view 

on the enchafed flood. 

| Mont. If that the Turkiſh fleet 

Be not enſhelter'd and embay'd, they” re drown d: 

| It is impoſhble to bear it out. 


o, 


s light, 
[ Exit, 


SCENE. 
Enter a third Gentleman. 


| 3 GENT, News, 4 lords, our wars are done: 
The deſperate tempeſt hath ſo bang'd the Turks, 
That their deſignment halts. Another ſhip of Venice 
Path ſeen a grievous wrack and ſufferance 

On moſt part of the fleet. 

| MoxnT, How! is this true? 

| 3 GET. The ſhip is here put in; 

Veroneſſo, Michael Caſho, 

Lieutenant of the warlike Moor Othello, 

I: come on ſhore ; the Moor himſelf's at ſea, 

And is in full commiſſion here for Cyprus. 
Moxr. I'm glad on't; tis a worthy governor. 


nilemen. 


n at ſea! 
wrought 


land; 


aloud at 


comfort, 
ouching the Turkiſh loſs, yet he looks ſadly, 
ind prays the Moor be ſafe; for they were parted 
ith foul and violent tempeſt. 
Moxr. Pray heav'ns he be: 
for J have ſerv'd him, and the man commands 
Like a full ſoldier. Let's to the ſea- ſide, 
is well to ſee the veſſel that's come in, 
$to throw out our eyes for brave Othello, 
Even till we make the main and th' aerial blue 2 


ns melt, 
this? 
et; 


9 
nonſtrous 


i fixed, t lads, 


3 GEexnT, But this "I Caſſio, though he n of 
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An indiſtin& regard. 

GEN T. Come, let's do ſo; 
For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivance. 


SCENE: Il 
Enter CAss 10. 

Cas. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike iſle, 
That ſo approve the Moor: oh let the heav'ns 
Give him defence againſt the elements, 

For I have loſt him on a.dangerous ſea. 
Mor. Is he well ſhip'd ? 

Cas. His bark is ſtoutly timber'd, and his pilot 
Of very expert and approv'd allowance ; 
Therefore my hopes, not ſurfeited to death, 
Stand in bold cure. 

Within. A fail, a ſail, a ſail! 

Cas. What noiſe ? 


GENT, The town 1s empty ; on the brow o'th'ſe 


Stand ranks of people, and they cry a ſail. 
Cas. My hopes do ſhape him for the governor. 
Gent. They do diſcharge their ſhot of courteſe: 
Our friends at leaſt, | 
Cas. Ipray you, Sir, go forth, _ 

And give us truth who tis that is arriv'd. | 
GENT, I ſhall, [Ex 
Moxr. But, good lieutenant, is your general wir d 
Cas. Moſt fortunately, he hath atchiev'd a maid 

That paragons deſcription and wild fame : 

One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens, 
And in th' eſſential veſture of creation 

Do's bear all excellency 
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SCENE IV. 
Enter Gentleman, 


| How now ? who has put in ? 


GENT. Tis one Jago, ancient to the general. 
Cas. Has had moſt favourable and happy ſpeed; 


Tempeſts themſelves, high ſeas, and howling winds, 
The gutter'd rocks, and congregated ſands, 

| (Traitors þ enſteep'd to clog the guiltleſs keel,) 

As having ſenſe of beauty, do omit 

| Their mortal natures, letting fafe go by 

| The divine Deſdemona. 

Mor. What is the ? 


Cas, She that I ſpake of, our great captain's captain: 


Left in the conduct of the bold Jago, 
Whoſe footing here anticipates our thoughts, 


A ſennight's ſpeed. Great Jove, Othello's guard, 


| And {well his ſail with thine own powerful breath, 


That he may bleſs this bay with his tall ſhip, 
Make love's quick pants in Deſdemona's arms, 
Give renew'd fire to our extinguiſh'd ſpirits, 
And bring all Cyprus comfort 


SCENE v. 


Enter DES DEMONA, Jad o, RODORIGO, ard | 
AEMILIA. 
0 behold ! 
The riches of the ſhip is come on ſhore : 
You men of Cyprus, let her have your knees. 
Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of heav'n, 
before, behind thee, and on every hand 
Lnwheel thee round. 


1 gu. if enur'd. 
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Drs. I thank you, valiant Caſſio, 
What tidings can you tell me of my lord? 
Cas. He is not yet arriv'd, nor know I ought 
But that he's well, and will be ſhortly here. | 

DEs. O but I fear—how loſt you company? 

Cas. The great contention of the ſea and ſkies 
Parted our fellowſhip. But hark, a fail ! 

Within.) A fail, a ſail ! 

GENT, They give this greeting to the citadel: 
This likewiſe is a friend. 

Cas. See for the news: 
Good ancient, you are welcome. Welcome, miſtreſs. 

[To Aemilia. 

Let it not gall your patience, good Jago, 
That I extend my manners, Tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold ſhew of courteſie. 

Ja o. Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much of her lips, 
As of her tongue ſhe oft beſtows on me, 
You'd have enough. 

DEs, Alas! ſhe has no ſpeech, 

Jas. In faith, too much; 
find it (till, when I have liſt to ſleep; 
Marry before your ladyſhip, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little 1n her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

AEMIL, You have little cauſe to ſay ſo. 

Jaco. Come on, come on; you're pictures out of 

doors, 

Bells in your parlors, wild- cats in your kitchens, 
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended, 
Players in your huſwifery, and houſwives in your beds. 

DEs. Oh he upon thee, ſlanderer. 

Jaco. Nay, it is true, or elſe I am a Turk; 

You riſe to play, and go to bed to work. 
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AEMIL, You ſhall not write my praiſe. 

Jas o. No, let me not. 

Ds. What wouldſt thou write of me, if thou 
ſhouldſt praiſe me? 

Jaco. Oh gentle lady, do not put me to't, 


For I am nothing, if not critical. 


Drs. Come, one eſſay. There's one gone to the 
harbour 

Jaco. Ay, madam. 

Des. Iam not merry; but I do beguile 


The thing I am, by ſeeming otherwile ; 
| Come, how wouldſt thou praiſe me? 


Jaco. I am about it, but indeed my invention 


| comes from my pate; as birdlime does from freeze, 
| it plucks out brains and all. But my muſe labours, 


and thus ſhe 1s delivered, 
I. ſhe be fair and wiſe, Firn and wit, 
The one's for uſe, the other uſeth it. 

Des, Well prais'd ; how if ſhe be black and witty? 

Jaco. Vſhe be black, and thereto have a wit, 

Shell find a white that ſhall her blackneſs fit. 

Des. Worſe and worſe, _ 

AEMIL, How if fair and fooliſh ? 

JaGo, She never yet was fooliſh that was fair, 

For even her folly helpt her 19 an heir. 

Des, Theſe are old fond paradoxes, to make fools 
laugh i'th' alehouſe. What miſerable praiſe haſt thou 
for her that's foul and fooliſh ? 

Jaco, There's none ſo foul and fooliſh thereunto, 

But does foul pranis which fair and wiſe ones do. 

Ds, Oh heavy ignorance! thou praiſeſt the worſt 
beſt, But what praiſe couldſt thou beitow on a deſerv- 
ing woman indeed? one, that in the authority of her 
merit, did juſtly put on the vouch of very malice itſelf ? 
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Jas o. She that was ever fair, and never proud, 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud; 
Never lackt gold, and yet went never gay, 
Fled from her wiſh, and yet ſaid now I may; 
She that when anger'd, her revenge being nigh, 
Bad her wrong ſtay, and her diſpleaſure fly ; 
She that in wiſdom never was fo frail 
To change the cod's head for the falmn's tail, 
She that could think, and ne er diſcloſe her min!, 
See ſuitors followins, and not los behind; 
She was a Wight,.(if ever ſuch wight were) 

Ds. To do what? 

JAG o. To ſuctle fools, and 1 ſmall beer. 

DzEs. Oh moſt lame and impotent concluſion! do 
not learn of him, Aemilia, tho' he be thy huſband. 
How ſay you, Caſſio, is he not a moſt profane and 
liberal counſellor ? 

Cas. He ſpeaks home, madam, you may reliſh him 
more in the ſoldier, than in the ſcholar. 

Jaco. [A/ide.] He takes her by the palm; ay, 
well faid—whiſper—with as little a web as this, wil 
Jenſnare as great a fly as Caſho. Ay, ſmile upon her, 
do—l1 will gyve thee in thine own courtſhip. You 
ſay true, tis ſo indeed—if ſuch tricks as theſe ſiny 
you out of your lieutenancy, it had been better you 
had not kiſs'd your three fingers ſo oft, which nov 


again you are molt apt to play the Sir in. Very good 


well kiſs'd and excellent courtefie—'tis ſo in- 
deed—yet again—your fingers to your lips ? would 
they were clyſter- pipes for your ſake. [ Trump? 
The Moor, I know his trumpet. 

Cas. Tis truly ſo, 
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Dzs, Let's meet him, and receive him. 
Cas, Lo, where he comes ! 


SCENE VI. 


Enter OTHELLO, and Attendants. 


OTH, Oh my fair warrior! 
Drs. My dear Othello, 
OTH, It gives me wonder, great as my content, 


Jo ſee you here before me. My ſoul's joy! 

lfafter every tempeſt come ſuch calms, 

May the winds blow *till they have waken'd death: 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of ſeas 
Olympus high; and duck again as low 

As hell's from heaven. If 1 were now to die, 

| Twere now to be moſt happy; for I fear 

My ſoul hath her content ſo abſolute, 

That not another comfort like to this 

bducceeds in unknown fate. 


DEs. The heav'ns forbid, 


But that our loves and comforts ſhould increaſe, 
Evin as our days do grow. 


OTH, Amen to that, ſweet powers! 


[cannot ſpeak enough of this content, 

lt ſtops me here: it is too much of joy. 

And this and this the greateſt diſcords be ¶ Ming her. 
That e'er our hearts ſhall make. 


Jaco, Oh you are well-tun'd now; but I'll let 
down the pegs that make this muſick, as honeſt as I 

am, LAſide. 
OTH. Come, let's to the caſtle, 


drown'd. 
How do our old acquaintance of this iſle ? 
Honey, you ſhall be well deſir'd in Cyprus, 


Now, friends, our wars are done; the Turks are 
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I've found great love amongſt them. Oh my ſweet, Mompel her 
I prattle out of faſhion, and I dote pranted, ( 
# In mine own comfort, Pr ythee, good Jago, ton) who | 
Go to the bay, and diſembark my coffers ; tune, as Ca 
Bring thou the maſter to the cittadel, ther conſci 
He is a good one, and his worthineſs pf civil anc 


Does challenge much reſpect. Come, Deſdemona, Ing of his ſ 
Once more well met at Cyprus. ery and fy 


' [Exeunt Othello and Deſdemona, WW eye can 
ue advant 


lides, the 
ole requi 
ok after. 

yoman hat] 
ROD. Ic 
leſs d conc 
Jago. J 
de of pr 
erer have 
ou not ſee 
dlt not ma 
Ro p. Ye 
Jad o. L 
ure prolog 
hey met { 
Mbrac'd to 
hen theſe 
and comes 
brate conc] 
le. J have 
„night; fo 
knows yi 


SCENE VII. 
Manent JAG o and RoDORIGO. 

Jaco. Do you meet me preſently at the harbour, 
Come thither, if thou be'ſt valiant; as they ſay, bak 
men being in love, have then a nobility in their na- 
tures, more than is native to them liſt me; the 
lieutenant to-night watches on the court of guard, 
Firſt, I muſt tell thee this: Deſdemona is directly i 
love with him. 

Rop. With him? why, 'tis not poſſible. 

11 Jas. Lay thy fingers thus; and let thy ſoul be in 
5 ſtructed. Mark me with what violence ſhe firſt lord 

1 the Moor, but for bragging, and telling her fantalt- 
cal lies. And will ſhe love him till for prating! le 
not thy diſcreet heart think it. Her eye muſt be fed, 
And what delight ſhall ſhe have to look on the devil: 
When the blood is made dull with the act of ſport, 
there ſhould be a game to inflame it, and to give 
tiety a freſh appetite; lovelineſs in fayour, ſympath 
in years, manners, and beauties : all which the Moo! 
is defective in. Now for want of theſe requir'd col 
veniences, her delicate tenderneſs will find itſelf 
bus'd, begin to heave the gorge, diſreliſh and abt 
the Moor; very nature will inſtru& her in it, ® 
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pet, tompel her to ſome ſecond choice. Now, Sir, this 
branted, (as it is a moſt pregnant and unforc'd poſi- 

fon) who ſtands ſo eminent in the degree of this for- 

une, as Caſſio does ? a knave very voluble; no fur- 

her conſcionable, than in putting on the meer form 

bf civil and human ſeeming, for the better compaſ- 

nd, ing of his ſalt aud molt hidden looſe affection? a ſlip- 
ery and ſubtle knave, a finder of occaſions, that has 


emona. 


Llides, the knave is handſome, young, and hath all 
hole requiſites in him, that folly and green minds 
„ok after, A peſtilent and compleat knave! and the 
oman hath found him already. 

Rod. I cannot believe that of her, ſhe's full of moſt 
leſs'd condition. | 

Jaco. Bleſs'd figs end! the wine ſhe drinks is 
ade of grapes. If ſhe had been bleſs'd, ſhe would 
erer have lov'd the Moor: bleſs'd pudding! didſt 
du not ſee her paddle with the palm of his hand? 
alt not mark that? 
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{t lord ROD, Yes, that I did; but that was but courteſie. 

entail 145 0. Letchery, by this hand; an index, and ob- 
ing! ei ire prologue to the hiſtory of Juſt, and foul thoughts, 

be fed, hey met ſo near with their lips, that their breaths 
e devil: brac'd together, Villanous thoughts, Rodorigo ! 
f ſport ben theſe * mutualities ſo marſhal the way, hard at 
give {a and comes the maſter, and main exerciſe th' incor- 
Impathy “e concluſion : piſh——but, Sir, be you rul'd by 


e. J have brought you from Venice. Watch you 
„night; for the command, I'll lay't upon you. Caſ- 
knows you not: I'll not be far from you. Do you 
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it, and * mutabilities, 
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find ſome occaſion to anger Caſſio, either by ſpeak- 
ing too loud, or tainting his diſcipline, or from what 
other courſe you pleaſe, which the time ſhall more 
favourably miniſter. 

Rod. Well. | 

JAG o. Sir, he's raſh, and very ſudden in choler: 
and happily may ſtrike at you. Provoke him that he 
may; for even out of that will I cauſe thoſe of Cy: 
prus to mutiny : whoſe qualification ſhall come into 
no true taſte again, but by diſplanting of Caſho, 80 


ſhall you have a ſhorter journey to your deſires, by] 


the means I ſhall then have to prefer them: and the 
impediments moſt profitably removed, without which 
there was no expectation of our proſperity. 
Rod. I will do this, if you can bring it to any op- 
portunity. | 
 Jaco.1I warrant thee, Meet me by and by at tic 
cittadel. I muſt fetch his neceſſaries aſhore. Fareve!, 
Rop. Adieu. Ex. 


SCENE VIII. 
Manet Jaco. 
Jaco. That Caſſio loves her, I do well believe: 
That ſhe loves him, 'tis apt, and of great credit. 
The Moor, howbeit that I endure him not, 
Is of a conſtant, loving, noble nature, 
And I dare think he'll prove to Deſdemona 
A moſt dear huſband. Now I love her too, 
Not out of abſolute luſt, (though peradventure 
I ſtand accountant for as great a ſin,) 
But partly led to diet my revenge, 
For that I do ſuſpect the luſty Moor 
Hath leapt into my ſeat. The thought whereof 
Doth, like a poiſonous mineral, gnaw my inwards; 


| And not] 
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Or failin 


At leaſt i 
That jud 
If this po 
For his q 


Ill have 
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(For I fe 


Make the 
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peak. And nothing can, or ſhall content my ſoul 


n what Wi *Till I am even'd with him, wife for wife: 1 
1 more Or failing {o, yet that I put the Moor ; | 
At leaſt into a jealouſie ſo ſtrong, wt 
| That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do, Wl 
-holer: WWW If this poor traſh of Venice, whom I trace | Ha 1 


that he For his quick hunting, ſtand the putting on; 
of Cy- BY 11] have our Michael Caſſio on the hip, 3 00 
me into Abuſe him to the Moor in the“ right garb, 15 


11 
ho, 8 (For 1 fear Caſſio with my night- cap too,) 8 
res, ) Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, N i 
and the Wi For making him egregiouſly an aſs, be 
it which WY And practiſing upon his peace and quiet, | 9 
Even to madneſs. Tis here but yet confus'd, 1 
any op: Knavery's plain face is never ſeen, till us d. [EExit. it | 
y at the „„ LE TO a 1 1 ö 
Fareuel The Street. . 
[Ext Enter Herald, with a Proclamation. "hy 


Hex, It is Othello's pleaſure, our noble and valiant 

general, that upon certain tidings now arriv'd, im- 

| porting the meer perdition of the Turkiſh fleet, every 

Jieve: nan put himſelf into triumph: ſome to dance, ſome 
dit. to make boneſires, each man to what ſport and revels 
bis mind leads him. For beſides this beneficial news, 

it is the celebration of his nuptial. So much was his 

Pleaſure ſhould be proclaimed. All offices are open, 

and there is full liberty of feaſting, from this preſent 


re hour of five, till the bell have toll'd eleven. 
Bleſs the iſle of Cyprus, and our noble general O- 
thello, [ Exit. 
cof rank. ed. prim. 
wards; Vol. VIII. F 
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Enter OTHELLO, DES DEMONA, CASS10, and 
Attendants, | | 
OTH. Good Michael, look you to the guard to- 
night, „„ 
Let's teach ourſelves that honourable ſtop, 
Not to out - ſport diſcretion, — 
Cas. Jago hath direction what to do: 
But notwithſtanding with my perſonal eye 
Will I look to't. | 
OTH. Jago is moſt honeſt: _ 
Michael, good night. To-morrow with your earlieſt, 


Let me have ſpeech with you. Come, my dear love, 


The purchaſe made, the fruits are to enſue, 
That proſit's yet to come tween me and you. 
Good night, [Exeunt Othello and Deſdemona, 
| Enter JaGO0. 

Cas. Welcome, Jago; we mult to the watch. 

Jad o. Not this hour, lieutenant : tis not yet ten 
o'th* clock. Our general caſt us thus early for the 
love of his Deſdemona : whom let us not therefore 
blame; he hath not yet made the wanton night with 
her: and ſhe is ſport for Jove. | 

Cas, She's a moſt exquiſite lady. 

Jaco. And I'II warrant her full of game. 

Cas. Indeed ſhe's a moſt freſh and delicate crea 
ture. 4 

Jaco. What an eye ſhe has? methinks it ſounds? 
parly to provocation, 

Cas. An inviting eye; and yet methinks right 
modeſt, 


Jaco. And when ſhe ſpeaks, is it not an alarum to 


love ? 
Cas. She is indeed perfection. | 
JaG0,Well, happingſs to their ſheets ; come, lieu⸗ 


| tenant, I 
2 brace e 
| meaſure t 


Cas. 
and unhaj 


courteſie 


tanment, 
Jaco, 


drink for 


Cas; 1 


was crafti 
on it mak 
and dare 1 


Jaco, 
ants deſii 
Cas. 
Jaco, 
Cas, 1 
Jago, 
With tha 


He'll be a 


As my yo 
Now, my 
Whom lo 
To Deſde 
Potations 
Three lac 
That hol 
The very 
Have I to 
* And th 


drut 


and t 
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114 tenant, I have a ſtoop of wine, and here without are 

| a brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain have a 
rd to- neaſure to the health of black Othello. 

Cas. Not to-night, good Jago: I have very poor 

and unhappy brains for drinking. I could well wiſh 4 

| courteſie would invent ſome other cuſtom of enter- 1 

tainment. 1 

Jaco. Oh, they are our friends : but one cup, I'll 76070 

drink for you. We 

Cas. 1 have drunk but one cup tonight; and that 4 

arlieſt, N vas craftily qualified too: and behold what innovati- 

r love, Wen it makes here, I am unfortunate in the infirmity, b 

and dare not taſk my weakneſs with any more. 1 

Jaco. What, man ? tis a night of revels, the gal- bt 

ants deſire it, 


emona, 1328 
Cas, Where are they ? 1 

ch. Jaco, Here at the door; I pray you call them in. 47 
yet ten Cas, I'll do't, but it diſlikes me. [Exit Caſſio. "+ 
for the Jaco, If I can faſten but one cup upon him, 1 
erefore With that which he hath drunk to-night already, "ty 
ht with [He'll be as full of quarrel and offence N 
s my young miſtreſs's dog. 

Now, my ſick fool, Rodorigo, 

Whom love hath turn'd almoſt the wrong fide out, 
e cre Wl To Deſdemona hath to-night carouz'd 

?otations pottle deep; and he's to watch. 
ſounds 2 Three lads of Cyprus, noble ſwelling ſpirits, 

That hold their honours in a wary diſtance, 
s right The very elements of this warlike iſle, 

Ware I to-night fluſter'd with flowing cups, 
arum to WM" And they watch too. Now mongſt this flock of 

drunkards, 

me, lev” * and the watch too. ed. prim. 
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Am I to put our Cailo in ſome action 

That may offend the iſle. But here they come. 
If conſequence do but approve my dream, 

My boat ſails freely, both with wind and ſtream. 


E N E X. 
Enter Cass 10, MONTANO, aud Gentlemen. 
Cas, Fore heav'n, they have Bren me a rouf: 
already. 
- Monr. Good faith a little one: not paſt a pint, 5 
Jam a ſoldier. ; 
Jad o. Some wine ho! 
And let me the canatin clink, clink, 
And let me the canatin clink. 
A ſeldier's a man oh man's life's but a ſþa!, 
Why then let a ſoldier drink. 


Jago 2 


Some wine, boys. 


Cas. Fore heav'n, an excellent ſong. 

Jaco. I learn'd it in England: where indeed the) 
are molt potent in potting. Your Dane, your German, 
and your ſwag-belly'd Hollander, —— drink ho— 
are nothing to your Engliſh. 

Cas. Is your Engliſhman ſo exquiſite i in his drink 
ing? 
Jaco. Why he drinks you with facility your Dan! 
dead drunk. He * {weats not to overthrow your Al- 


main. He gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the net 


pottle can be fill d. 
CAs. To the health of our general. 
Monr. I am for it, lieutenant; and III do j® 
juſtice. 
Jaco, Oh ſweet England. 


* ſwears not, 


'Ti. 


i 


| Some win 


CAS; 


other. 


Jago 
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place, th 
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there be! 
Jaco 
As. 
ral, nor: 
Jaco 
Cas. 
lieutenar 
have no 
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GENT 
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is drink: 
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the next 
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place, that does thoſe things. Well 
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King Stephen was and-a worthy peer, 
His breeches coſt him but a crown, 
He held them ſixpencè all too dear, 
With that he call'd the taylor laune: 
He was a wight of high renown, 
And thou 25 but of low degree : 
'Tis pride that pulls the country down, 
And take thy old cloak about thee. 


some wine ho. 


Cas, Why this is a more exquiſite ſong than the 


| other, 


Jago. Will you hear't again? 
Cas. No, for 1 hold him to be unworthy of his 
Heaven's 
above all; and there be ſouls that muſt be ſaved, and 
there be ſouls mult not be ſaved, 
Jaco. It's true, good lieutenant. 
Cas. For mine own part, (no oilence to the gene- 
il, nor any man of quality ;) I hope to be ſaved. 
Jaco. And ſo do! too, lieutenant. 
Cas. Ay, but by your leave, not before me. The 
lieutenant is to be ſaved before the ancient. Let's 
ave no more of this; let's to our affairs. Forgive 


our ſing—— gentlemen let's look to our buſineſs. Do 


not think, gentlemen, I am drunk: this is my ancient 
this is my right hand, and this is my left. I am not 
drunk now; I can ſtand well enough, and I ſpeak well 
enough. 

GENT, Excellent well 

Cas, Why very well then: you muſt not think 
then that I am drunk. [Exits 
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I pray you after the lieutenant, go. 
Moxr. And 'tis great pity that the noble Moor 
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SCENE XL 


Manent Jaco and MoxrANO. 


MonrT. To the platform, maſters, come, let's ſee 


the watch, 
Jad o. You ſee this fellow that is gone before, 
He is a ſoldier, fit to ſtand by Caeſar, 
And give direction. And do but ſee his vice, 
*Tis to his virtues a juſt equinox, 
The one as long as th other. *Tis pity of him; 
I fear the truſt Othello puts him in, 
On ſome odd time of his infirmity, 
Will ſhake this iſland, 
MonrT. But is he often thus? 
Ja60. Tis evermore the prologue to his ſleep, 
He'll watch the horologue a double let, 


If drink rock not his cradle. 


Mor. It were well 
The general were put in mind of it : 
Perhaps he ſees it not, or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Caſſio, 
And looks not on his evils: is not this true ? 
Enter RopoRIGO. 
Jaco. How now, Rodorigo ! 


Should hazard ſuch a place as his own ſecond, 
With one of an ingraft infirmity; 
It were an honeſt action to ſay ſo 
Unto the Moor, 
Ja6o. Not I, for this fair iſland; 
I do love Caſlio well, and would do much 
To cure him of this evil. Hark, what noiſe ? 


Ne- 
CAS, 1 
Mor. 
Cas. 4 

knave into 
Ro. I 
Cas. I 
Mor. 

I pray you 
Cas. I 
maz: 
MoNnrT, 
Cas. D 
Jaco. 


Nay, good 
Help ho !- 
Help maſte 
Who's tha 


The town 
You will b 
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Re-enter CAs s io purſuing Ro DORIGO. 
Cas, You rogue! you raſcal ! 
Moxr. What's the matter, lieutenant? 


Cas. A knave teach me my duty? I'll beat the 


s ſee ¶ knave into a twiggen bottle. 
Rob. Beat me 
re, Cas. Doſt thou prate, rogue? 
MoxT. Nay, good lieutenant ? [ Staying him. 
II pray you, Sir, hold your hand. 
Cas. Let me go, Sir, or I'll * knock you o'er the 


| mazzard. 
Moxr. Come, come, you're drunk. 
Cas. Drunx? [They fight. 
Jaco. Away I ſay, go out and cry a mutiny. 
[ Exit Rodorigo. 
cep, Nay, good eaten alas, gentlemen 
Help ho !——lientenant—Sir, Montano 
Help maſters ! here's a goodly watch indeed 
Who's that who rings the bell—diablo, ho ! 
| [Bell rings, 
The town will riſe. Fie, fie, lieutenant ! 
You will be ſham'd for ever. 
SCENE. XII. 
Enter OTHELLO, and Attendants. 
: Rot born. What is the matter here? 
Hoo 


Mor. I bleed ſtill, I am hurt, but not to th? 
death. 


OTH, Hold "Me your lives. 


Jaco. Hold ho! lieutenant—Sir—Montano—-» 
Gentlemen 


Ware you forgot all lh of ſenſe andduty ? 


| 


* knew, 


* . - = . — * * 
2 n . 3 * * ED — 8 £ A 
r 5 


Wy 


48 oO THE L L o. II. 13. 


The general ſpeaks to you hold, hold, for ſhame— 
Or H. Why how now ho? from whence ariſeth this? 


Are we turn d Turks? and to ourſelves do that 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites? 
For Chriſtian ſhame, put by this barbarous bray] 
He that itirs next to carve for his own rage, 


. 
7 


Holds his ſoul light: he dies upon his motion. 


Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the iſle 
From her propriety. What is the matter? 
Honeſt Jago, that looks dead with grieving, 
Speak : who began this? on thy love I charge thee, 
Ja o. I do not know; friends all, but now, eren 
now 


In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 


Diveſting them for bed; and then, but now 
As if ſome planet had unwitted men, 
Sword out, and tilting one at other's breaſts, 
In oppoſition bloody. I can't ſpeak 
Any beginning to this peeviſh odds, 
And would in action glorious I had loſt 
Thoſe legs that brought me to a part of it 
OTH. How comes it, Michael, you are thus for 
got? 
Cas. I pray you pardon me, I cannot ſpeak. 
OTH, Worthy Montano, you were wont be ay 
The gravity and ſtillneſs of your youth 
The world hath noted. And your name 1s great 
In mouths of wiſe{t cenſure. What's the matter, 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 
And ſpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler ? give me anſwer to it. 
MoxT, Worthy Othello, Iam hurt to dange!; 
Your officer, Jago, can inform you, me 
While I ſpare ſpeech, which ſomething noV Cirenl 


Ok all th: 
By me th 
Unleſs ſe] 
And to de 
When vie 
OTH. 
My blood 
And paſſi 
Aﬀays to 
Or do but 
Shall fink 
How this 
And he th 
Tho' he! 
hall loſe 
Yet wild, 
To manag 
ln night, 
Tis mon; 
MoxT 
Thou doſl 
Thou art 
Jaco, 
Id rather 
Than it ſu 
let I perf 
call noth 
Montano ; 
There cor 
And Cafſic 
To eXecut 
eps in to 
Myſelf the 
Leſt by his 
Vor, v 


0{ all that I do know, nor know I ought 


1 By me that's ſaid or done amiſs this night, 
Unleſs ſelf- charity be ſometimes a vice, 
and to defend ourſelves it be a ſin, 
aul: hen violence aſſails us. 
; OTH, Now, by heav'n, . 
My blood begins ray ſater guides to rule, 
i And paſſion, having my beſt judgment choler'd, 
Aſſays to Icad the way. If I once ſtir, 
Or do but lift this arm, the beſt of you 
thee, hal ſink in my reiake, Give me to know 
3 How this foul rout began? who ſet it on? 
And he that is approv'd in his offence, 
: Tho' he had twinn'd with me both at a birth, 
3 challloſe me. What, in a town of war, 
Yet wild, the peoples hearts brim-full of fear, 
To manage private and domeſtic quarrel ! 
: ln night, and on the court and guard of ſafety ? 
Tis monſtrous. Say Jago, who began't ? 
MoxT. If partially affin'd, or leagu'd in ofñce, 
Thou doſt deliver more or leſs than truth, 
thus ot Lhou art no ſoldier, 
Jaco. Touch me not ſo near: 
DS Id rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 
tbe chu han it ſhould do offence to Michael Caſſio. 
let I perſuade myſelf, to ſpeak the truth 
great all nothing wrong him. Thus 'tis, general: 
Hontano and myſelf being in ſpeech 
gatter, y 8 in ip , 


There comes a fellow crying out for help, 
and Caſſio following with determin'd ſword, 
To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman 
danger; NPeeps in to Caſſio, and intreats his pauſe; 
me Myſelf the crying fellow did purſue; 
ow ofrend Leſt by his clamour (as it ſo fell out) 
vor. VIII. G 
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The town might fall in fright. He, ſwift of foot, 
Out-ran my purpoſe : I return'd the rather 


For that I heard the clink and fall of ſwords, 
And Caſſio high in oath; which till to-night 


I ne'er might ſay before. When I came back, 
(For this was brief) I found them cloſe together 
At blow and thruſt, even as again they were 
When you yourſelf did part them. 
More of this matter cannot I report. 
But men are men; the beſt ſometimes forget; 5 
Thoꝰ Caſſio did ſome little wrong to him, 
As men in rage ſtrike thoſe that with them bell, 
Yet ſurely Caſſio, I believe, receiv'd 
From him that fled ſome ſtrange indignity, 
Which patience could not pals, 
OTH. Iknow, Jago, 
Thy honeſty and love doth mince this matter, 


Making it light to Caſſio. Caſſio, I love thee, 


But never more be officer of mine. 
Enter DESDEMONA attended. 


Look if my gentle love be not rais'd up: 


I'll make thee an example. 
Des. What's the matter? 


OTH. All is well, ſweeting ; come, away to bed. 


Sir, for your hurts, myſelf will be your ſurgeon. 
Lead him off: 

Jago, look with care about the town, 

And ſilence thoſe whom this vile brawl diſtraQed, 
Come, Deſdemona, tis the ſoldier's life, 

To have their balmy ſlumbers wak'd with ſtrife. 


[Excuns | 


SCENE XIII. 
Manent JaGo and Cass10. 
Jaco. What, are you hurt, lieutenant ? 


Cat 
Jac 
Cat 
have Ic 
of myſ 


on, Jag 


Jac 


had rec 
in that 
moſt fa 
| withou 
| unleſs 1 
there a1 
| but noy 
| licy tha 
| {encele: 
again, 


Cas 


| ceive ſo 
| and ſo 1 


rot? at 
fuſtian \ 
rit of v 
us call 

Jag 
ſword ? 

Cas 


Jac, 
Cas, 
diſtinctl 
that mei 
away th; 
revel an 


ot, 


to bed. 


IN, 


ed, 


fe, 


Excl. 
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Cas, Paſt all ſurgery. | 

Jaco. Marry, heav'n forbid. 

Cas. Reputation, reputation, reputation! oh I 
have loſt my reputation! I have loſt the immortal part 
of myſelf, and what remains is beſtial. My reputati- 
on, Jago, my reputation— 

Jaco. As Iam an honeſt man, I had thought you 


had received ſome bodily wound; there is more *ſenſe 
in that than in reputation. Reputation is an idle, and 
moſt falſe impoſition; oft got without merit, and loſt 
| vithout deſerving. You have loſt no reputation at all, 
| unleſs you repute yourſelf ſuch a loſer. What man 


there are ways to recover the general again, Youare 


but now caſt in his mood, a puniſhment more in po- 
| licy than in malice, even ſo as one would beat his of- 
| fenceleſs dog to affright an imperious lion. Sue to him 
again, and he's yours. 


Cas. I will rather ſue to be deſpis'd, than to de- 


ceive ſo good a commander, with ſo flight, ſo drunken, 
| and ſo indiſcreet an officer. Drunk? and ſpeak, par- 


rot? and ſquabble? ſwagger? ſwear? and diſcourſe 
fultian with one's own ſhadow ? oh thou inviſible ſpi- 
rit of wine ! if thou haſt no name to be known by, let 
us call thee devil, OY 

Jaco. What was he that you follow'd with your 
ſword? what had he done to you? 

Cas, I know not. 

Jas o. Is't poſſible? 

Cas. I remember a maſs of things, but nothing 
diſtinctly: a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. Oh, 
that men ſhould put an enemy in their mouths, to ſteal 
away their brains! that we ſhould with joy, pleaſance, 
revel and applauſe, transform ourſelyes into beaſts. 

* offence ed. prim. 
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Jaco, Why, but you are aow well enough: hoy 
came you thus recover'd ? 

Cas. It hath pleas'd the devil, drunkenneſs, to 
give place to the devil, wrath ; one unperfectneſs {hens 
me another, to make me frankly deſpiſe myſelf. 

Jaco. Come, you are too ſevere a moraler. 1; 
the time, the place, and the condition of this conntry 
ſtands, I could heartily wiſh this had not befain : but 
ſince it is as it is, mend it for your own good. 

Cas, I will aſk him for my place again; he ſha! 
tell me, I am a drunkard? had I as many mouths 4 
Hydra, ſuch an anſwer would flop them ail. Tote 
now a ſenſible man, by and by a fool, and preſendya 
beaſt. Every inordinate cup is unbicſs'd, and the mr 
gredient is a devil. 

Jaco. Come, come, good wine is a good firir 
creature, if it be well us'd: exclaim no more again 
it. And, good lieutenant, I think you think ] love vou, 

Cas. I have well approv'd it, Sir. I drunk 

Jaco. You, or any man living, may be drunk . 
ſome time, man. I tell you what you ſha'l do: our 
general's wife is now the general. I may ſay o, 
this reſpect, for that he hath devoted and given 1 
himſelf to the contemplation, mark, and devoternent 
of her parts and graces. Confeſs yourſelf freely to 
her: importune her help, to put you in your place 2. 
gain. She is of fo free, ſo kind, ſo apt, ſo bleſſed a dil. 
poſition, ſhe holds it a vice in her goodneſs net to 0 
more than ſhe is requeſted. This broken joint be- 
tween you and her huſband, intreat her to {pliote!. 
And my fortunes againſt any lay worth naming, th 
crack of your love ſhall grow ſtronger than it r 
before. 

Cas, You adviſe me'well, 
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Jaco. I proteſt in the ſincerity of love, and honeſt 


kiadneſs. | 


Cas. I think it freely; and betimes in the morn— 


ing 1 will beſeech the virtuous Deſdemona to under- 
take for me: I am deſperate of my fortunes, if the 
| check me. 


Jaco. You are in the right: good night, lieute- 


nant, I muſt to the watch. | 


Cas. Good night, honeſt Jago. [ Exit Caſſio. 


SCENE XIV. 
Manet Jaco, 
Jaco. And what's he then, that ſays I r!-y the 


Vuen this advice is free I give, and horeſ!, |. Uulkin? 
| Likely to thinking, and indeed the courſe 


To win the Moor again. For 'tis moſt eaſy 

Ti inclin:no Deſdemona to ſubdue 

In any honeit ſuit : ſhe's iram'd as fruitful 

As the free elements. Aud then for her 

To win the Moor, weie't to renounce his baptiſm, 


All ſeals and {ymbols of redeemed lin, 


His ſoul is ſo enfetter'd to her love 

That ſhe may make, unmake, do what ſhe liſt, 
Even as her appetite ſhall play the God 

With his weak function. Am] then a villain, 
To counſel Caſſio to this parallel courſe, 
Directly to his good? 'tis hell's divinity : 

When devils will their blackeſt fins put on, 


| They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heavenly ſhews, 


As Ido now. For while this honeſt fool 

Plies Deſdemona to repair his fortune, 

and ſhe for him pleads ſtrongly to the Moor; 
II pour this peſtilence into his car, 


That ſhe repeals him for her body's luſt : 
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Jaco. Why, but you are now well enough: hoy 
came you thus recover'd ! 

Cas. It hath pleas'd the devil, drunkenneſs, tg 
give place to the devil, wrath ; one unperfectneſs ſhens 
me another, to make me frankly deſpiſe myſelf. 

_ Jaco. Come, you are too ſevere a moraler, 4; 
the time, the place, and the condition of this country 
{tands, I could heartily wiſh this had not befaln: bu 
ſince it is as it is, mend it for your own good. 

Cas, I will aſk him for my place again; he ſha! 


tell me, I am a drunkard ? had I as many mouths s 


Hydra, ſuch an anſwer would flop them ail. Tote 


now a ſenſible man, by and by a fool, and preſeni!y2 | 


beaſt. Every inordinate cup is unbleſs'd, and the la- 
gredient is a devil. | 
Jaco. Come, come, good wine is a good famille 
creature, if it be well us'd : exclaim no more ecainlt 
it. And, good lieutenant, I think you think 1 love vou, 
Cas. Ihave well approv'd it, Sir. I drunk 
Jaco. You, or any man living, may be drunk 4! 


ſome time, man, I tell you what you ſhail do: our! 


general's wife is now the general. I may fay io, 
this reſpect, for that he hath devoted and given up 
himſelf to the contemplation, mark, and devotement 
of her parts and graces. Confeſs yourſelf freely t 
her: importune her help, to put you in your place a. 


gain, She is of ſo free, ſo kind, ſo apt, ſo bleſſed a dil. 


poſition, ſhe holds it a vice in her goodneſs not to © 


more than ſhe is requeſted. This broken joint be- 


tween you and her huſband, intreat her to {pliote!. 
And my fortunes againſt any lay worth naming, th 
crack of your love ſhall grow ſtronger than it wos 
before. : 

Cas. You adviſe me well. 
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Jaco. I proteſt in the ſincerity of love, and honeſt 
kiadneſs. 


Cas. I think it freely; and betimes in the morn— 
ing! will beſeech the virtuous Deſdemona to under- 


take for me: I am deſperate of my fortunes, if the 
check me. 


Jaco. You are in the right: good night, lieute- 


Cas. Good night, honeſt Jago. [Exit Caſſio, 


S GENE XIV. 
HManet JaGo. | 
Taco, And what's he then, that ſays I r!-y the 


| Wien this advice is free I give, and horeſ!, | , Alain? 


Likely to thinking, and indeed the courſe 

To win the Moor again. For 'tis moſt eaſy 

Th' inclinine Deſdemona to ſubdue 

ln any honeit ſuit : ſhe's fram'd as fruitful 

As the free elements. Aud then for her 

To win e Moor, weie't to renounce his baptiſm, 
All ſeals and {ymbols of redeemed lin, 

His ſoul is ſo enfetter'd to her love 


| That ſhe may make, unmake, do what ſhe liſt, 


Even as her appetite ſhall play the God 

With his weak function. Am ] then a villain, 
To counſel Caſio to this parallel courſe, 
Directly to his good? 'tis hell's divinity : 
When devils will their blackelt fins put on, 
They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heavenly ſhews, 
\51do now. For while this honeſt fool 

Plies Deſdemona to repair his fortune, 

and ſhe for him pleads ſtrongly to the Moor; 
11] pour this peſtilence into his car, 


That ſhe repeals him for her boy's luſt: 
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And by how much ſhe ſtrives to do him good, 
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She ſhall undo her credit with the Moor. 


So will J turn her virtue into pitch, 4 
And out of her own goodneſs make the net 
That ſhall + enmeſh them all, How now, Rod'rigo! 
SCENE: XV. E, 
Enter Ro DORIGO. 

Rob. I follow here in the chace, not like a hound | 
that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My money A! 
is almoſt ſpent; I have been to-night exceedingly wel | 
cudgelled ; and I think the iſſue will be, I ſhall have ſofWomethin, 
much experience for my pains; and ſo with no mon Crow 
at all, and a little more wit, return again to Venice. een in N. 

Jaco. How poor are they that have not patienceꝰ Mus. 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees ? CLow 
Thou know'ſt we work by wit, and not by witchcraſi Mus. 
And wit depends on dilatory time : CLow: 
Noes't not go well? Caſſio hath beaten thee, | Mus, 
And thou by that ſmall hurt haſt caſhier'd Caſſio. CLow 
Tho” other things grow fair againſt the ſun, lat I kno 
Yet fruits that bloſſom firſt, will firſt be ripe: nd the g. 
Content thyſelf a while, In troth 'tis morning; you for lo! 
Pleaſure and action make the hours ſcem ſhort. Mus. 
Retire thee; go where thou art billetted ? CLow) 
Away, I ſay, thou ſhalt know more hereafter : eard, to't 
_—_ get thee gone, [Exit Rodorigo general do 

Two things are to be done; Mus. 
My wife muſt move for Caſſio to her miſtreſs: CL OW I 
1']11 ſet her on to draw the Moor apart, Ill away, 
And bring him jump, when he may Caſſio find Cas, I 
Solliciting his wife : ay, that's the way : BW Cows 
Pull not device, by coldneſs and delay. Euler you. 


4 en-meſh, @ metaphor from taking birds in meſues. Cas, I 
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1 r i SCENE x. 
dig! OTHELLO's Palace. 


Enter Cass 10, Muſicians, and Clown, 


> a hound CAss io. 
y money AS T ERS, play here, I will content your 
ngly well pains, Ineral. 


II havefo 
10 money 
Venice. 
Jatience f 


domething that's brief; and bid good-morrow, ge- 
CLown. Why, maſters, have your inſtruments 
deen in Naples, that they ſpeak i th' noſe thus? 
Mos. How, Sir, how? 
CLown, Are theſe, I pray you, wind inſtruments? 
Mus, Ay, marry are they, Sir, 
CLown. Oh, thereby hangs a tale, 
| Mus, Whereby hangs a tale, Sir ? 
CLown, Marry, Sir, by many a wind inſtrument 
tl know. But, maſters, here's money for you: 


tchcraſtz 


"FINE 
aſſio. 


g ou for love's ſake to make no noiſe with it. 
rt. Mus, Well, Sir, we will not. 

CLown, If you have any muſick that may not be 
er: ard, to't again. But, as they ſay, to hear muſick, the 
dodorigo general does not greatly care. 

Mus, We have none ſuch, Sir. | 
5 CLown, Then put up your pipes in your bag, for 

away. Go, vaniſh into air, away. [Ext Mu, 
id Cas. Poſt thou hear me, mine honelt friend? 
WH Clown. No, I hear not your honelt friend; I 
[Ext ear you, 
es: Cas, Pr'ythee, keep up thy quillets, there's a 


nd the general ſo likes your muſick, that he deſires 
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poor piece of gold for thee : if the gentlewoman that 
attends the gereral's wife be ſtirring, tell her there's 
one Caſſio cntreats of her a little favour of ſpecch, 
Wilt thou do this ? | 
CLown. She 1s ſtirring, Sir, if ſhe will ſtir hither, 
L ſhall ſeem to notify unto her. [ Exit Clown, 
Cas. Do my good friend. 
To in enter Jaco, 
In happy time, Jago. 
Jaco. You have not been a-bed then? 
Cas. Why, no; the day had broke before we parted, 
I have made bold to ſend in to your wife; 
My ſuit is, that ſhe will to Deſdemona 
Procure me ſome acceſs. 
Ja o. I'll ſend her preſently : 
And I'll deviſe a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converſe and buſineſs 
May be more free. "Exit 
Cas. Ihumbly thank you for't. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honeſt. 
To him enter AEMILIA, [ſorry 
AEMIL, Good-morrow, good lieutenant, I am 
For your diſpleaſure ; but all will ſure be well. 
The general and his wife are talking of it: 
And ſhe ſpeaks for you ſtoutly. The Moor replies, 
That he you hurt is of great fame in Cyprus, 
And great affinity ; and that in wiſdom { you, 
He might not but refuſe you. But he proteſts he lo, 
And needs no other ſuitor but his likings, 
To bring you in again. 
Cas. Yet I beſeech you, 
If you think fit, or that it may be done, 
Give me advantage of ſome brief diſcourſe 
With Deſdemona alone. 
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AEMIL. Pray you come in, 

Iwill beſtow you where you ſhall have time 
Jo ſpeak your boſom freely. | 
Cas. I'm much bound to you, [Exeunt. 


an that 
there's 
0 pecch, 


hither, 
Clown, SCENE IL 

Enter OTHELL oO, JAG o, and Gentlemen. 

| OTH, Theſe letters give, Jago, to the pilot, 

And by him do my duties to the ſenate; 

That done, I will be walking on the works, 

Repair there to me. 

Jaco, My good lord, I'll do't. 

OTH, This fortification, gentlemen, ſhall we ſee't? 
GENT, We'll wait upon your lordſhip. [Exeurt. 


| parted, 


SCENE: 


eſfs An Apartment. 
[ Ex! Enter DEsDEMONA, Cass10, and AEMILIA. 
new Des. Be thou aſſur'd, good Caſho, I will do 
Al my abilities in thy behalf. 
[{orr] 


AEMIL, Good madam, do: I know it grieves my 
t, I am huſband 
I. As if the cauſe were his. | 
Drs. Oh that's an honeſt fellow; doubt not, Caſſio, 
but I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 
L Cas. Moſt bounteous madam, 
be 10" WY Whatever ſhall become of Michael Caſſio, 
He's never any thing but your true ſervant. 
Des, I know't, I thank you; you do love my lord, 
Tou've known him long, and be you well aſſur d, 
He ſhall in ſtrangeneſs ſtand no farther aff 
Than in a politic diſtance, 
Cas. Ay, but lady, 
Vor. VIII. H 


r replies, 
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That policy may either laſt ſo long, 

Or feed upon ſuch nice and wateriſh diet, 

Or breed itſelf ſo out of circumſtances, 

That I being abſent, and my place ſupply'd, 

. My general will forget my love and ſervice. 

bi Des. Do not doubt that; before Aemilia here, 


1 I give the warrant of thy place. Aſſure thee, 
5 If I do vow a friendſhip, I'll perform it 


Wo To the laſt article. My lord ſhall never reſt, 
I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of patience; 
His bed ſhall ſeem a ſchool, his board a ſhrift, 


1 III intermingle every thing he do's 
ms With Caſſio's ſuit: therefore be merry, Caſſio, 


For thy ſollicitor ſhall rather die, 
Than give thy cauſe away. 


SCENE lv. 


1 Enter OTHELLO and JaGo. 
Armin, Madam, here comes my lord. 
Wo Cas. Madam, I'll take my leave. 


Des. Why ſtay, and hear me ſpeak. 
Cas. Madam, not now; I'm very ill at eaſe. 
Unfit for mine own purpoſes. 
DES. Well, do your diſcretion. [Exit Caſk, 
Jaco, Hah? I like nat that. 
O n. What doſt thou ſay ? 
Jaco. Nothing my lord; or if know not what. 
OTH, Was not that Caſſio parted from my wile: 
JAG o. Caſſio, my lord? no ſure, I cannot think it, 
That he would ſteal away ſo guilty-like, 
Seeing you coming. 
OTH. I believe 'twas he. 
DEs. How now, my lord ? 
1 have been talking with a ſuitor here, 
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here, 


ce; 


ſe. 
Caſſio. 


t what. 
wife? 


hink it, 
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A man that languiſhes in your diſpleaſure, 
OTH. Who is't you mean? 
Dzs, Why your lieutenant Caſſio. Good my lord, 


If I have any grace or power to move you, 


His preſent reconciliation take, 
For if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honeſt face. 
[ pr'ythee call him back. 
OTH. Went he hence now? 
Des. In ſooth, ſo humbled, 
That he hath left part of his grief with me 
To ſuffer with him. Good love call him back. 
OTH, Not now, {weet Deſdemona, ſome other time. 
Des, But ſhall't be ſhortly ? | 
OTH. Sooner, ſweet, for you. 
Des. Shall't be to-night at ſupper ? ? 
OTH, Not to-night, 
Dzs. To-morrow dinner then? 
OTH. I ſhall not dine at home: 
I meet the captains at the citadel, [morn, 
Des. Why then to-morrow night, or Tueſday 
Or Tueſday noon, or night, or Wedneſday morn, 
I pr'ythee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three days; in faith he's penitent : 
And yet his treſpaſs, in our common reaſon, 
(ave that they ſay the wars muſt make example 
Out of their beſt,) is not almoſt a fault 
Tincurr a private check. When ſhall he come? 
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my ſoul : 
What you would aſk me, that I would deny, : 
Or ſtand ſo ® mutt' ring on? what? Michael Caſſio! 
That came a wooing with you, and many a time 


0 mamm' ring. | 
H 2 


Þ 
1 
f 
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When I have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly 
Hath ta'en your part, to have ſo much to do 
To bring him in? truſt me, I could do much —— 
OTH. Pr'ythee no more, let him come when he wil, 
I will deny thee nothing. 
DES. Why, this is not a boon : 
Tis as I ſhould entreat you wear your gloves, 
Or feed on nouriſhing meats, or keep you warm; 
Or ſue to you, to do peculiar profit 
To your own perſon. Nay, when I have ſuit, 
Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed, 
It ſhall be full of poize and difficulty, | 
And fearful to be granted, | 
Ork. I vill deny thee nothing. 
Whereon I do beſeech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to myſelf. 
Des. Shall I deny you? no: farewel, my lord. 
OTH. Farewel, my Deſdemona, I'll come ſtraight, 


Des. Aemilia, come; be as your fancies teach you: | 


Whate'er you be, I am obedient, | [Exeunt, 


. OS CENE:Y; 
Manent OrHELLO and JAGO. 


Or. Excellent wretch ! perdition catch my foul, 
But I do love thee; and when I love thee not, 
Chaos 1s come again, 
Jaco. My noble lord. 
OTH, What doſt thou ſay, Jago? (lady, 
Jado. Did Michael Caſſio, when you woo'd m) 
Know of your love ? 
Or n. He did from firſt to laſt : why doſt thou aſk! 
Jaco. But for a ſatisfaction of my thought, 
No farther harm. : | 
OTH, Why of thy thought, Jago! 
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Jago. I did not think he'd been acquainted with it, 
OTH. Oh yes, and went between us very oft. 
Jaco. Indeed! 
OTH, Indeed! ay, indeed. Diſcern lt thou ought 
of that? | 
s he not honeſt ? 
| Jaco. Honeſt, my Jord? 2 
OTH, Honeſt ? ay, honeſt. 
Jaco. My lord, for ought I know, 
OTH. What doſt thou think? 
Jaco. Think, my lord! 
OTH. Think, my lord ! why by heav'n, thou ec- 
cho'ſt me; 
As if there were ſome monſter in thy thought 
Too hideous to be ſhewn. Thou doſt mean ſomething: 
heard thee ſay but now, thou lik'dſt not that, 
lord. When Caſſio left my wife. What did'ſt not like? 
traight, And when I told thee, he was of my counſel, Wh 
ch you: ln my whole courſe of wooing; thou cry'dſt, indeed! 1 
Excunt. And did'ſt contract and purſe thy brow together, bh 
s if thou then hadſt ſhut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : if thou doſt love me 1 
Sew me thy thought. bt 
ny ſoul, Jaco. My lord, you know I love you. 1 
OTH, I think thou doſt: 14 
And for 1 know thou art full of love and honeſty, 
And weigh ' ſt thy words before thou giv'ſt them breath, 
[tady, Therefore theſe ſtops of thine fright me the more : 
od my For ſuch thin gs, in a falſe diſloyal knave, 
Are tricks of cuſtom; but in a man that's juſt, 
ou alk? They're * cloſe 1 working from the heart, 
That paſſion cannot rule. 
Jaco. For Michael Caſſio, 
cold dilations, 


he will, 


0-H & LL 0. 


I dare be ſworn, I think, that he is honeſt. 
OTH. 1 think ſo too. 
Jaco. Men ſhould be what they ſeem, 

Or thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem none, 
OTH. Certain, men ſhould be what they ſeem, 
Jaco. Why, then I think Caſſio's an honeſt man. 
OTH, Nay, yet there's more in this ; 

I pray thee ſpeak to me as to * thy thinkings, 

As thou doſt ruminate, and give thy worſt of thoughts, 

The worlt of words. 1 
Jad o. Good, my lord, pardon me. 

+ Tho'I am bound to every act of duty, 

I am not bound to that, all ſlaves are free to; 

Utter my thoughts !—why ſay they're vile and falſe? 

As where's that palace whereinto foul things 

Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breaſt ſo pure, 

But ſome uncleanly apprehenſions 
Keep leets and law-days, and in ſeſſion fit 
With meditations lawful ? 
OTH. Thou doſt conſpire againſt thy friend, Jago, 
If thou but think'ſt him wrong'd, and mak ſt his ear 
A ſtranger to thy thoughts, 
Jago. Ido beſeech you, 
Though I perchance am vicious in my gueſs, 
(As I confels it is my nature's plague 
To ſpy into abuſe, and of my jealouſy 
Shapes faults that are not,) I intreat you then 
From one that ſo imperfectly conceits, 
Your wiſdom would not build yourſelf a trouble 
Out of I my ſcattering and unſure obſervance: 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my manhood, honeſty and wiſdom, 
To let you know my thoughts, 
| + T amnot bound, 
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OTH, What doſt thou mean? [lord, 
Jaco. Good name in man and woman, dear my 
; the immediate jewel of their ſouls. 
| none, who ſteals my purſe ſteals traſh, tis ſomething, 
ſeem. MW nothing ; - 


eſt man, WM 'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been ſlave to thouſands; 


gut he that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 
houghts, . And makes me poor indeed. 
OTH, I'll know thy thoughts 
Jaco, You cannot, if my heart were in your hand; 
Nor ſhall not, whilſt *tis in my cuſtody. 


Org. Ha! 

nd falſe? JaGo, Oh, beware, my lord, of iealouly, 

IS lt is a green-ey'd monſter, which doth mock 
pure, he meat it feeds on. That cuckold lives in bliſs, 


Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger; 
But oh, what damned minutes tells he o'er, | 
Vho doats, yet doubts ; ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves! 
OTH, Oh miſery ! 
Jaco. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough; 
put riches endleſs, is as poor as winter, 
To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor. 
i 004 heaven ! the ſouls of all my tribe defend 
From jealouſy, 
OTH, Why? why is this ? 


nd, Jago, 
t his ear 


en bink'ſt thou 1'd make a life of jealouſy ? 

To follow ſtill the changes of the moon, 
ouble ith freſh ſuſpicions? no; to be once in doubt, 
ce: 3 once to be reſolv d. Exchange me for a goat, 


Vhen I ſhall turn the buſineſs of my ſoul 

o ſuch exufflicate and blown ſurmiſes, 

y latching thy inference. *Tis not to make me jealous, 
o ſay my wife is fair, feeds well, loyes company, 
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1s free of ſpeech, ſings, plays, and dances well; 


„„ - OTHELL m 


Where virtue is, theſe are moſt virtuous. 
Nor from mine own weak merits, will I draw 
The ſmalleſt fear, or doubt of her revolt, 
For ſhe had eyes, and choſe me. No, Jago, 
I'll ſee before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 
And on the proof, there is no more but this, 
Away at once with love, or jealouſy, 
Ja6o. I'm glad of this; for now I ſhall have reaſon 


To ſhew the love and duty that I bear you 


With franker ſpirit, Therefore, as I'm bound, 
Receive it from me. I ſpeak not yet of proof. 
Look to your wife, obſerve her well with Caſſio, 
Wear your eye, thus; not jealous, nor ſecure; 
I would not have your free and noble nature 
Out of ſelf-bounty be abus'd ; look to't. 
I know our country diſpoſition well ; 
In Venice they do let heav'n ſee the pranks [ſcience 
They dare not ſhew their huſbands ; their belt con- 
Is not to leave't undone, but keep't unknown. 
OTH. Doſt thou ſay ſo? g 
Jaco. She did deceive her father, marrying you 
And when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake, and fear your looks, 
She loy'd them moſt, 
OTH. And ſo ſhe did. 
Jaco. Goto then; 
She that ſo young could give out ſuch a ſeeming 
To ſeal her father's eyes up, cloſe as oak—— 
He thought 'twas witchcraft—but I'm much to blame: 
I humbly do beſeech you of your pardon 
For too much loving you. 
OTH. I'm bound to you for ever. . 
Jaco. I ſee this hath a little daſh'd your ſpirit 
OTH, Not a jot, not a jot. 
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Jaco - Truſt me, I fear it has: 


hope you will conſider what is ſpoke 


Comes from my love. But I do ſee you're moy'd—— 


l am to pray you, not to {train my ſpeech 


To groſſer iſſues, nor to larger reach, 


Than to ſuſpicion. 


OTH. I will not. 
Jaco. Should you do ſo, my lord, 
My ſpeech would fall into ſuch vile * exceſs, 
Which my thoughts aim not at. Caſſio's my worthy 


My lord, I ſee you're mov'd [friend. 
OTH. No, not much mov'd 
do not think but Deſdemona's honeſt. [ſo, 


Jaco. Long live ſhe ſo; and long live you to think 


OTH, And yet how nature erring from itlelt- 

JaGo. Ay, there's the point; —as (to be bold with 
Not to affect many propoſed matches [you) 
Of her own clime, complexion and degree, 


| Whereto we ſee in all things nature tends : 


Foh! one may ſmell in ſuch, a will moſt rank, 
Foul diſproportions, thoughts unnatural, 
But, pardon me, I do not in poſition 
Diſtinctly ſpeak of her, tho' I may fear 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 
May fall to match you with her country forms, 
And haply ſo repent. 
OTH. Farewel, farewel ; 
If more thou doſt perceive, let me know more: 
Set on thy wife t'obſerve. Leave me, Jago. 
Jaco, My lord, I take my leave. [Goinge 
OTH, Why did I marry ? 
This honeſt creature, doubtleſs, 
dees and knows more, much more than he unfolds. 
N ſucceſs. 
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Jaco. My lord, I would I might entreat your ho- 
To ſcan this thing no farther; leave it to time: [nour 
Altho? tis fit that Caſſio have his place, 

For ſure he fills it up with great ability, 

Yet if you pleaſe to put him off a while, 

You ſhall by that perceive him, and his means; 
Note, if your lady ſtrain his entertainment 
With any ſtrong, or vehement importunity, 
Much will be ſeen in that. In the mean time, 
Let me be thought too buſy in my fears, 

(As worthy cauſe I have to fear I am,) 

And hold her free, I do beſeech your honour. 

Or H. Fear not my government, | 

Jaco, I once more take my leave. [Ext 


. 
Manet OTHELLO. 


OTH. This fellow's of exceeding honeſty, 
And knows all qualities, with a learn'd fpirit, 
Of human dealings. If I prove her haggard, 

* Tho? that her jeſſes were my dear heart- ſtrings, 
I'd whiſtle her off, and let her down the wind 


To prey at fortune, Haply, for I'm black 


And have not thoſe ſoft parts of converſation 


That chamberers have; or for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of years, yet that's not much—— 
She's gone, I am abus'd, and my relief 

Mult be to loath her. Oh the curſe of marriage! 
That we can call theſe delicate creatures ours, 
And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad, 
Andlive upon the vapour of a dungeon, 

Than keep a corner in the thing I love, 


A metaphor taken from falconry. Jeſſes are the frist 


they hold a hawk by. 
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For other's uſe. Yet tis the plague of great-ones; bi 
prerogativ d are they leſs than the baſe; 
'Tis deſtiny unſhunnable like death. Wit 
Even then, this forked plague 1s fated to us, | #1 
When we do quicken, Deſdemona comes ! if 
Enter DESDEMONA and AEMILIA, 
If ſhe be falſe, oh then heav'n mocks itſelf! 
Ill not believe't. | - 
Dzss. How now, my dear Othello? 
Your dinner, and the generous iſlanders, 
By you invited, do attend your preſence, 
OTH. I am to blame. 
Drs. Why do you ſpeak ſo faintly 2 
Are you not well? 
OTH, I have a pain upon my forehead here, 
Des, Why, that's with watching, *twill away 


| Let me but bind it hard, within this hour again; 


It will be well. 1 

OTH, Your napkin is too little; i 

LS he drops her handkerchief. | 

Let it TAY come, I'll go in with you. "=... MM 
Des. Iam very ſorry that you are not well. 

[Exeunt, 


ag ara 
8 — 


SCENE VIL 
Manet AEMILIA, 4 
AEMIL. I am glad I have found this napkin; iN 
This was her firſt remembrance from the Moor; 1 
My wayward huſband hath a hundred times 8 
Woo'd me to ſteal it. But ſhe ſo loves the token, 
(For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſhould ever keep it) 
That ſhe reſerves it evermore about her, 
To kiſs and talk to. I'll have the work ta'en out, 
And give't Jago; what he'll do with it, 
I 2 
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63 OTHELL o. 


Heav'n knows, not I : 
I nothing, but to pleaſe his fantaſy. 
Enter Jaco. 
Jaco. How now ? what do you here alone ? 
AEMIL, Do not you chide; I have a thing for you, 
Jaco, You have a thing for me? 

It is a common thing 
AEmiL, Ha! 
Jaco. To have a fooliſh wife. 

AE MIL. Oh, is that all? what will you bie me now 

For that ſame handkerchief: 

Jaco. What handkerchief ? 
AEMIL, What handkerchief ? 
Why, that the Moor firſt gave to Deſdemona, 
That which ſo often you did bid me itcal. 
Jad o. Halt ſtollen it from her? 
AEMIL, No, but ſhe let it drop by negligence, 

And to th'advantage, I being here, took't up: 

Look, here tis. 

Jaco. A good wench, give it me. 

AEMIL., What will you do with't, you have been {a 
earneſt to have me filch it ? 

Jaco, Why, what is that to you? [Snatching tt. 

AEMIL. If't be not for ſome purpole of import, 

Give't me again. Poor lady ſhe'll run mad, 

When ſhe ſhall lack it. 

Jaco. Be not you known on't : | | 

I have uſe for it, Go, leave me [Exit Aemil. 

I will in Caſho's lodging loſe this napkin, 

And let him find it, Trifles light as air 

Are, to the jealous, confirmations ſtrong, 

As proofs of holy writ. This may do ſomething. 

The Moor already changes with my poiſons : 

* Dang'rous conceits are in their nature poiſons, 

* This line, reſtored from the firſt edition, compleats the ſeaſre 
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which at the ſirſt are ſcarce found to diſtaſte; 
But with a little act upon the blood, 
purn like the mines of ſulphur. l did ſay fo 


SCENE YHE 
Enter OTHELLO. 


Look, where he comes! Not poppy, nor mandragora, 
Nor all the drowſy ſyrups of the world 
hall ever medicine thee to that ſweet ſleep, 
Which thou hadſt yeſterday. 
Ork. Ha! falſe to me! 
Jaco. Why, how now, general; no more of that. 
Oru. Avant, be gone; thou'ſt {et me on the rack: 
[ſwear 'tis better to be much abus 'd, 
Than but to know a little, 
Jaco. How, my lord? 
0TH, What ſenſe had I, in her ſtol'n hours of luſt? 
ſaw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me; 
[ilept the next night well; was free and merry; 
found not Caſſio's kiſſes on her lips: 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, 
Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all. 
Jaco. I am ſorry to hear this. 
Org. I had been happy, if the general camp, 
bioneers and all,) had taſted her ſweet body, 
9 had I nothing known. Oh now, for ever 
farewel the tranquil mind! farewel content! 
Farewel the plumed troops, and the big war, 
That make ambition virtue! oh farewel ! 
Farewel the neighing ſteed, and the ſhrill trump, 
The ſpirit-ſtirring drum, th' ear-piercing fife, 
The royal banner, and all quality, 
Pride, pomp, and circumſtance of glorious war! 
nd oh you mortal engines, whoſe rude throats 
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Th' immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel! Othello's occupation's gone ! 
JAG o. Is't poſhble, my lord? | 
Ork. Villain, be ſure thou prove my love a whore; 
Be ſure of it: give me the ocular proof, 


[ Catching hold on hin, | 


Or by the worth of * mine eternal ſoul, 
Thou hadſt been better have been born a dog, 
Than anſwer my wak'd wrath, 
Jaco. Is't come to this ? 
Or RH. Make me to ſee't, or at the leaſt, ſo prove it, 
'That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, 
To hang a doubt on : or woe upon thy life ! 
Jaco. My noble lord | 
OTH. If thou doſt ſlander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more ; abandon all remorſe; 
On horrors head, horrors accumulate; 
Do deeds to make heav'n weep, all earth amaz d; 
For nothing can'ſt thou to damnation add, 
Greater than that. 
Jaco. Oh grace! oh heav'n defend me! 
Are you a man? have you a ſoul? or ſenſe? 
God be wi' you; take mine office. Wretched fool, 
That þ liv'ſt to make thine honeſty a vice! 
Oh monſtrous world ! take note, take note, oh world 
To be direct and honeſt, is not ſafe. 
1 thank you for this profit, and from hence 
I'll love no friend, ſith love breeds ſuch offence. 


OTH. Nay ſtay thou ſhould'ſt be honeſt — | 


Jaco. I ſhould be wiſe, for honeſty's a fool, 
And loſes what it works for, 

+ OTH. By the world, 

* man's, in the firſt edition. + loveſt. 

4 this ſpeech not in the firſt edition. 
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[think my wife is honeſt, and think ſhe is not; 
think that thou art juſt, and think thou art not; 
Fl have ſome proof. * Her name, that was as freſh 
As Dian's viſage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own face. If there be cords or knives, 
Poiſon, or fire, or ſuffocating ſteams, 
ll not endure't. Would I were ſatisfied ! 

Jaco. I ſee Sir, you are eaten up with paſſion; 
do repent me that ] put it to you. 
You would be ſatisſied? 

OTH, Would ? nay, and will. 

Jaco. And may; but how? how ſatisfied, my lord? 
Would you Þ be ſuperviſor, groſly gape on? 
Behold her tupp'd ? fs 

OTH, Death and damnation ! oh! 

Jaco, It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 
To bring em to that proſpect : damn them then, 
ever mortal eyes do ſee them bolſter _ 
More than their own. What then ? how then ? 
What ſhall I ſay ? where's ſatisfaction ? 
lt is impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys, 
A fool: 1 as falt as wolves in pride, and fools as groſs 
Y As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I ſay, 
1 If imputation and ſtrong circumſtances 

WW hich lead directly to the door of truth, 

Will give you ſatisfaction, you might have't. 

Ota. Give me a living reaſon ſhe's diſloyal, 


71 


Trove it, 


e me, 


Z d; 


"= Jaco, I do not like the office; 
0 But ſith I'm entred in this cauſe ſo far, 
Des ick'd to't by fooliſh honeſty and love, 
Iwillgo on. I lay with Caſho lately, 
a and being troubled with a raging tooth, 


* my name. + the ſuper-viſien. 
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I could not ſleep 
There are a kind of men, ſo looſe of ſoul 
That in their ſleeps will mutter their affairs; 
One of this kind is Caſſio: 
In ſleep I heard him ſay, ſweet Deſdemona, 
Let us be wary, let us hide our loves ! 
And then, Sir, would he gripe and wring my hand, 
Cry oh ſweet creature, and then kiſs me hard, 
As if he pluck'd up kiſſes by the roots 
And grew upon my lips ; then lay his leg 
Over my thigh, and ſigh᷑ and kiſs, and then 
Cry, curſed fate ! that gave thee to the Moor, 

OTH. Oh monſtrous ! monſtrous ! 

Jas o. This was but his dream. | 

OTH. But this denoted a fore-gone concluſion, 
Tis a ſhrewd doubt, tho'it be but a dream. 

Jaco. And this may help to thicken other proots 
That do demonſtrate thinly, 

OTH, I'll tear her all to pieces. 


Jaco. Nay, but be wiſe; yet we ſee nothing done; 


She may be honeſt yet. Tell me but this, 

Have you not ſometimes ſeen a handkerchief, 

Spotted with ſtrawberries, in your wife's hand? 
OTH. I gave her ſuch a one; 'twas my ſirſt gift. 
Jaco. I know not that; but ſuch a handkerchic!, 

(I'm ſure it was your wife's,) did I to-day 

ee Caſſio wipe his beard with. 

OTH, If it be that 
JAG o. If it be that, or any, if 'twas hers, 

It ſpeaks againſt her with the other proofs. 


OTH. Oh that the ſlave had forty thouſand. lives! 


One is too poor, too weak for my revenge. 
Now do I ſee 'tis true look here, Jago, 
All my fond love thus do I blow to heav'n: 
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Tis gone 3 —— 
Ariſe black vengeance from the hollow hell ! 

Yield up, oh love, thy crown and hearted throne 
To tyrannous hate ! {well boſom with thy fraught, 
For "tis of aſpicks tongues, 
JaGo, Yet be content. 
OTH, Oh blood, blood, blood 


III. 8. 73 


Jaco. Patience I ſay; your mind may change. 
Org. Never, Jago. * Like the Pontick ſea, 


Whoſe icy current and compulſive courſe, 

ve'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 

To the Propontick, and the Helleſpont : 

Even ſo my bloody thou ghts with violent pace 
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love, 


Till that a capable and wide revenge 


Jaco. Do not riſe yet: 
Witneſs you ever-burning lights above! 
You elements that clip us round about ! 
Witneſs, that here Jago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong'd Othello's ſervice. Let him command, 
Not to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, 

What bloody buſineſs ever. 
Orn, 1 greet thy love, 
Not with vain thanks but with acceptance bounteous, 

And will upon the inſtant put thee to't : 
Within theſe three days let me hear thee ſay, 


That Caſſio's not alive. 


now by yond marble heav'n, 
In the due rev'rence of a ſacred vow; 
| here engage my words 


[ He Zucels. 


Jago A. 


* This ſimile is omitted in the firſt edition: I think it old 
it ſ as an unnatural excurſion in this place. 


and to obey, 
Vor. VIII. 
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Jaco. My friend is dead; DE 
Tis done at your requeſt, But let her live. Full o 
OTH. Damn her, lewd minx! oh damn her, damn s true 
Come go with me apart, I will withdraw her! as jea 
To furniſh me with ſome ſwift means of death Topu 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant, AE 
JaGo. 1 am your own for ever. [ Exeunt, | DE 


8 G EME IX. 2 
Enter DES DEMONA, AEMILIA, and Clown, DE 


DE s. Do you know, ſirrah, where lieutenant Caſio W Call'd 

CLown. I dare not ſay he lies any where. [lycs! W 

DES. Why man? 

CLown. He's a ſoldier, and for me to ſay a ſoldier 
lies, tis ſtabbing, _ OT 

DEs. Goto; where lodges he ? Howe 

CLown. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell 1 DE 
you where I lie. | Or 

Des. Can any thing be made of this? DE 

CLown. I know not where he lodges; and for O71 
me to deviſe a lodging, and ſay he lyes here, or he Hot,! 
lyes there, were to lie in mine own throat. 

Des. Can you enquire him out? and be ediſied by 
report ? 

CLown. I will catechize the world for him, thatis 
make queſtions, and by them anſwer. 

Des. Seek him, bid him come hither ; tell him,! 
have mov'd my lord on his behalf, and hope all wil 
be well. 

CLown. To do this is within the compaſs of But o 
man's wit, and therefore I will attempt the doing of it, Dx 

[Exit Clowi: O71 

Dz s. Where ſhould I'loſe the handkerchief, Aemi. Dx 

AEMIL, I know not, madam, [lia! 
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DES. Believe me, I had rather have loſt my purſe 
Full of cruzadoes. And but my noble Moor 
s true of mind, and made of no ſuch baſeneſs 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 

AEMIL, Is he not jealous ? 

Des. Who he ? I think the ſun where he was born 
Drew all ſuch humours from him. 

AEMiIL., Look where he comes. 

Des. I will not leave him now, 'till Caſho be 


| Call'd to him, How is it with you, my lord? 


S Q EN E K. 


Enter OrhELLO. [ſemble ! 
OTH, Well, my good lady. Oh hardneſs to diſ- 


How do you, Deſdemona ? 


DEs. Well, my lord. lady, 
Ora, Give me your hand; this hand is moiſt, my 
DEs, It yet hath felt no age, nor known no ſorrow, 
OTH. This argues fruitfulneſs, and liberal heart : 
Hot, hot, and moiſt—this hand of yours requires 
A ſequeſter from liberty; faſting and prayer, 
Much caſtigation, exerciſe devout, 
For here's a young and ſweating devil here, 
That commonly rebels: tis a good hand, 
A frank one. 
Des. You may, indeed, ſay ſo; 
For *twas that hand that gave away my heart. 
OTH, A liberal hand. The hearts of old, gave hands; 
But our new heraldry 1s hands, not hearts. 
Dx s.I cannot ſpeak of this; come, now your promiſe, 
OTH, What promiſe, chuck? 
DEs. I've ſent to bid Caſſio come ſpeak with you, 
OTH, I have a ſalt and ſorry rheum offends me; 
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Lend me thy handkerchief. 
Des. Here, my lord. 
OTH. That which I gave you, 
DES. have it not about me. 
OTH, Not? 
Dts. No indeed, my lord. 
Or. That's a fault. That handkerchief 
Did an Aegyptian to my mother give; 
She was a charmer, and could almoſt read 
The thoughts of people. She told her, while ſhe kept ii, 
*Twould make her amiable, ſubdue my father 
Intirely to her love; but if ſhe loſt it, 
Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his ſpirits hunt 
After new fancies. She, dying, gave it me, 
And bid me, when my fate would have me wiv'd, 
To give it her. I did ſo, and take heed on't; 
Make it a darling like your precious eye; 
To looſeꝰ t or give't away, were ſuch perdition 
As nothing elſe could match, 
Drs. Is't poſlible ? 
Orad. *Tis true, there's magick in he web ofit; 
A Sybill that had number'd in the world 
The ſun to courſe two hundred compaſſes, 
In her prophetick fury ſow'd the work : 
The worms were hallowed, that did breed the ill, 
And it was dy'd in mummey, which the ſkilful 
Conſerv'd of maidens hearts. 
Des. Indeed! 1s't true! 
OTH. Mot veritable, therefore look to't well, 


Des, Then would to heav'n, that Thad never feen t. 


OTH. Ha? wherefore ? 
Drs. Why do you ſpeak ſo ſtartingly, and raſh 


nr 


OTH, Is't loſt ? is't gone? ſpeak, is it out 0'th Wai 


DES. 
OTH, 
Drs. 
OTH, 
DzEs. 
OTH, 
DEs, 
This is: 
Pray yo! 
OTH, 
mi 
Des. 
OTH, 
Des, 
Hath foi 
Shar'd d 
OTH 
Des, 
Ork. 


1 


> Of it; 


e ſilk, 


well: 


r ſcent. 


1 raſh! 
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DES. Bleſs us 

Org. Say you? 

Drs. It is not loſt; but what and if it were? 

Ora, Hat: 

DEs. I ſay it is not loſt, 

OrH. Fetch't, let me ſee't. 

Des. Why ſo l can, Sir, but I will not now: 
This is a trick to put me from my ſuit, 
Pray you let Caſſio be receiv'd again. 

OTH. Fetch me the handkerchicf 

miſgives — 

Ds. Come, you'll ne'er meet a more ſufficient man. 

Ork. The handkerchict | 

Des. A man that all his time 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your love 
var'd dangers with you. | 

OTH. The handkerchief —— 

DEs. In ſooth you are to blame, 


OTH, Away. [Exit Othello, 


C 
Manent DES DEMO NA and AEMILIA. 


AEMIL. Is not this man jealous ? 
Ds. I ne'er ſaw this before, 
ure there's ſome wonder in this handkerchief : 


my mind 


m moſt unhappy in the loſs of it. 


AeMIL, *Tis not a year or two ſhews us a man: 
They are but ſtomachs, and we all but food, 


They eat us hungerly, and when they're full 
They belch us. Look you! Caſſio, and my huſband, 


Enter JAGo, and Cassio. | | 
Jaco, There is no other way, tis ſhe muſt do't; 


And lo, the happineſs ! go and importune her. [you ? 


DEs, How gow, good Caſſio, what's the news with 
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Cas. Madam, my former ſuit. I do beſcech you, 


That by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exiſt, and be a member of his love, 
Whom I, with all the office of my heart 


Intirely honour. I would not be delay'd; 


If my offence be of ſuch mortal kind, 
That not my ſervice paſt, nor preſent ſorrows, 
Nor purpos'd merit in futurity, 


Can ranſom me into his love again; 


But to know ſo, muſt be my beneſit; 
So ſhall I cloath me in a forc'd content, 
And ſhut myſelf up in ſome other courſe, 
To fortune's arms. | | 
Des. Alas! thrice gentle Caſſio, 
My advocation is not now in tune; 
My lord is not my lord; nor ſhould I know him, 
Were he in favour, as in humour alter'd 


So help me every ſpirit ſanctified, 


As I have ſpoken for you all my belt, 
And ſtood within the blank of his diſpleaſure 


For my free ſpeech. You mult a- while be patient; 


What I can do, I will: and more! will 
Than for myſelf I dare. Let that ſuffice you. 
Jaco. Is my lord angry? 
AEMIL. He went hence but now; 
And certainly in ſtrange unquietneſs. 


Jaco, Can he be angry? I have ſeen the cannon, 


When it hath blown his ranks into the air, 

And like the devil from his very arm 

Puft his own brother; and can he be angry ? 
Something of moment then; I will go meet him, 


There's matter in't indeed, 3f he be angry. [ xt 


Man 
Drs 
Either 
Made ! 
Hath p 


Mens n 


Tho' g. 
For let 
Our ot! 


of pain 


Nor of t 
As fits t 
| was, u 


Arraign 


But nov 
And he” 
Atm 
Itate-m 
Nor jea 
DE s 
AEM} 
They ar 
But jealc 
begot ur 
Des, 
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Des 


It! do ſi 
ind ſeek 
Cas, 


Cl Joly SCENE XII. 


Manent DESDEMONA, AEMILIA and CAs 810. 


Des. Ipr'ythee do ſo. Something ſure of ſtate, 
Fither from Venice, or ſome unhatch'd practice, 
Made here demonſtrable in Cyprus to him, 
„, Hath pudled his clear ſpirit; and in ſuch caſes, 
Mens natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Tho' great ones are their object. Tis even ſo, 
For let our finger ake, and it endues 
Our other healthful members with a ſenſe 
| Of pain. Nay, we mult think men are not gods, 
Nor of them look for ſuch obſervance always, 
As ſits the bridal. Beſhrew me much, Aemilia, 
was, unhandſome warrior as J am, 
him, Arraigning his unkindneſs with my ſoul; 
But now I find, I had ſuborn'd the witneſs, 
And he's indited falſely, 
AEMIL. Pray heav'n it be 
e tate-matter, as you think, and no conception 
atient Nor jealous toy concerning you. 
DEs. Alas-the-day, I never gave him 8 


u. A EMIL. But jealous ſouls will not be anſwer'd ſo; 
They are not ever jealous for a cauſe; 
but jealous, for they're jealous. It's a monſter 
depot upon itſelf, born on itſelf, [mind ! 
e cannan, Des. Heav'n keep that monſter from Othello's 
AEMIL, Lady, amen, 
DEs, I will go ſeek him. Caſſio, walk hereabout; 
? I Ido find him ft, 1 I'll move your ſuit, 
him, nd ſeek to? effect it to my uttermoſt. 


Cas. | humbly thank your ladyſhip. 
[Ex, Deſdem. and Aemil. 
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SU ENA. 
Enter BIANCA, 


BIAN. Save you, friend Caſſio. 

Cas. What makes you from home? 
How is it with you, my moſt fair Bianca? 
Indeed, ſweet love, I was coming to your houſe, 

BiAx. And I was going to your lodging, Caſſio. 
What? keep a week away ? ſeven days and nights? 
Eightſcore eight hours? and lover's abſent hours, 
* More tedious than the dial, eightſcore times? 
© Oh weary reck'ning ! 1 

Cas. Pardon me, Bianca: 

I have this while with leaden thoughts been preſt, 
But I ſhall in a more * convenient time 
Strike off this ſcore of abſence. Sweet Bianca, 


[Giving her Deſdemona's handiercoit!, 


Take me this work out, 
Bian. Oh Caſſio, whence came this? 
This 1s ſome token from a newer friend : 
Of thy felt abſence, now [ feel a cauſe : 
Is't come to this ? well, well. 
CAs. Go to, woman; 
Throw your vile gueſſes in the devil's teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealous now 
That this is from ſome miſtreſs, ſome remembrance? 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 
Bian, Why, whole is it? 
Cas. I know not neither; I found it in my cham? 
L like the work well; ere it be demanded, 
As like enough it will, I'd have it copied: 
Take it, and do't, and leave me for this time. 
BiAN. Leave you? wherefore? 
* continuate, 
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Cas. I do attend here on the general, 
And think it no addition, nor my wiſh 
To have him ſee me woman'd. 
BiAx. Why, I pray you? 
Cas. Not that I love you not. 
| Bran. But that you do not love me; 
pray you bring me on the way a little, 


_ And ſay, if I ſhall fee you ſoon at night? 
bes | Cas, Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
CEE For I attend here. But I'll ſee you ſoon, 
mo : Biax. 'Tis very good; I mult be circumſtanc'd. 
1 
iel CCC%%%%%o m !“ 
5 A Rom of State. 4 
1dkerchit), FE | ; 
nter Or HELLO, aud Jaco, 4 
Jaco. 5 | q 
ILL you think ſo ? . 
OTH. Think ſo, Jago? 4 
Jaco, What, to kiſs in private? | 
OTH. An unauthoriz'd kiſs ? 4 
2 Jas o. Or to be naked with her friend in bed, 3 
8585 of An hour or more, not meaning any harm ? 1 
:mbrance' | Ora, Naked in bed, Jago, and not mean harm? 1 
It is hypocriſy againſt the devil: L 
1 * They that mean virtuouſly, and yet do fo, 1 
charmed © The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt heay'n, 4 
JaGo. If they do nothing, 'tis a venial flip : 1 
0 But if I give my wife a handkerchief 


' OTH, What then? 


Jaco. Why then, tis hers, my lord, and being hers, 
Vor. VIII. I. 
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IV. I. 


She may, I think, beſtow't on any man. 

Orn. she is protectreſs of her honour too; 

May ſhe give that? 
Jaco. Her honour is an eſſence that's not ſeen, 


| They have it very oft, that have it not. 


But for the handkerchief —— | 


OTH. By heav'n I would moſt gladly have forgot it; 


Thou ſaid{t, oh, it comes o'er my memory, 
As doth the raven o'er th' infected houſe, 
Boading to * ill. —he had my handkerchief, 
Jaco. Ay, what of that? 
OTH. That's not ſo good now. 
Jaco. What if I ſaid, ad ſeen him do you wrong! 
Or heard him ſay, as knaves be ſuch abroad, 
Who having by their own importunate ſuit, 
Or voluntary dotage of ſome miſtreſs, 
Convinced or ſupplied them, cannot chuſe 
But they muſt blab. 
OTH. Hath he ſaid any things? 
Jas o. He hath, my lord; but be you well aſſur d 


No more than he'll unſwear. 


OTH, What hath he ſaid ? 

Jaco. Why, that he did—1 know not what he did- 
Ork. What? what? 

Jaco. Lye 
Org. With her? 


Jas o. With her? on her — what you will— 
OTH. Lye with her! lye on her! lye with ber! | 
that's fulſom : handkerchief— confeſſions— hand- 


kerchief ——+1 tremble at it—-nature would not in- 
veſt herſelf in ſuch ſhadowing without ſome in{truc- 

* all. + Handkerchicf to confeſs, and be hang 
for his labour------ Firſt to be hang'd, and then to confels--" 
No hint of this traſh in the 1ſt edition. 
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tion, It is not words that ſhake me thus ——piſh— 

noſes, ears, and lips ——1s't poſhble !—confeſs !—- 

handkerchief ! oh devil [Falls in a trance. 
Jaco, Work on, 

My medicine works | thus credulous fools are 4 

and many worthy and chaſt dames even thus 

All guiltleſs meet reproach. What hoa : my lord! 

My lord, I ſay, Othello, 


SCENE It: 
Enter Cass10., 


| How now, Caſho ? 


Cas. What's the matter ? 
Jaco. My lord is faln into an epilepſy, 

This is the ſecond fit : he had one yeſterday, 
Cas. Rub him about the temples. 

JAG o. No, forbear, 

The lethargy muſt have his quiet courſe; 

If not, he foams at mouth, and by and by 

Breaks out to ſavage madneſs: look, he ſtirs, 

Do you withdraw yourſelf a little while, 

He will recover ſtraight ; when he is gone, 

would on great occaſion ſpeak with you. [Exit Caſſio. 

How 1s it, general ? have you not hurt your head ? 
OTH, Doſt thou mock me ? 

Jaco. I mock you not, by heav'n; 

Would you would bear your fortune like a man, 
OTH. A horned man's a monſter and a beaſt, 
Jaco, There's many a beaſt then in e city, 

And many a civil monſter. 

Org. Did he confeſs it ? 
Jaco. Good Sir, be a man: 
Think every bearded fellow that's but yoak'd 
May draw with you. Millions are now alive, 
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That nightly lye in thoſe unproper beds, 
Which they dare {wear peculiar. Your caſe is better, 
Oh, tis the ſpight of hell, the fiend's arch-mock, 


To lip a wanton in a ſecure couch; 
And to ſuppoſe her chaſt. No, let me know, 


And knowing what Jam, Ik now what ſhe ſhall be. 

OTH. Oh, thou art wiſe; 'tis certain. 

IJAGo. Stand you a while apart, 

Conſine yourſelf but in a patient liſt, 
Whilſt you were here, o'er-whelmed with your grief 
(A paſſion moſt * unfitting ſuch a man) 
Caſſio came hither. I ſhifted him away, 
And laid good ſcuſes on your ecſtaſy; 
Bad him anon return, and here ſpeak with me; 
The which he promis d. Do but encave yourſelf, 
And mark the fleers, the gibes and notable ſcorns, 
That dwell in every region of his face. 
For I will make him tell the tale anew ; 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and 1s again to cope your wife. 
I ſay, but mark his geſture, Marry patience, 
Or I ſhall ſay you're all in all in ſpleen, 
And nothing of a man, 

Org. Doſt thou hear, Jago, 
I will be found moſt cunning in my patience; 
But, doſt thou hear, moſt bloody, 

Jaco. That's nat amiſs; 
But yet keep time in all, Will you withdraw ? 

[ Othello avithdr at! 
Now will I aneliion Caſho of Bianca, 
A huſwife, that by ſelling her deſires, 
Buys herſelf bread and cloth. It is a creature 
That dotes on Caſſio, as tis the ſtrumpet's plagu* 
* reſulting, 
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To 1 many, and be beguil'd by one; 


fe, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the exceſs of laughter, Here he comes, 


SCENE III. 

Enter Ca3810, 
is he ſhall ſmile, Othello ſhall go mad; 
ind his unbookiſh jealouſy muſt conſtrue 
Poor Caſſio's ſmiles, geſtures and light behaviour 
Quite in the wrong. How do you now, lieutenant ? 
Cas. The worſer, that you gave me the addition, 
IMhoſe want even kills me. 

lago. Ply Deſdemona well, and you are ſure on't: 
ow, if this ſuit lay in Bianca's * power, 

L Speaking lower, 

How quickly ſhould you ſpeed ? 
Cas. Alas, poor caitiff, | 
OTH, Look how he laughs already, 
Jaco, I never knew a woman love man ſo, 
Cas, Alas, poor rogue, I think indeed ſhe loves me, 
074, Now he denies it faintly, and laughs ont, 
Jaco, Do you hear, Caſſio? 
Org. Now he importunes him 
[0 tell it o'er ; ; $0 to, well ſaid, well ſaid, 
Jago. She gives it out, that you ſhall marry her, 
0 you intend it? 
Cas. Ha, ha, ha. 
OTH. Do ye triumph, Roman? do you triumph! ? 
Cas, Imarry !—what ? a cuſtomer ? pr ythee bear 
me charity to my wit, do not think it ſo unwhol- 
Mme, Ha, ha, ha. 

Org. So, ſo: they laugh that win, 

Jaco. Why, the cry goes, that you ſhall marry her. 

* dower, 
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Cas. Pr'ythee ſay true. 
Jaco, I am a very villain elſe. 
OTH, Have you ſcoar'd me? well. 

Cas. This is the monkey's own giving out: ſhe is 
perſuaded I will marry her, out of her own love and 
flattery, not out of my promiſe. 

OTH. Jago beckons me: now he begins the ſtory, 

Cas. She was here even now: ſhe haunts me in 
every place. I was the other day talking on the ſea- 
bank with certain Venetians, and thither comes the 
bauble, and falls me thus about my neck— 

OTH, Crying, oh dear Caſſio, as it were: his geſ- 
ture imports it. 

Cas. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me, ſo 
ſhakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha | 
Or, Now he tells how ſhe pluckt him to my cham: 
ber: oh, I ſee that noſe of yours, but not that dog! 
ſhall throw it to. | 

Cas. Well, I muſt leave her company. 

Jas o. Before me; look where ſhe comes. 


SSN. 
Enter BIANCA, 


Cas. *Tis ſuch another *fitchew ! marry, a per- 
fum'd one: 
What do you mean by this haunting of me ? 

Bian, Let the devil and his dam haunt you; whit 
did you mean by that fame handkerchief you gave ne 
even now? I was a fine fool to take it: I mult tale 
out the work? a likely piece of work, that you ſhould 
find it in your chamber, and know not who left i 
there, This is ſome minxe's token, and I mull tale 


Fitcheu, a pole cat. 
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Cas, How now, my ſweet Bianca? how now? how 


now? | 
Ork. By heav'n, that ſhould be my handkerchief, 


Bran. If you'll come to ſupper io-night, you may; 


ik you will not, come when you are next prepar'd for. 


LE il. 


Jas o. After her, after her. 

Cas, I muſt, ſhe'll rail in the ſtreets elſe. 
Jaco. Will you ſup there? 
Cas, Yes, I intend ſo, 


| Jaco, Well, I may chance to ſee you; for J would 
very fain ſpeak with you. 


Cas. Pr'ythee come, will you? 


Jad o. Go to, ſay no more. [Exit Caſſio. 


S8 G EN E V. 
Manent Or HELLO and Jaco, 


OTH, How ſhall I murder him, Jago? 

Ja6o. Did you perceive how he laugh'dathis vice? 
OTH, Oh, Jago! 
Jaco, And did you ſee the handkerchief ? 

Org. Was that mine? 

Jaco. Yours, by this hand: and to ſee how he 


prizes the fooliſh woman your wife—ſhe gave it him, 


and he hath given it his whore. 
' OTa, I would have him nine years a killing: 
A fine woman! a fair woman! a ſweet woman! 
Jad o. Nay, you mult forget that. 
OTH, Ay, let her rot and periſh, and be damn'd 
0-ight, for ſhe ſhall not live. No, my heart is turn'd 
to ſtone : I ſtrike it, and it hurts my hand, Oh, the 
World hath not a ſweeter creature——ihe might lye 


87 
out the work ? there, give it your hobby-horſe : where- 
ſoever you had it, I'Il take out no work on't. 
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by an emperor's ſide, and command him taſks, | *Tis Loc 


Ja6Go. Nay, that's not your way. See, you 
OTH. Hang her, I do but ſay what ſhe is — (i Lov. 
delicate with her needle——an admirable muſician OTH, 
Oh, ſhe will ſing the ſavageneſs out of a bear: off LoD. 
high and plenteous wit and invention ! 1 
Ja Go. She's the worſe for all this. KH Ornx. 
OTH. Oh, a thouſand, a thouſand times: I Des. 
And then of ſo gentle condition ! | Jaco 
JA o. Ay, too gentle. Welcom 
OTH, Nay, that's certain. = Tod. 
But yet the pity of it, Jago Oh, Jago, the pity i Jaco 
it, Jago DEs. 
Jaco. If you are fo fond over her iniquity, g An unkit 
her patent to offend ; for if it touch not you, it cont OTH, 
near no body. DEs. 
OTH, Iwill chop her into meſſes: cuckold me! Ork. 
Jaco. Oh, tis foul in her. Lop. 
OTH. With mine officer! | Is there 
Jaco. That's fouler. E Des; 
OTH. Get me ſome poiſon, Jago, this night, T'atone 
not expoſtulate with her, leſt her body and her bea OTH, 
unprovide my mind again: this night, Jago. [9 Dxs. 
Jaco. Do it not with poiſon, ſtrangle her in! OTH. 
Even in the bed ſhe hath contaminated, Des, 
OTH. Good, good: Lop. 
The juſtice of it pleaſes; very good. For as I 
Jaco. And for Caſſio, let me be his undertake Deputing 
You ſhall hear more by midnight, Des, 

| Or. 

SCENE VI. DES. 

Enter Lodovico, DESDEMONA, and attend 8 
OTH, Excellent good what trumpet is that li Des, 
Jas o. I warrant ſomething from Venice. OTH, 
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'Tis Lodovico: this comes from the Duke. 
See, your wife's with him. 
Loop. Save you, worthy general. 
OTH, With all my heart, Sir. 
Lop. The Duke and the Senators of Venice greet 
Fou. [ Gives him a letter. 
OTH. I kiſs the inſtrument of their pleaſures. 
DEs. And what's the news, good couſin Lodovico? 
Jaco, I am very glad to ſee you, ſignior. 
Welcome to Cyprus, 
Lob. Ithank you; how does lieutenant Caſſio? 
Jaco. Lives, Sir. [lord 
DEs. Couſin, there's fall'n between him and my 
An unkind breach : but you ſhall make all well. 
OTH, Are you ſure of that ? 
DES. My lord. 
OTH. This fail you not to do, as you will 
Lop. He did not call; he's buſy in the paper. 
Is there diviſion twixt my lord and Caſſio? 
Drs. A moſt unhappy one; I would do much 
T'atone them, for the love I beds to Caſho, 
OTH. Fire and brimſtone ! 
Des. My lord! 
OTH. Are you wile ? 
Des. What, is he angry ? 
Lop, May be the letter mov'd him. 
For as I think they do command him home, 
ertaK WY Deputing Caſſio in his government. 
Des, Truſt me, I am glad on't. 
Org. Indeed! 
DES. My lord! 
ſendal OTH, I am glad to ſee you mad. 
that {a Des. Why, ſweet Othello? 
+ OTH, Devil! 
Vor, VIII. M. 
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wv, 5 


Drs. 'T have not deſerv'd this. 


Lo D. My lord, this would not be believ'd in Venice, 


Though I ſhould ſwear I ſaw't. Tis very much, 
Make her amends, ſhe weeps. 

OTH. Oh devil, devil! 
If that the earth could teem with woman's tears, 
Each drop ſhe falls would prove a crocodile : 
Out of my fight 


Des. I will not ſtay t' offend you. [ Going, 


Lop. Truly an obedient lady : 

I do beſeech your lordſhip call her back. 
OTH. Miſtreſs, 
Des, My lord. | 
OTH, What would you with her, Sir? 
Lop. Who I, my lord? 


OTH, I! you did with that I would make her turn: 
Sir, ſhe can turn and turn, and yet go on, 


And turn again, And ſhe can weep, Sir, weep; 
And ſhe's obedient : as you ſay obedient, 
Very obedient, - proceed you in your tears — 
Concerning this, Sir, —oh well painted paſſion!— 
I am commanded home get you away, 

I'll ſend for you anon — Sir, 1 obey the Wendt, 


And will return to Venice—hence, avant! 
DE xl Deſd. 


Caſſio ſhall have my place. And, Sir, to-night 


I do entreat that we may ſup together. 
You are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus— | 
Goats and Monkies ! [Ex 


SCENE VII. 
Manent Lopovico, and Jago. 
Lo p. Is this the noble Moor, whom our full ſenate 
Call all- in- all ſufficient ? this the nature 
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which paſſion could not ſhake? whoſe ſolid virtue 


The ſhot of accident nor dart of chance 
Could neither graze nor pierce ? 


Jaco. Ee is much chang'd. 

Lop. Are his wits ſafe? is he not of light brain? 

Jago. He's what he is; I may not breathe my cen- 
ſure, 


| What he might be, if what he might he is not, 
I would to heav'n he were. 


Lop. What, ſtrike his wife! f [ knew 
Jaco. Faith that was not ſo well; yet would I 


| That ſtroke would prove the worſt, 


Lop. Is it his uſe ? 


| Or did the letters work upon his blood, 
And new-create this fault? 


Jaco. Alas, alas! 


lt is not honeſty in me to ſpeak 

| What I have ſeen and CES You ſhall obſerve him, 
| And his own courſes will denote him ſo, 

| That I may fave my ſpeech. Do but go after, 

And mark how he continues, 


Lop, I'm ſorry that I am deceiv'din him. Excunt. 


SG EN E VIII. 


An apartment. 
Enter OTHELLO and AEMILIA. 
OTH, You have ſeen nothing then? 
AEMIL. Nor ever heard, nor ever did ſuſpect. 
OTH, Yes, you have ſeen Caſſio and her together. 
ArmiL. But then I ſaw no harm; and then I heard 


| Each ſyllable that breath made up between them. 


OTH, What? did they never whiſper ? 
AEMIL, Never, my lord. 
OTH, Nor ſend you out o'th' way? ? 

M 2 
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AEMIL. Never. 
OTH. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her malſlc, nor 
nothing ? 
Ak MIL. Never, my lord. 

OTH. That's ſtrange ! 

AEMIL. I durſt, my lord, to wager ſhe is hon eſt, 
Lay down my ſoul at ſtake ; if you think other, 
Remove your thought, it doth abuſe your boſom. 

If any wretch hath put this in your head, 
Let heav'n requite it with the ſerpent's curſe ; 
For if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſte and true, 
There's no man happy, the pureſt of their wives 
Is foul as ſlander. 

OTH, Bid her come hither, go. 
She ſays enough; yet ſhe's a {imple bawd 
That cannot ſay as much. This is a ſubtle whore, 
A cloſet-lock and key of villanous ſecrets ; 

And yet ſhe'll kneel, and pray; I've ſeen her do't. 


SCENE IX. 
Enter DESDEMONA and AEMILIA. 


DEs. My lord, what is your will? 

Or R. Pray you, chuck, come hither. 

Dxs. What is your pleaſure? 

OTH. Let me ſee your eyes; look in my face. 

Dzs. What horrible fancy's this? 

OTH. Some of your function, miſtreſs, 
Leave procreants alone, and ſhut the door, 
Cough, or cry hem, if any body come. 
Your myſtery, your myſtery ; nay diſpatch. 


[ Exit Aemil. 
DEs. Upon my knee, what doth your ſpeech 5 
I underſtand a fury i in your words, pott! 


* But not your words. 
* This line is added out of the firſt edition. 


[Exit Aemilia. 
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OTH, Why ? what art thou? 
DEs. Your wife, my lord; your true and loyal wife. 
OTH. Come ſwear it; damn thyſelf; eſt being 
like one 
Of hear n, the devils themſelves ſhould fear to ſeize 
| thee. 
Therefore be double damn'd; ſwear thou art honeſt, 
Ds. Heav'n doth truly know | it, 
OTH. Heav'n truly knows 
That thou art falſe as hell. 
Des. To whom, my lord? 
Wich whom ? how am I falſe ? 
| Ortn, Ah, Deſdemon, away, away, away 
Des. Alas the heavy day! why do you weep ? 
Am ] the motive of theſe tears, my lord? 
e, If haply yon my father do ſuſpect 
n inſtrument of this your calling back, 
. Lay not your blame on me; if you've loſt him, 
Why I have loſt him too. 
OTH. Had it pleas'd heav'n 
To try me with affliction, had he rain'd 
All kind of ſores and ſhames on my bare head, 
| Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips, 
| Giv'n to captivity me and my hopes; 
e. I ſhould have found in ſome place of my ſoul 
A drop of patience. But alas, to make me 
| A fixed figure for the hand of ſcorn 
| Topoint his ſlow and moving finger at 
Let could I bear that too, well, very well. 
| But there where I have garner'd up my heart, 
Aemil. WW Where either I muſt live, or bear no life, 
ch im- The fountain from the which my current runs, 
pon? Or elſe dries up; to be diſcarded thence 
| Or keep it as a ciſtern, for foul toads 
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AREMIL. Never. 
OTH. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her walk, nor 
nothing? | 
AE MIL. Never, my lord. 

OTH. That's ſtrange! 

AE MIL. I durſt, my lord, to wager ſhe is hon eſt, 
Lay down my ſoul at ſtake ; if you think other, 
Remove your thought, it doth abuſe your boſom. 

If any wretch hath put this in your head, 
Let heav'n requite it with the ſerpent's curſe ; 
For if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſte and true, 
There's no man happy, the pureſt of their wives 
Is foul as ſlander. 

OTH. Bid her come hither, go. [Exit Aemilia. 
She ſays enough; yet ſhe's a ſimple bawd 
That cannot ſay as much. This is a ſubtle whore, 
A cloſet-lock and key of villanous ſecrets ; 

And yet ſhe'll kneel; and pray; I've ſeen her dot. 


S CE NE IX. 
Enter DESDEMONA and AEMILIA. 

D Es. My lord, what is your will ? 

OTH, Pray you, chuck, come hither, 

Dxzs. What is your pleaſure ? 

OTH. Let me ſee your eyes; look in my face, 

DES. What horrible fancy's this? 

OTH. Some of your function, miſtreſs, 
Leave procreants alone, and ſhut the door, 
Cough, or cry hem, if any body come. 
Your myſtery, your myſtery; nay diſpatch. 


[Exit Aemil, 


Des. Upon my knee, what doth your ſpeech 1 
I underſtand a fury in your words, pott! 
* But not your words. 

* This line is added out of the firſt edition. 
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OTH. Why ? what art thou? 
Dzs. Your wife, my lord; your true and loyal wife. 
OTH. Come ſwear it; damn thyſelf; leſt being 
like one 
| Of heay'n, the devils themſelves ſhould fear to ſeize 
thee. 
Therefore be double damn'd; ſwear thou art honeſt, 
Ds. Heav'n doth truly know it. 
Or. Heav'n truly knows 
| That thou art falſe as hell. 
Des. To whom, my lord? 
With whom? how am ! falſe ? 
OTH. Ah, Deſdemon, away, away, away 
\ Des. Alas the heavy day! why do you weep? ? 
Am] the motive of theſe tears, my lord? 
| If haply yon my father do ſuſpect 
An inſtrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your blame on me; if you've loſt him, 
| Why I have loſt him too. 
orn. Had it pleas'd heav'n 
| To try me with affliction, had he rain'd 
All kind of ſores and ſhames on my bare head, 
| Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips, 
Civ'n to caprivity me and my hopes; 
I ſhould have found in ſome place of my ſoul 
A drop of patience, But alas, to make me 
A ſixed figure for the hand of ſcorn 
To point his flow and moving finger at- 
| Yet could I bear that too, well, very well. 
| But there where I have garner'd up my heart, 
Where either I mult live, or bear no life, 
The fountain from the which my current runs, 
Or elſe dries up; to be diſcarded thence ; 
Or keep it as a ciſtern, for foul toads 
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To knot and gender in. Turn thy complexion there, 
Patience, thou young and roſe-lip'd cherubin; 
I here look grim as hell. 
Des. I hope my noble lord eſteems me honeſt. 
Or R. Oh ay, as fummer-flics are in the ſhambles, 


That quicken even with blowing, Oh thou weed! 


Who art ſo lovely fair, and ſmell'l ſo ſweet, 
That the ſenſe akes at thee 


Would thou had'ſt ne'er been born! 


Des, Alas, what ignorant ſin have I committed! 
OTH, Was this fair paper, this moſt goodly book, 


Made to write whore upon? what, committed? 


Committed ? oh, thou publick commoner ! 

I ſhould make very forges of my cheeks, 

Thar would to cyaders burn up modeſt y, 

Did but I ſpeak thy deeds, What, committed ? 
Heav'n ſtops the noſe at it, and the moon winks ; 
The bawdy wind, that kiſſes all it meets, 

Is huſh'd within the hollow mine of earth 


And will not hear't. What, committed? 


Des. By heav'n, you do me wrong. 
Or EH. Are not you a ſtrumpet? 
DEs. No, as I am a Chriſtian. 

If to preſerve this veſſel for my lord 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 
Be not to be a ſtrumpet, I am none, 
OTH. What, not a whore? 
DEs, No, as I ſhall be ſaved. 
OTH, Is't poſſible? 
Drs. Oh heav'n forgive us. 
OrH. I cry you mercy, then. 
I took you for that cunning whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello 


| You miſtr 
That have 
And keep 

We have d 


Ipray you 


| AEMIL 
How do ye 
I Des; 1 
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DEs. 
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But what ſl 
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„ denn R. 

; Emer A AEMILIA, 

Jou miſtreſs, 
ſt. hat have the office oppoſite to St. Peter, 
wles, Wand keep the gate of hell; you! you! ay you! 


1! Vehave done our courſe,there's money for your pains z 


pray you turn the key, and keep our counſel. 
| | Exit. 
AE MIL. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive ? 

ted! Wow do you, madam ? how do you, my good lady ? 
bock, W Drs, Faith, half aſlcep, [lord ? 


Drs. With whom? 

ABMIL. Why, with my lord, madam? 

Des. Whois thy lord? 

A EMIL. He that is yours, ſweet lady. 

| Des, I have none; do not talk to me, Aemilia. 
cannot weep; nor anſwer have none, 

But what ſhould go by water. Pray to- night 

Lay on my bed my wedding ſheets, remember, 

und call thy huſband hither, 

| AEmIL, Here's a change indeed! IE. 

D Es. Tis meet I ſhould be us'd ſo, very meet: 

How have I been behav'd, that he might ſtick 

The ſmall'ſt opinion of my leaſt miſuſe ? 


S. GEN. K. XI. 
Enter Jad o and AEMILIA. 
| Jaco, What is your pleaſure, madam ? how 1 is't 
with you? 
Des. I cannot tell; thoſe that do teach your babes, 
0 it with gentle means, and ealy taſks; 
e might have chid me ſo: for in nood faith 


AEMIL. Good madam, what's the matter with my 
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I am a child to chiding. 


Jaco. What's the matter, lady? 
AEMIL, Alas, Jago, my lord hath ſo bewhor'd her 


Thrown ſuch deſpight and heavy terms upon her 
That true hearts cannot bear it, 


DEs. Am] that name, Jago? 

Jaco. What name, fair lady? 
Des. Such as ſhe ſaid my lord did ſay I was, 
AEmiL. He call'd her whore; a beggar, in hi 

drink, | 

Could not have laid ſuch terms upon his callet, 
Jaco. Why did he ſo ? 
DEs. I do not know; I'm ſure J am none ſuch, 
JAG o. Do not weep, do not weep ; alas the day! 
AEMIL. Hath ſhe forſook ſo many noble matche: 


Her father? and her country? and her friends? 


To be call'd whore? would it not make one weep? 
Des. It is my wretched fortune. 
Jaco. Beſhrew him for't ; how comes this trid 
upon him? 
DEs. Nay heav'n doth know. 
AEMIL, I will be hang'd if ſome eternal villan, 
Some buſy and inſinuating rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening ſlave, to get ſome office, 
Has not devis'd this ſlander : I'Il be hang'd elle. 
Jaco. Fie, there is no ſuch man; it is impoſſible 
Des. If any ſuch there be, heav'n pardon him. 
AENIL. A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw | 
bones. pan) 
Why ſhould he call her whore? who keeps her co 


What place? what time? what form? what like! 


2 — 5 
The Moor's abus'd by ſome moſt villanous knape, 
Some baſe notorious knave, ſome ſcurvy fellow. 


| Oh heay' 
| And put 

To lath t 
| Ev'n fro: 


Jaco 
AEMI 


That tur 
| And mad 


Jaco 
Des. 


What ſha 
| Good frie 
I know n 


If e'er my 
Or in diſc 
Or that n 


Delighted 
Or that I « 
And ever 
To begga 
Comfort 
And his un 
But never 
It do's abh 
To do the 
Not the w 
Jaco. 
The buſine 
And he do 
Des. 1 
Jaco, 


Hatk how 


The meſſe 
Vorl. 


Oh heay'n, that ſuch companions thou dſt unfold, 
And put in every honeſt hand a whip, 


d her WW To laſh the raſcal naked through the world, 
er Ev'n from the eaſt to th' welt ! 1 
Jad o. Speak within door. [was 
| AExMIL. Oh fie upon them! {ome ſuch 'ſquire he 
| That turn'd your wit the ſeamy ſide without, | 
1 And made you to ſuſpect me with the Moor. 
„in laß Jaco, Tou are a fool; go to. 
DEs. Alas, Jago. 
bi 


What ſhall 1 do to win my lord again? 
Good friend, go to him; by this light of heav'n, 
ſuch. W | know not how I loſt him. Here 1 kneel ; 


e day! [ Kneeling, 
natcheiſſ if &er my will did treſpaſs *gainſt his love, 

is? Or in diſcourſe, or thought, or actual deed; 

weep? | Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any fenſe 


Delighted them on any other form ; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 


And ever will, though he do ſhake me off 
To beggarly divorcement, love him dearly, 


his tric 


villa, IN Comfort forſwear me! unkindneſs may do much, 
And his unkindneſs may defeat my life, 

ffice, ¶ gut never taint my love. I can't fay whore, 

Ile, | It do's abhor me now I ſpeak the word; 

poſh ro do the act, that might th' addition earn, 

on my Not the world's mafs of vanity could make me. 

| 1172 Jaco, I pray you be content; 'tis but his humour; 


The buſineſs of the ſtate do's him offence, 
And he does chide with you. 
Des, If 'twere no other. 
Jaco, It is but fo, I warrant, [Trumpets, 
Hark how theſe inſtruments ſummon to ſupper ! ' 
The meſſenger of Venice ſtays the meat; 

Vor. VIII. N 
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Go in, and weep not; all things ſhall be well. 


FE xeunt Deſdemona and Aemilia. 


S C EE XII 
Enter RoDoR1Go. 


How now, Rodorigo | 3 

Ro p. I do not find that thou deal'ſt juſtly with me, 

Jaco. What in the contrary ? 

Rod. Every day thou doft'ſt me with ſome deviſe 
Jago, and rather, as it ſeems to me now, keep'ſt from 
me all conveniency, than ſupplieſt me with the lealt 
advantage of hope. I will indeed no longer endure it. 
Nor am I yet perſuaded to put up in peace what al - 
ready I have fooliſhly ſuffer'd. 

Jaco. Will you hear me, Rodorigo ? 

Rov. I have heard too much; and your words and 


performances are no kin together. 


Jaco. You charge me moſt unjuſtly. 
RopD. With nought but truth: 1 have waſted my- 
ſelf out of my means. The jewels you have had from 


me to deliver to Deſdemona, would half have cor- 


rupted a Votariſt, You have told me ſhe hath re- 
ceiv'd them, and return'd me expectations and com- 
forts of ſudden reſpe& and acquaintance, but I find 
none. 

Jaco, Well, go to; very well. 

Rod, Very well, go to; I cannot go to, man, nor 
tis not very well; nay, I think it is ſcurvy, and begin 
to find myſelf fob FEY 

Jaco, Very well, 

Rod. I tell you, 'tis not very well. I will make 
myſelf known to Deſdemona : if ſhe will return me 
my jewels, I will give over my ſuit, and repent m 


unlawft 
| ſeek ſat 


JAG 
ROD 


| tendme; 


JAG. 
and eve 


opinion 


go, thou 
but I pre 
Rod. 
Jacc 


| your ſuf] 
{ Rodorig! 
| have gre 


purpoſe, 


| thou the 


take me 
engines f 
Rop, 


compaſs | 


Jaco 
Venice tc 
Rop. 
mona ret 
Jaco 
Way wit! 
be linger 
be ſo dete 
Rob. 
Jaco, 
place; kn 
Rop, 
Jaco. 
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unlawful ſolicitation : if not, aſſure yourſelf I will 
ſeek ſatisfaction of you. 
Jad o. You have ſaid now. 
Rod. Ay, and ſaid nothing but what 1 proteſt i in- 
| tendment of doing. 
Jaco. Why, now I ſee there's mettle in thee; 
and even from this inſtant do I build on thee a better 


ha, 


ime, W opinion than ever before. Give me thy hand, Rodori- 


| g0, thou haſt taken againſt me a moſt juſt exception; 
leviſe but I proteſt [ have dealt moſt directly in thy affair. 
from Rod. It hath not appear'd, 
leaſt W JAGO. I grant indeed it hath not appear'd; and 
ire it. your ſuſpicion is not without wit and judgment. But, 
at al» W Rodorigo, if thou haſt that in thee indeed, which I 
| have greater reaſon to believe now than ever (I mean, 
purpoſe, courage, and valour) this night ſhew it. If 
is and chou the next night following enjoy not Deſdemona, 


take me from this world with N and deviſe 
engines for my life. 


d my- Rop. Well; what is it? is it within reaſon and 
| fron W compaſs ? 
e cor- Jaco. Sir, there is ſpecial commiſhon come from 


th re- WW Venice to depute Caſſio in Othello's place. : 
1 com- Ro p. Is that true? why then Othello and Deſde- 

I find mona return again to Venice. 

Jaco. Ob no; he goes into Mauritania, and taketh 
away with him the fair Deſdemona, unleſs his abode 
be linger'd here by ſome accident, Wherein none can 
be ſo determinate, as the removing of Caſſio. 

Rop. How do you mean removing him? 


an, nor 


d begin 


1 make WE Place; knocking out his brains. 

urn me Rop. And that you would have me todo? 

ent mj Jaco. Ay, if you dare do yourſelf a profit, and 
N 2 
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a right. He ſups to-night with a = and thither 
will I go to him. He knows not yet of his honourable 
fortune; if you will watch his going thence (which! 
will faſhion to fall out between twelve and one) you 
may take him at your pleaſure. I will be near to ſecond 
your attempt, and he ſhall fall between us. Come, 
ſtand not amaz'd at it, but go along with me; I will 
ſhew you ſuch a neceſhty in his death, that you ſhall 
think yourſelf bound to put it on him. It is now high 
ſupper-time; and the night grows to waſte. About it. 
Rop. I will hear farther reaſon for this. | 
Jaco. And yau ſhall be ſatisfied. [ Execuni. 


S.C E NE. XIII. 


Enter OTHELL 0, Lonovico, DzSsDEMORNMA, AE M- 
LIA, and attendants. 


Lop. I do beſeech you, Sir, trouble yourſelf nc 

further. 

OTH. Oh pardon; *twill do me good to walk. 

Lop. Madam, good night; 1 humbly thank your 

ladyſhip. 

Des. Your honour is moſt welcome. 

OTH. Will you walk, Sir? oh Deſdemona ! —— 

Des. My lard. 

OTH. Get you to bed on th' inſtant, L will be re- 
turn'd forthwith ; diſmiſs your attendant there; look! 
be done. Exil. 

Des. I Vill, my lord. 

Ak MIL. Haw goes it now? he looks gentler that 

he did. 
Des. He ſays he will return incontinent, 
And hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bid me ta diſmiſs you. 
' AEmil.. Diſmiſs me? 


Des, 
Give me 
We muſt 

AEMI 

DES. 
That eve 
(Pr'ythee 

AEMI 

bed 

DEs. 

our 
If I do dit 
ln one of 

AEMII 

Des, 

She was 1 
And did f 
An old th 
And ſhe d 
Will not 
But to go 
And ſing i 
AEMIL 
DES. 
This Lod 
AEMIL 
Dzs. I 


ther 
able 
ich! 


you 
cond 
ome, 
will 
ſhall 
high 


ut It, 


Cunt, 
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Des, It was his bidding; therefore, good Aemilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu. | 
We muſt not now diſpleaſe him. 

AEMIL, I would you had never ſeen him. 

Des. So would not I; my love doth ſo approve him, 

That even his ubbormialh, his checks, and frowns, 
(Pr'ythee unpin me) have grace and favour in them. 

AEMIL, I have laid thoſe ſheets you bad me on the 

bed. 

Des. All's one: good father ! how fooliſh are 

our minds? 

If I do die before thee, pr'ythee ſhroud me 
ln one of theſe ſame ſheets. 

AEM1L, Come, come; you talk. 

Des. My mother had a maid call'd Barbara, 
She was in love, and he ſhe loy'd prov'd mad, 

And did forſake her. She had a ſong of willow, 

An old thing 'twas, but it expreſs'd her fortune, 

And ſhe 450 ſinging it. That ſong to-night 

Will not go from my mind; I've much ado, 

but to go hang my head all at one ſide, 

and ſing it like poor Barbara, Pr'ythee diſpatch, 
AEMIL, Shall ! go fetch your night-gown ? ; 
Des, No, unpin me here; 

This Lodovico is a proper man. 

AEMIL, A very handſom man. 

Dzs. He ſpeaks well. 

AEMIL, I know a lady in Venice would have 
walk'd bare- foot to Paleſtine for a touch of his ne- 
cher lip. 

Des. The poor ſoul ſat fi inging by a freanure-tree, 

Sing all a green willow : [Singing. 
Her hand on her boſom, her head on her knee, 

Sing willow, willow, willow, 
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The freſh ſtreams ran by her, and murmur'd her moan; 


her huſba 


petticoats, nor caps; nor any petty exhibition. J 
for all the whole world; why, who would not ma 


Sing willow, &c. ſhould ver 

Her ſalt tears fell from her, and [oftned the Jones; ; DEs. 
Sing willow, &c. For the w. 
Willow, willow. (Pr'ythee hye thee, he'll come anon Arm 
| Sing all à green willow muſt be my garland, world ; at 

Let uo body blame him, his ſcorn I approve. wrong in 
Y Nay that's not next—hark who is't that knocks ! make it rig 
5 AEMIL Its the wind. Des, 1 
„ DEs. I call'd my love falſe love ; but what ſaid in 11 
q Sing willow, &c.* | Len? Ws would f 
: Tf I court more women, you'll couch with more men. But I do tt 
3 So get thee gone, good-night ; mine eyes do itch, If wives dc 
| Doth that boad weeping ? ind pour < 
. AE MIL. Tis neither here nor there. men! Nor elſe bre 
L DEs. I have heard it ſaid ſo; oh theſe men, theſe hrowing 
1 Doſt thou in conſcience think, tell me, Aemilia, r ſcant ou 
A if That there be women do abule their huſbands Why we ha 
A" I n ſuch groſs kind ? et have v 
1 A EMIL. There be ſome ſuch, no queſtion. [worll'Whcir wire 
6 | DEs. Would'ſt thou do ſuch a deed for all t9*Wi have +; 
mn AEMIL. Why, would not you? s huſband 
47 Des. No, by this heav'nly light. hen they 
1 AE MIL. Nor I neither, by this heav'nly light ; think it js 
1 N I might do't as well 'th' dark. [ world: think it d 
5 Drs. Would'ſt thou do ſuch a deed for all ti is ſo too. 
ji AE MTL. The world's a huge thing; elires for! 
9 | It 1s a great price, for a ſmall vice, hen let thi 
. DEs, In troth I think thou would'ſt not. ills we 
1 AML. In troth I think I ſhould, and undo't vba Dy, Ge 
| I had done. Marry, I would not do ſuch a thing ſot i uſes ſe 
. | joint ring, nor for meafures of lawn, nor for got to pick 


ins; W her huſband a cuckold, to make him a monarch : ? I 
ſhould venture purgatory for't. 


; Des. Beſhrew me, if I would do ſuch a wrong 
For the whole world. | 
non) AEMIL. Why, the wrong is but a Hrs i“ th? 
World; and having the world for your labour, tis a 
wrong in your own world, and you might quickly 
make 1t right. 
Des. I do not think there is any ſuch woman. 
ſaid kt AEMIL. Yes, a dozen; and as many to th' vantage, 
then ' Wks would ſtore the world they plaid for. 


en. But I do think it is their huſbands faults, 

h, If wives do fall: ſay, that they ſlack their duties, 
ind pour our treaſures into foreign laps; 

men or elſe break out in peeviſh jealouſies, 

1, thek hrowing reſtraint on us; or ſay they ſtrike us, 


la, Ir ſcant our former kak! in deſpight; 
Is Why we have galls ; and though we have ſome grace, 
[et have we ſome revenge. Let huſbands know, 
world WW heir wives have ſenſe like them; they ſee and ſmel!, 
all tend have their palats both for ſweet and ſower, 
s huſbands have. What is it that they do, 
'hen they change us for others? is it ſport ? 
ib. think it is; and doth affection breed it ? 
[wor think it doth : is't frailty that thus errs ? 
or all u i ſo too. And have not we affections? 
| ſeires for ſport? and frailty as men have? 
hen let them uſe us well; elſe let them know, 
| te ills we do, their ills inſtruct us to. 
do't Wl Des. Good- -night ; good-night ; heaven me ſuch 
hing for uſes ſend, 
or govt to pick bad from bad; but by bad, mend, 
tion. Bu LExeunt. 
not mak 
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ACT V. 8 EN E I. Rod. 


The STREET. Cas. 
- 5 | But that 
Enter JAG o and RoDORIGO. ] will mz 
ROD. 
JAGO. Cas, 
TT ERE, ſtand behind this bulk. Straight will he mu 
come : 
Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home; 
Quick, quick, fear nothing; Fl] be at thy elbow. 1 
It makes us, or it mars us: think on that, OrH. 
And fix moſt firm thy reſolution. RoD, 
Rob. Be near at hand, I may miſearry in't. OTH, 
Jaco. Here, at thy hand; * be bold and take thy Cas. 
ſword. Ork. 
Rop. I have no great devotion to the deed, That haſ 
Yet he hath giv'n me ſatisfying reaſons ; Thou tea 
*Tis but a man gone. Forth my {word ; he dies. And your 
Jaco. F'verub'd this young gnat almoſt to theſen']M From off 
And he grows angry. Now whether he kill Caſſio, blot 
Or Caſſio him, or each do kill the other, Thy bed! 
Every way makes my gain. Live Rodorigo, 
He calls me to a reſtitution large 


Of gold and jewels, that I bob'd from him, 


As gifts to Deſdemona. | E 
It muſt not be. If Caſſio do remain, Cas, 
He hath a daily beauty in his life, | mur 
That makes me ugly; and beſides the Moor GRA.“ 
May unfold me to him; there ſtand I in peril; Cas. « 

* behold, and take thy ſtand, Lod, 

y Vor. 
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No, he muſt die. Be it ſo, I hear him coming. 
[E xt Jago. 
Enter CAss 10. 
Rob. I know his gate; tis he: villain thou dyeſt. 
He runs at Caſſio, and wounds him. 
Cas. That thruſt had been mine enemy indeed, 
But that my coat is better than thou know'ſt : 
] will make proof of thine. | b 
RoD. Oh, I am ſlain, Fight, and both fall. 
Cas. I'm maim'd for ever; help boa! murther, 
will he murther ! 


SCENE: II. 

v. Enter Or HELLO above at a window. 
OTH, The voice of Caſſio, Jago keeps his word, 
Rop. Oh villain that Iam! 

; OTH, It is even ſo. 

ke thy Cas. Oh help ho! light! a ſurgeon "DINE 

OTH. *Tis he! oh brave Jago, honeſt and juſt, 

That haſt ſuch noble ſenſe of thy friend's wrong, 

Thou teacheſt me——minion, your dear lies dead, 

And your fate hyes apace. Strumpet, I come: 

From off my heart, thoſe charms thine eyes, are 

blotted, 
Thy bed luſt-ſtain'd, ſhall with luſts blood be ſpotted. 
[Exit Othello. 


SCENE 1. | 
Enter Lop O vico and GRATIANO. 
Cas, What ho! no watch? no paſſage : ? murther, 
murther ! 
| GRA. Tis ſome miſchance, the voice is very direful, 
; Cas, Oh help! 
= Loo, Hark! | 
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Ro. Oh wretched villain ! 
Lop. Two or three groans. It is a heavy night; 
Theſe may be counterfeits : let's think't unſafe 
To come into the cry, without more help. 
Rod. No body come: then ſhall I bleed to death, 
Enter JAG, in bis ſhirt. 
Lop. Hark. 
GRA. Here's one comes in his ſhirt, with light and 
weapons. 
Jago. Who's there? whoſe noiſe i is this that crics 
out murther ? 
Lop, We do not know. 
Jaco. Do not you hear a cry? 
Cas. Here, here: for heav'n ſake help me. 
Jaco. What's the matter? 
GRA. This is Othello's ancient, as I uke! it. 
Lop. The ſame indeed, a very valiant fellow. 
Jaco. What are you here, that cry ſo grievoully: 
Cas, Jago* oh I'm ſpoil'd, nndone by villains ! 
Give me ſome help. | this! 
Jaco, Oh me, lieutenant ! what villains have done 
Cas. I think that one of them is hereabout, 
And cannot make away. 
JaGo. Oh treacherous villains ! 
What are you there ? come in and give ſome help. 
RoD. Oh help me there, 
Cas. That's one of them, 
Jaco. Oh murd'rous ſlave! oh villain! 
[Jago flabs hi. 
Rovp. Ohdamn'd Jago ! oh inhuman dog 
Jaco. Kill men i'th' dark? where be theſe blood 
thieves ! 
How ſilent is this town? ho, murder! murder! 
hat may you be! are you of good or evil? 
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Lop. As you ſhall prove us, praiſe us. 
Jas o. Signior Lodovico. | 
Lob. He, Sir. [lains, 
Jaco. Icry you mercy! here's Caſſio hurt by vil- 
GRA. Caſho ? 
Jaco, How1s't, brother? 
Cas. My leg is cut in two. 
Jaco. Marry heav'n forbid : 

Light, gentlemen, I'll bind it with my ſhirt, 


SCENE AV. 
Enter BIANCA, 
BiAx. What is the matter hoa? who ist that cry'd? 
Jado. Who is't that cry'd ? 
Brian, Oh my dear Caſſio, 
My ſweet Caſſio, oh Caſſio, Caſſio, Caſho. 
Jas o. Oh notable ſtrumpet. Caſſio, may you ſuſpe& 


Who they ſhould be, that have thus mangled you? 


CAs. No. 
GRA. I am ſorry to find you thus : 
have been to ſeek you. 
Jaco. Lend me a garter. So oh for a chair, 
To bear him eaſily hence. 
Blau. Alas he faints. Oh Caſſio, Caſſio, Caſſio ! 
Jaco. Gentlemen all, I do ſuſpect this traſh 
To be a party in this injury. 
Patience a while, good Caſſio, come, come: 
Lend me a light: know we this face, or no? 
Alas, my friend, and my dear country - man 
Rodorigo ? no: yes ſure : yea, tis Rodorigo. 
GRA. What, of Venice? 
Jaso. Even he, Sir: did you know him? 
GRA. Know him? ah! 
J aso. Signior Gratiano? I cry your gentle pardon: 
O2 
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Theſe bloody accidents muſt excuſe my manners, 
That ſo neglected you. 
GRA. I am glad to ſee you. 
Jaco. How do you, Caſſio? oh a chair, a chair. 
GRA. Rodorigo : ? 
Ja6o. Hezhe,'tis he: oh that's well ſaid, the chair, 
Some good man bear him carefully from hence, 
I'll fetch the general's ſurgeon, For you, miſtreſs, 
Save you your labour. He that lyes ſlain here, Caſſio, 
Was my dear friend. What malice was between you: 
Cas. None in the world; nor do I know the man, 
Jaco. What, look you pale ? oh bear him out o 
th? air, 
Stay you good gentlemen. Look you pale, miſtreſs? 
Do you perceive the gaſtneſs of her eye ? [ To Bianca. 
Nay, if you ſtare, we ſhall hear more anon. 
Behold her well, I pray you look upon her, 
Do you ſee, gentlemen ? nay, guiltineſs 
Will ſpeak, though tongues were out of uſe. 


108 


SCENE v. 
Enter AEMILIA, 
Ax MIL. Alas, what is the matter? 

What 1s the matter, huſband ? 
Ja6G0. Caſho hath here been ſet on in the dark 

By Rodorigo, and fellows that are ſcap'd: 

He's almoſt ſlain, and Rodorigo dead. 

AE MIL. Alas, good gentleman ! alas, good Caſſio 
Jaco. This is the fruit of whoring. Pray Aemilis, 

Go know of Caſſio where he ſupt to- night. 

What, do you ſhake at that? [ not. 
Bran. He ſupt at my houſe, but 1 therefore ſhake 
Jaco. Oh did he ſo? I charge you go with me. 
AEMIL. Oh ſie upon thee, ſtrumpet. 
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Bran. I am no ſtrumpet, but of life as honeſt 
As you that thus abuſe me. 
AEMIL. As I? fie upon thee, 
Jaco. Kind gentlemen, let's ſee poor Caſſio dreſt. 
Come miſtreſs, you mult tell's another tale. 
Aemilia, run to the cittadel, 
And tell my lord and lady, what hath hap d: 
Will you go on afore ? This is the night 
That either makes me, or fordoes me quite, [ Exeurt, 


SCENE: VE 


| 4 Bed-chamber : DESDEMONA 3s diſcovered aſleep 


in her bed. 


Enter OTHELLO, with a light, and a fward, 
OTH. It is the cauſe, it is the cauſe, my ſoul, 


Let me not name it to you, you chaſte ſtars, 
Iltis the cauſe. Yet I'll not ſhed her blood, 


Nor ſcar that whiter ſkin of hers than ſnow, 
And ſmooth and monumental alablaſter : 

Yet ſhe mult die, elſe ſhe'll betray more men. 
Put out the light, and then put out zhe light; 
If I quench thee, thou flaming miniſter, 


[can again thy former light reſtore, 


Should I repent : but once put out % light, 
Thou cunning'ſt pattern of excelling nature, 
know not where is that Promethean heat 
That can thy light re-lumine. 
When I have pluck'd thy roſe, 
cannot give it vital growth again, 
It needs muſt wither I'll ſmell thee on the tree; 
[ Kiſſing 5 
Oh balmy breath, that doſt almoſt perſuade 
Juſtice to break her ſword. One more, one more; 


be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
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And love thee after one more, that's the laſt, They do 

So ſweet, was ne'er ſo fatal! I muſt weep, OTH. 

But they are cruel tears: this ſorrow's heav'nly, DES. 

It ſtrikes, where it doth love—ſhe wakes— OTH, 
DES. Who's there, Othello? Which I | 
| Or. Ay, Deſdemona. DES. 
£8 DEs. Will you come to bed, my lord i ? And aſk h 
L OTH. Have you pray'd to-night, Deſdemona ? OTH. 
1 Des. Ay, my lord. Thou art 
Hh OTH. If you bethink yourſelf of any crime DES, . 

Mi Unreconcil'd as yet to heav'n, and grace, OTH, 
"Bi Solicit for it ſtraight, wo Therefore 
| 7 Des. Alack, my lord, For to der 
5 What may you mean by that? Cannot rei 
1 OTH. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by. That I do 
Fa I would not kill thy unprepared ſpirit, DES. 
1 No, heav'ns fore-fend, I would not kill thy ſoul. OTH, . 
1 Des. Talk you of killing ? Des, 
0 OTH. Ay, I do. fend yo! 
"BY DEs. Then heav'n have mercy on me. at with f 
„ OTH. Amen, with all my heart. is I migh 
Wy Des. If you ſay ſo, I hope you will not kill me. OTH, ! 
i OTH, Hum. Vi perjur 
DEs. And yet I fear you: for you're fatal then, nd mak f 
When your eyes rowl ſo. | | murther 
Why I ſhould fear I know not, law the h 
Since guilt I know not: yet I feel I fear, Des, E 
OTH. Think on thy fins. never gay 
Des. They're loves I bear to you. et him cc 
Or. Ay, and for that thou dy'ſt. OTH, J 
Ds. That death's unnatural, that kills for loving: Des, \ 
Alas, why gnaw you ſo your nether-lip ? OTH,” 
Some bloody paſſion ſhakes your very frame; * 8. F 
H. {/ 


Theſe are portents: but yet I hope, I hope, 


2a? 


K by. 


me. 


then, 


loving. 
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They do not point on me. 
OTH. Peace, and be ſtill. 
DES. I will ſo: what's the matter? 
OTH. That handkerchief 
Which I ſo lov'd, and gave thee, thou gav'ſt Caſſio. 
Des. No by my life and ſoul: ſend for the man, 
And aſk him. | 
OTH. Sweet ſoul, take heed, rake heed of perjury, 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 
Des, Ay, but not yet to die, 
OTH, Preſently, _ 
Therefore confeſs thee freely of thy ſin: 
For to deny each article with oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choak the ſtrong conception 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die, 
Des. Oh heav'n have mercy on me. 
OTH, Ifay, amen. 
Des. And have you mercy. too. I never did 
ffend you in my life; never lov'd Caſſio, 
nt with ſuch general warantry of heav'n, 
is I might love. I never gave him token. | 
OTH. By heav'n 1 ſaw my handkerchief in's hand, 
h perjur'd woman! thou doſt ſtone my heart, 
and mak'ſt me call, what I intend to do, 
| murther, which I thought a ſacrifice, 
ſaw the handkerchief, 
Des, He found it then; 
neyer gave it him; ſend for him hither, 
et him confeſs a truth. 
OTH, He hath confeit. 
Des, What, my lord? 
OTH, That he hath 
Drs. How? unlawfully? 
OTH, Ay. 
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' Des. He will not ſay ſo. 
OTH. No, his mouth is ſtopp'd 
Honeſt Jago hath ta'en order for't. 
Des. Oh, my fear interprets. What, is he dead! 
OTH, Had all his hairs been lives, my great re- 
Had ſtomach for them all. renge 
DE s. Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone. face! 
OTH. Out ſtrumpet ! weep'ſt thou for him to my 
DESs. Oh baniſh me, my lord, but kill me not. 
OTH. Down, ſtrumpet. 
DzEs. Kill me to-morrow, let me live e 
OTH. Nay, if you ſtrive. 
' PDEs. But half an hour but while I ſay one 
prayer. 


OTH. It is too late. [ Attempts to ſimothor ber. 


S EN E VIH. 
AEMILIA at the door. 


Arm. My lord, my lord! what hoa! my lord, 


my lord ! [dead! 
OTH, What noiſe is this? not dead? not yet quit 


I would not have thee linger in thy pain. 
So, ſo. | | 
AEMIL. within, What hoa! my lord, my lord: 
OTH, Who's there ? | 
AE MIL. Oh, my good lord, I would ſpeak a wor 
with you. 
OTH, Yes 'tis Aemilia—by and by—ſhe's dead. 
Tis like ſhe comes to ſpeak of Caſſio's death; 


8 


* Des. But half an hour- 
OTH. Being done, there is no pauſe, 
Des, But while I ſay one prayer, 
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The noiſe was high. Ha, no more moving? 

Still as the grave. Shall ſhe come in? were't good? 

think ſhe ſtirs again—no—what's the beſt ? 

If ſhe come in ſhe'll ſure ſpeak to my wife, 

My wife ! my wife ! what wife ? I have no wife, 

Oh inſupportable ! ! oh heavy hour ! 

Methinks it ſhould be now a huge eclipſe 

Of fun and moon, and that th' afrighted * 

Should yawn at alteration 
AEMIL, I beſeech you 

That I may ſpeak with you. Oh, . my Jord !— 
OTH, I had forgot thee; oh come in, Aemilia. 

Soft, by and by, let me the curtains draw. 

Where art thou ? what's the matter with thee now 2 

Enter AEMILIA. 


AEMuIL. Oh, my good lord, yonder's foul murtherſ 


done, 

Orn. What? now ? 

AEMIL, But now, my lord. 

OTH. It 1s the very error of the moon, 
She comes more near the earth than ſhe was wont, 
And makes men mad, 

AEMIL. Caſſio, my lord, hath kill'd 
A young Venetian, call'd Rodorigo. 

Orn. Rodorigo kill'd ? and Caſſio kill'd ? 

AEMiL, No, Caſſio is not kill'd, 

OTH. Not Caſſio kill'd ? then murther's out of _ 
And ſweet revenge grows harſh, 

Des. Oh falſely, falſely murder'd, 

AEMIL, Alas! what cry is that? 

Org. That? what? 


AEMIL, Out and alas, that was my lady” $ voice. 


Help! help hoa ! help! oh lady ſpeak again, 
Sweet Deſdemona ! oh ſweet miſtreſs, ſpeak. 
Vor. VIII. P = 


we OTHELL'O. . „, 


Des. A guiltleſs death I die. 
A EMIL. Oh who hath done this deed ? 
DEs. No body, I myſelf, farewel ; | 
Commend me to my kind lord; oh farewel. [ Dies. 
OTH, Why, how ſhould he be murther'd ? 
AEMIL, Alas! who knows? 
OTH. You heard her fay herſelf, it was not J. 
AEMIz&, She ſaid ſo, I muſt needs report the truth, 
Orn. She's like a liar gone to burning hell, 
*T was I that kill'd her. 
AEM1L, Oh the more ingel ſhe, and you the black- 
er devil. | 
OTH. She turn'd to folly, and ſhe was a whore. 
AEmiL. Thou doſt bely her, and thou art a devil, 
OTH. She was falſe as water, 
AE MIL. Thou art raſh as fire, to ſay 
That ſhe was falſe. Oh ſhe was heav'nly true. 
OTH. Caſſio did tup her; aſk thy huſband elſe, 
Oh, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell, 
But that I did proceed upon juſt grounds 
To this extremity. Thy huſband knew i it all. 
AkEMIL. My huſband! 
OTH. Thy huſband. 
Azm1L. That ſhe was falſe to wedlock? 
OTH. Ay, with Caſſio: had ſhe been true, 


If heav'n would make me ſuch another world, 


Of one entire and perfect chryſolite, 
I'd not have ſold her for it. 

AEMIL, My buſband ? 

OTH. Ay, 'twas he that told me firſt ; 
An honeſt man he is, and hates the ſlime 
That ſticks on filthy deeds, | 

AEMIL. My huſband ? 

OTH. What needs this * iteration, woman ? 
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I fay thy huſband, | 


} AEMIL. Oh miſtreſs! "uy has made mocks 
with love. 


My huſband ſay ſhe was falſe ? 
OTH. He, woman; 
I fay thy huſband ; do- underſtand the word? 
My friend, thy huſband, honeſt, honeſt Jago. 
AEMIL, If he ſay ſo, may his pernicious ſoul 


Rot half a grain a-day ; he lies to th' heart. 


She was too fond of her moſt filthy bargain, 
OTH, Hah? 
AEMIL, Do thy worſt : 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heavy” n, 
Than thou waſt worthy her, 
| OTH, Peace, you were beſt, [harm 
AEmMiL, Thou haſt not half that power to do me 
As I have to be hurt: oh gull ! oh dolt ! 
As ignorant as dirt; thou'ſt done a deed 
| care not for thy ſword, I'll make thee known, 
Though I loſt twenty lives—— Help! help hoa ! help! 
The Moor hath kill'd my miſtreſs. Oe; murther! 


SCENE VIII. 
Enter MoxXTANO, GRATIANO, JAGO, and others, 


MoxT. What is the matter? how now, general? 


AEMIL. Oh, are you come, Jago? you have done 
well, 


That men muſt lay their murthers on your neck. 


GRA. What is the matter? 
AE MIL. Diſprove this villain, if thou be'ſt a man; 
He ſays thou toldſt him that his wife was falſe: 
know thou didſt not, thou'rt not ſuch a villain. 
Speak, for my heart is full. 
This ſpeech and the following are not in the firſt edition. 
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Jaco. I told him what I thought; and told no more 
Than what he found himſelf was apt and true. 
AEMIIL. But did you ever tell him, ſhe was falſe? 
Jaco, Idid. 
AEMIL. You told a lie; an odious damned lie: 
Upon my ſoul a lie; a wicked lie. 
She falſe with Caſſio ? did you ſay with Caſho ? 
Jaco. With Caſſio, miſtreſs; go to, charm your 
tongue. | [to ſpeak, 
AtMiL. I will not charm my tongue; I'm bound 
My miſtreſs lies here murther'd in her bed. * 
Jaco. What, are you mad? I charge you get you 
home, ſpeak; 
AEMIL. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to 


Tis proper I obey him, but not now : 


Perchance, Jago, I will ne'er go home. 
OTH. Oh! ah! oh! 
 AxmiL, Nay, lay thee down and roar: 
For thou haſt kill'd the ſweeteſt innocent, 
That e'er did lift up eye. 
OTH. Oh ſhe was foul ! 
I ſcarce did know you, uncle; there lyes your niece, 


— J 


- 3 * * 


* —.— murder'd in her bed. 
Al. L. Oh heav'ns forefend! 
AE MIL. And your reports have ſet the murther on. 
OTH. Nay, ſtare not, maſters, it is true indeed. 
GAA. 'Tis a ſtrange truth. 

Mor. Oh monſtrous act! 

AMI. Villany! villany! villany! 

I think upon't-----I think------I ſmellt-------Oh villany! 

J thought ſo then; III kill myſelf for grief, 

Oh villany, villany! 
JaGo. What, are you mad? Cc. 


[Othello falls on the bed. 
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Whoſe breath indeed theſe hands have newly ſtop'd; 
1 know this act ſhews horrible and grim, 
GRA. Poor Deſdemona! I'm glad thy father's dead: 
Thy match was mortal to him; and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain. Did he live now, 
This fight would make him do a deſp'rate turn; 
Yea, curſe his better angel from his lide, 
And fall to reprobation. 
Ork. Tis pitiful ; but yet Jago knows, 
That ſhe with Caſſio hath the act of ſhame 
A thouſand times committed. Caſho confeſt it, 
And ſhe did gratify his amorous works, 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I firſt gave; 1 ſaw it in his hand; 
It was an handkerchief, an antique roken 
My father gave my mother, ; 
AEMIL, Oh heav'n! oh heav'nly powers! 
Jaco. Come, hold your peace. 
AEMIL, *Twill out, *twill out 
No, I will ſpeak as liberal as the * air, 
Let heav'n, and men, and devils, let them all, 
All, all, cry ſhame againſt me, yet I'll ſpeak. 
Jaco. Be wile and get you home, 
AEMIL. Iwill not. [Jago offers to ſlab his wife. 
GRA. Fie, your ſword upon a woman? 
AEMIL, Oh, thou dull Moor! that bandkerchief 
thou ſpeak'ſt of 
found by fortune, and did give my huſband; 
For often, with a ſolemn earneſtneſs, 
(More than indeed belong'd to ſuch a trifle,) 
He begg'd of me to ſteal it. 
Jad o. Villanous whore! 


AEMIL. She gave it Caſſio? alas I found it, 
north. 


I peace! 


St on 2 


us G THELL S709; 


And I did give't my huſband, oh here 
Jaco. Filth, thou lieſt. Ge a. 
AEMIL, By heay'n I do not, I do not, gentlemen; dea 

Oh murd'rous coxcomb ! what ſhould ſuch a fool Thou hal 

Do with ſo good a wife? OTH. 

' [Jago breaks through and wounds his wife, then Nor naked 
runs out. | GRA. 
Or H. Are there no ſtones 3 in heay? n, ora. 

But what ſerve for the thunder? precious villain ! A better 1 
GRA. The woman falls; ; ſure he hath kill'd his Nyon a ſo 

wife. | That witt 


AEMIL. Ay, ay; oh lay me by my miſtreſs” ſide, 

GRA. He's gone, but his wife's kill'd. 

Monr. Tis a notorious villain; take this weapon, 
Which I have here recover'd from the Moor: 
Come, guard the door without, let him not paſs, 

But kill him rather; I'll after that ſame villain, 
For 'tis a damned ſlave, [ Exeunt Mon. and Gra. 
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SCENE IX, 


OTH, I am not valiant neither; 
But every puny whipſter gets my ſword, 


But why ſhould honour out- live honeſty ? us look 
Let it go all, ad fiends 
AEMIL, What did thy ſong boad, lady? vn like t 
Hark, canſt thou hear me? I will play the ſwan, Vhip me, 
And die in mulick ; Willow, willow, willow—— rom the x 
Moor, ſhe was chaſt, ſhe loy'd thee, cruel Mr, low me al 
So come my ſoul to bliſs, as I ſpeak true; ah me ii 


So ſpeaking as I think, alas, I die. TAemil, di Deſden 
OTH. 1 have another weapon in this chamber, | 
It was a ſword of Spain, the * Ebro's temper; pain are! 
* In the firſt edition it is Iſebroke's temper. Thence c. im the 7 
rupted to Ice-brooks, Ebro's temper : the waters of that ite 
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0h here it is: uncle, I muſt come forth. 
GRA. within. ] If chou attempt it, it will coſt thee 
men; dear; 
1 Thou haſt no weapon, and perforce, muſt ſuffer. 
OTH. Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with ne, 
, then Nor naked as I am, I will affault thee, 
Gra, What is the matter ? 
OTH, Lo! I have a weapon: 
n! A better never did itſelf ſuſtain 
I'd his pon a ſoldier's thigh. I've ſeen the day, 
That with this little arm, and this good ſword, 
Imade my way through more impediments, 
Than twenty times your ſtop. But, oh vain boaſt ! 
Who can controul his fate ? *tis not ſo now. 
de not afraid, though you do ſee me weapon'd ; 


8, ere is my journey's end, here is my butt, 
. nd very ſea-mark of my utmoſt ſail. 
1d Gra, No you go back diſmay'd ? *tis a loſt fear: 
Man but a ruſh againſt Othello's breaſt, 
ind he retires. Where ſhould Othello go ? 
ow—how doſt thou look now? ohill-ſtarr'd wench ! 
eas thy ſmock ! when we ſhall meet at compt, 
us look of thine will hurl my ſoul from heav'n, 
nd fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl? 
vn like thy chaſtity. Oh curſed flaye ! ! 
an, hip me, ye devils, 
io rom the poſſeſhon of this heay 'oly FN j 
. lo me about in winds, roaſt me in ſulphur, 


alh me in ſteep-down gulfs of liquid fire 
mil. die, Deſdemona ! | Deſdemona ! dead, dead! oh, oh! 
mber, 
23 Spain are N famous for e The fineft 
Thence cr · * in the world, the Catalonian fuſees, 
F that rivet ns 
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Lo 
| S CEN E X. Whict 
it Enter Lopovico, Cassio led in wounded, Mox. Found 
4 AN o, and Ja o priſoner, with officers, And hi 
1 Lop. Where is this raſh and moſt unfortunate man! MW The de 

Ri! Ork. That's he that was Othello: here I am. B/ Ro 
. hy Lop. Where is that viper? bring the villain forth, IF] 
3 OTH. I look down tow'rds his feet; but that's a Cas 
1 fable. Lo! 
is If that thou beeſt a devil, I cannot kill thee. Found 
I | | | [Othello wounds Jago. Rod'riy 
Fi LoD. Wrench his ſword from him. hut th: 
WM Jaco. I bleed, Sir, but not kill'd. Came 1 
: OTH. I am not ſorry neither: I'd have thee live; OT! 
For in my ſenſe, *tis happineſs to die. How c 

Lo p. Oh thou, Othello, that waſt once ſo good, That v 

Faln in the practice of a curſed ſlave, Cas 

What ſhall be ſaid to thee ? And he 

OTH. Why any thing; That tl 

An honourable murth'rer, if you will: Which 

For nought I did in hate, but all in honour. OTt 

Loop. This wretch hath part confeſt his villany: Cas 

Did you and he conſent in Caſſio's death? W How he 

OTH. Ay. | Brave n 

Cas. Dear general, I never gave you cauſe. That I 

OTH. I do believe it, and I aſk your pardon: After lc 

Will you, I pray, demand that demy-devil, Jago ſet 

Why he hath thus enſnar'd my ſoul and body ? Lon 

Jaco. Demand me nothing; what you know, vou Your pe 

know; And Ca 

From this time forth I never will ſpeak word. If there 

Loy. What? not to pray? That ca 

GRA. Torments will ope your lips, it ſhall 

OTH. Well, thou doſt beſt. Till tha 
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Lo p. Sir you ſhall underſtand what hath befal'n, 
Which as I think, you know not; here's a letter, 
Found in the pocket of the ſlain Rod'rigo, 

And here another, one of them imports 
The death of Caſſio to be undertook 
By Rodorigo. 

Ork. Oh villain! ny 

Cas. Moſt heatheniſh and moſt groſs! 

Lop. Now, here's another diſcontented paper 
Found in his pocket too; and this it ſeems 
Rod'rigo meant t have ſent this damned villain; 

But that belike Jago 1n the interim 
Came in and ſatisfy'd him. 

OTH. Oh thou pernicious caitiff ! 
How came you, Caſſio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife's ? 

Cas. I found it in my chamber; 
And he himſelf confeſt it but even now, 
That there he dropt it for a ſpecial purpoſe, 
Which wrought to his deſire. 

OTH. Oh fool, fool, fool! 

Cas. There is beſides, in Rodorigo's letter, 
How he upbraids Jago that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch; whereon it came 
That I was caſt ; and even now he ſpake 
After long ſeeming dead, Jago hurt him, A 
Jago ſet him on. | | 

Lop. You muſt forſake this room, and go with us; 

Your pow'r and your command is taken off, 
And Caſſio rules in Cyprus. For this ſlave, 
if there be any cunning cruelty, 
That can torment him much and hold him long, 
it ſhall be his. You ſhall cloſe priſoner reſt, 
Till that the nature of your fault be known 

Vor. VIII. Q_ 
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To the Venetian ſtate. Come, bring away. 

OTH, Soft you; a word or two before you go. 
I've done the ſtate ſome ſervice, and they knowꝰ't; 
No more of that, I pray you in your letters, 

When you ſhall theſe unlucky deeds relate, 

Speak of me, as I am. Nothing extenuate, 

Nor ſet down ought in malice. Then muſt you ſpeak 
Of one that lov'd not wiſely, but too well; 

Of one, not eaſily jealous ; but being wrought, 
Perplex'd in the extream; of one whoſe hand, 

Like the baſe * Indian, threw a pearl away 

Richer than all his tribe; of one, whoſe eyes, 

Albeit unuſed to the Welding mood, 

Drop tears as faſt as the Arabian trees 

Their medicinal gum. Set you down this. 

And ſay beſides, that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant and a turbant Turk 

Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the ſtate, 

I took by the throat the uncircumciſed dog, 

And ſmote him, thus. [ Stabs himſelf. 

Lop. Oh bloody period ! 

GRA. All that is ſpoke is marr'd. 

OTH. I kiſt thee, ere kill'd thee. No way but this, 
Killing myſelf, to die upon a kiſs, Dies. 

Cas. This did I fear, but thought he had r 


For he was great of heart. | [ weapon; | 


* In the firſt edition it is Judian, occaſion'd probably by tre 
word Tribe juft after, but the common reading is better,; as lle 
word Tribe is applicable to any race of people, and the thong. 
of an ignorant Indian's caſting away a pearl very natural in it- 
ſelf, 3 to make ſenſe of the other, we muſt preſuppil 
ſome particular ſtory of a EIN alluded to, which is much leſs 
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Lop. Oh Spartan dog! | | 9 
More fell than anguiſh, hunger, or the ſea! J 
Look on the tragick loading of this bed; 
This is thy work; the object poiſons ſight, —— 
Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the houſe, 
And ſeize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 
For they ſucceed to you. To you, lord governor, 
Remains the cenſure of this helliſh villain : 
The time, the place, the torture, oh inforce it. 
Myfelf will ftraight aboard, and to the ſtate, 
This heavy act, with heavy heart, relate. [Exeunt. 
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CHARACTERS. 
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HISTORICAL PERSONS. 


A. | Play. Act. scene.] Perſon. 
R THUR, a 

hopeful young "i 
prince, unfortu- | | 1 ö 
nate. vol. 4 K. John. £ | 0 
Alcibiades, baniſh'd | WW” 
for interceding for 1 
his friend. vol. 6 Timon. 3 6 10 1; 
- - = viſits Timon | | 1 
with two miſſes ib. ibid. 41-4 ' 
«--exhorted to cru- [ | i 
elty by him, and 9 10 
the women to luſt. oi 
ibid. | ibid. 4ͤ2 4 0 
- = = conquers A- 9 
thens. ibid. | ibid. & 1-8 148 
Antony, Mark, his | 1 
conference with —_ | 9 
Brutus after Cae- 8 
far was murther'd. ! 1 
vol. 6 | Jul. Caeſar. 321 3 WW 
his reflections A "4 
on it, when alone. | 4 5 0 

> - - ſpeaks Caeſar's | Fl 

funeral oration, | | E 


n 

p — — —é— 

= — ——— ——- 

—— — 
— 


3 
I | OY 0: * 
9 2 


r 


3 22. ͤ SELLS 


A 
— 2 ds 


PE yr eIY 


: * 1 
* T * 2 
Ds thee ee DEM #3 
ö *X — * — 2 
r — 8 


. 
Joo 
+ 


8 8 
„ 
a; * = Py tree hs. 
— — 4 - 0 
2 5 r 


n 
— EET ar 


: 
+ 
0% 
* 


Arg hes 2h 
— - _— 


— 
7 


. 
Rt 


TN DD 3 


Antony, Mark, his 
eloquence prais'd 
by Caſſius. vol. 6 

= - - his valour dege- 
nerates into fond- 
neſs for Cleopa- 

tra. vol. 7 

»- - - reſolves to leave 
her. 

- - his former 
bravery deſcrib'd 
by Octavius Cae- 
ſar. 

- - - Pompey's wiſh 
that he may live 
on in love and 
luxury. 

- = - quarrels with 
Octavius, which 
ends in a marriage 
with Octavia. 

- - - his genius infe- 
rior to Octavius's. 
--. complains of Oc- 
tavius's ill-treat- 
ment to Octavia. 
- - - beaten at AQti- 
um, and deſpairs 

after it. 

- = - ſends to Octa- 
vius to treat, and 
is refus'd. 

- - - grows jealous 
of Cleopatra. 

beats Caeſar by 
land, and meets 


Play. 


Jul. Caeſar. 


Ant. and Cleop. 
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the Queen in rap- | 
ture. 

Antony, Mark, his 
fleet revolting he 
quarrels again 
with Cleopatra. 

being told ſhe is 
dead he falls on 
his ſword. 

» - carried to Cle- 
opatra he dies in 
her arms. 

- - Octavius and 
his generals la- 
ment and praiſe 
bas, 

- = - and Cleopatra. 

Ajax his character, 

vol. 7 


* 


B. 

Blanch, her beauty 
and virtue. vol. 4 
Burgundy, duke of, 
a falſe ally vol. 5 
Beauford, cardinal. 
vid. Wincheſter. 
Buckingham, duke 
of, treachcrous, 
cruel, mercenary, 

vol. 5 

in Henry Sth's 
reign, raſh, chole- 
ric. vol.. 6 
his character 
given by Hen. 8. 
ibid. 


Play. 
Ant. and Cleop. 
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Act. Scene. Perſon, 
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Tro. and Creſ. 


K. John. 


1 Hen. 6. 


Richard 3. 


Hen. 8. 
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Buckingham con- 
demn'd, ibid. 
Bullen, Anne, her 
beauty. ibid. 
item. ibid. 
- - item. ibid. 
- - - item. ibid. 
Brutus, reſerv'd and 
melancholic. vol.6 


-- - - ſpirited up 


by Caſſius againſt 
Caeſar. 

- + - - of great au- 
thority with the 

people. 

his ſelf-debate 
upon Caeſar's 
death. 


- - opens himſelf. 


freely to the con- 
ſpirators. 
- - = declares for ſa- 


ving Anthony. 


- - - importun'd by 


his wife Portia. 


- = = his ſpeech to | 


the people, to ju- 
ſtify Caeſar's mur- 
ther. 

- - = quarrels with 
Caſſius. 

relates the death 
of Portia. 

- - - - ſees Caeſar's 
ghoſt, 


1 N D E X. 


Play. Act. Scene. 


Hen. 8. 2 
| ibid. 1 
ibid. 3 
ibid. 4 


——— — 


ul. Caeſar. I 


1. 2. 


1 Þ Oo ww. 


3. 7 


Perſon, 


King. 
Cham. 
Suf. 

2 Gent. 


Caſe „ 


Brutus ta 
farewel 
- - - reſo] 
and kill 
- - = prals 
tony. 
Banquo, I 
ter (for 
vid, Ma 


( 
Conſtance 
paſſionat 


Cade, Job 
crafty re 
Clifford, be 
vengeful 
Caeſar, Ju 
Catharine, 
Henry 8 
- = - Pitiec 
Bullen, 
her 
the king! 
divorce. 
* - - prais 
king, 
* - = rec 
her daug 
ſervants 


Cromwell, 


Cranmer's 


by Gardi 


N. 


id. 


Brutus takes his laſt 
farewel of Caſſius. 


- - - reſolves to die, 
and kills himſelf. 


- - - prais'd by An- 


tony. 
Banquo, his charac- 


ter (for the reſt, 


vid, Mackbeth.) 
vol. 7 

C. | 
Conſtance, a mother 
paſſionately fond. 
vol. 4 
Cade, John, a bold 
crafty rebel. vol.s 
Clifford, bold and re- 
vengeful. ibid. 
Caeſar, Julius. ibid. 
Catharine, Q. to 
Henry 8. vol. 6 
- - - pitied by Anne 
Bullen, ibid. 
her ſpeech to 
the king before her 


 - - prais'd by the 

king. ibid. 

- - = recommends 

her daughter and 
ſervants to him. 

ibid. 

Cromwell, Thomas. 

ibid. 

Cranmer's character 


by Gardiner. ibid. | 


divorce. ibid. 


Play. 
Jul. Caeſar. 


Mackbeth. 
| K. John. 


3 Henry 6. 
Richard 3. 


Hen. 8. 


ibid. 


ibid. 


ibid. 


ibid. 


ibid. 


ibid, 


A 
2 Henry 6. 


1 D x 


Act. Scene. Perſon. 


Mac. 


York, 


Prince, 


8 
3 1-3 
3 5 
3 I 
* 3 
2 5 
2 6 
2 7 

| 

4 2 
4 1 
111 
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”J Gent, 


e 3 
4 . <=; ++" 3 * 4 
” » - * 2 + 
s wp FE 2 * f % 
4 rp HE nes ts bo %, 
Z A T5. 
555 7 8 FFF§Ä GE 


- p. 2 — $72 
. 
r Fe. 


* 


Hp Li ir tC ts . 
— ee 
8 r 


r 
2 

Sc . ie 
fe. e 


— 


E NS 


Oo I ROO 


— . = E ©: + N — 
4 - — 2 — — — 4 ” ” — — 
- 2 A —7 * Js rr - ab TOE a > — ee th 2 a were - 8 + * Be, - 4 0 prep > 
8 — n — * * f — 2 RN +: pd. * <= DIL 
- . = > . 2D oy * pong . N . ... apo Zan 5, fa eee 2 
2 — 2 I My SY IE” — 5 2 FC 5 > * 2 
2 2 7 * — 5 © FL — a > 3 S. r . — 2 
- 72 PERIL 2 < 8 2 ho — 5 © _— * 000 4.5% r a 05 9 ISO? & + - . 72 
— bY 1 r my. & CER Pr; 7 2 2 » 2 * a 2 22 * L Me 2 2 · 7 — 
= 8 >» * — _— 2 PPP c IE. 5 n 2 * LD , . 
. — 5 — Q 3 — * . EST. REES ies. a * PR <a — —_ 2 22 
. —˖õFA ‚ ‚ rr r A ES "==> , 2 oe 


— — — 


Cranmer?s charac- 
ter by Cromwel. 
vol. 6 

- - - by the king. ib. 
his ſpeech over 


princeſs Elizabeth. 


ibid. 

Coriolanus, brave, 
proud, a contem- 
ner of the popu- 
lace. vol. 6 

- - chides his ſol- 

diers when repuls'd. 

ibid. 

- = = his character. 

his entry into 
Rome after a vic- 
tory. 

- - - his actions 
ſumm'd up by Co- 
minius. 

- = - approv'd by the 
Tribunes, he rails 
at the populace. 

- = baniſh'd. 

- - - applies to, and 
is kindly receiv'd 
by Aufidius. 

not to be diver- 
ted by his friends 
from invading 
Rome. 

- = = = Yields to his 
mother's intrea- 
ties. 


= = ſlain by the en» 


—__ 


Coriolanus. 


ibid. 


Act. Scene, N 


Perſons 


Lar. 


Bru, Met. 


Com, 


vy anc 
of Aufi 
Caeſar, 


picious 


> - - re 
crown t 
fer'd. 

- - - addl 
perſtitio 
loy'd fla 

di 
Calphur 
going t. 
nate. 

* = = his 
of death 

- - = fir 
thoſe wl 
him. 

-- - aſſafl 

- = - his 
pears to 

Caſſius, co 
Brutus 
Caeſar. 

Caſſius hi 
er. 

-- - reſol: 

himſelf it 
made kir 
hd. his qu; 

Brutus. 

ill on 
ger him 


picurean, 


VOL 


vy and treachery 

of Aufidius. 
Caeſar, Julius, ſuſ- 
picious of Caſſius. 
vol. 6 


> - - refuſeth the 


crown that was of- 
fer'd. 

addicted to ſu- 
perſtition, and 
loy'd flattery. 

- - - = difſuaded by 
Calphurnia from 
going to the ſe- 
nate. 

- - - his contempt 
of death. 

firm againſt 
thoſe who wrong 
him. 

- - - aſſaſſinated. 

- = - his ghoſt ap- 
pears to Brutus. 
Caſſius, confers with 
Brutus againſt 
Caeſar. ibid. 
Caſſius his charac- 
ter. 

-- - reſolves to kill 
himſelf if Caeſar is 
made king. - 

„his quarrel with 
Brutus. 


Les. 


ill omens ſtag- 


ger him tho? an e- 


picurean, 


VOL. VIII. 


1 D 


Play. Act. Scene. 
Coriolanus. 5 6 
Jul. Caeſar. T1 4 

. 

„ 

+ 

3 1 
1 

4 7 

ibid. 1 3 

4+ 

| 7 

4 23 

3 3 


| Caeſ. 


| Perſon. 


Caeſ. 
Caſe. 


Caſc. Dec. 


Caecſ. 


Caeſ. 
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Caſſius preſages he | 
ſhould die on his 
birth-day. 
-- kills himſelf 
- - mourn'd and 
prais'd by Titini- 
us, Meſſala and 
Brutus. 
Caſca's character ib 
Cleopatra, the powe: 
of her beauty ove1 
Antony. vol. » 
- - - tenderly paſſio- 
nate. 
= = - her character of 
Antony when he 
had left her. 
= - - her ſailing down 
the Cydnus de- 
ſcrib'd. | 
[for the reſt vid 
Antony. 
= - - her lamentation 
over the dead body 
of Antony. 
» - - reſolves to dic 
- -- vilited by Octa- 
vius. 
- - affronted by her 
treaſurer Seleucus. 
--- Kills herſelf wut 
an aſpick. 


D. 
Dowglaſs. vol. 4 


Duncan, K. of Scot- 


Play. 


Jul. Caeſar. 


ibid. 


Ant. and, 
Cleo. 


1 Hen. 4. 


Scene. 


4 


12 


land 
vid. 


Edwar 
princ 
Eleano 
Hum 
tious 
ſuper 
- == Wa] 
ſion ! 
and 1s 
Edward 
rous, 
ceſsfu 
- = - ht 


mu 
Edward 
ſon to 
Q. Eliz 
phetic: 
cd by 


» = = Cot 
by the 
veſtal q 

Enobarb 
Roman 


dies 
for deſe 
tony. 


] 
Faulconb 


land murther'd. 
vid. Macbeth. 

| E. 

Edward the black 


prince. vol. 4 


Eleanor wife of D. 
Humphrey, ambi- 


tious and given to 


ſuperſtition. vol. 5 
walks in proceſ- 
ſion for penance, 
and is baniſh'd ib. 
Edward 4th, amo- 
rous, brave, ſuc- 
ceſsful. ibid. 
- - - his two ſons. 
ibid. 
-- - murther'd..ibid. 
Edward P.of Wales, 
fon to Henry 6. ib. 
Q. Elizabeth, pro- 
phetically deſerib- 
cd by Cranmer. 
vol. 6 
- - - complimented 
by the title of the 
veſtal queen. vol. 1 
Enobarbus, a brave 
Roman captain, 
vol. 7 
- - - dies with grief 
for deſerting An- 
tony, ibid, 


F. 
Taulconbridge, 


111 a 
Act. Scene. 


Play. 
1 Hen. 4. 


Richard 2. 


2 Hen. 6. 


2 Hen. 6. 


3 Hen. 6. 
Richard 3, 


Richard 3. 


| Henry 8. 
Midſ. N. Dr. 


Ant. and Cleop. 


ibid. 


— — — 


86ꝙs»òa r > 2 


Perſon. 


Tork. 


Ob. 
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boaſtful, brave and 
enterprizing. vol. 4 
Fulvia's death and 
character. vol. 7 
G. 

Glendower. vol. 4 
- - - deſcrib'd by 
Hotſpur. ibid, 
Gloceſter, Hum- 
phrey D. of, gives 
up his white'ſtaff, 

| vol. 5 
=- - - ſees his dutch- 
eſs's proceſſion for 
penance. ibid. 
- - - accus'd to the 
king by the queen 
and others. ibid. 
- = - - arreſted for 
high treaſon, he de- 
fends himſelf. ib. 
- - - murther'd by 
ſtrangling. ibid. 
Gardiner, Bp. of 
Wincheſter, flat- 

tering and cruel. 
vol. 6 

H. 


IND K. 
AR, Scene. 


Play. 
K. John, 


1 Hen. 4. 


ibid. 


Hen. 8. 


Henry 5 th, whilſt 
prince. vol. 4 
item. ibid. 
Hotſpur, (vid. Per- 

cy) H. 5th in Ar- 


mour. vol. 4 


Henry 4th deſcrib'd 
by Hotſpur. ibid, 


Richard 2. 
1 Hen. 4. 


| 
| ibid. 


ibid. 


Ant. and Cleop. | 


Henry 
prince 
ite 
Henry 
--- ite 
Henry 
religio 
nate. 
Henry! 
Cathar 
Bullen 


John, k 
bling, 
ſolute. 
nate. 

Joan, t 
Orlean 

>=» rail 


» - - take 


> = - CO! 
be bur 
James I. 
phetica 
ed by ( 


Julio Re 
charact 


Lear, ki 
rie, fic 
miſerat 


N, 


. 


. 


Henry 4th, his ſon | 
prince Henry. ib. 

<< item... bid. 

Henry sth. ibid. 

--- item. vol. 5 

Henry 6th, meek, 
religious, unfortu- 
nate. ibid. 

Henry 8th, vid. Q. 
Catharine, Anne 
Bullen. 


5 
John, king, diſſem- 
bling, cruel, irre- 
ſolute, 
nate. vol. 4 
Joan, the maid of 
Orleans. vol. 5 
- -- raiſeth friends. 
ibid. 
taken priſoner. 
ibid. 
- - - condemn'd to 
be burn'd. ibid. 
James I. king, pro- 
phetically deſcrib- 
ed by Cranmer. 
vol. 6 
Julio Romano, his 
character. 


unfortu- 


vol. 3 


1 
Lear, king, chole- 
ric, fickle, mad, 


— 


miſerable. vol. 3 


Play. Act. 
1 Hen. 4. 5 
2 Hen. 4. 4 
Henry 5. 61 
1 Hen. 6. x 
1,2, 3. Hen. 6. 
K. John. 
1 Hen. 6. I 
ibid. 5 
ibid. 5 
ibid. 5 
Hen. 8. * 
Wint. Tale. 5 
K. Lear. 


Scene ; 
4 


8 
_ 
I 


5, &C. 


Perſon. 
Ver. 
K. Hen, 
Cant, 


3 Gent. 
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Lepidus's character 
by Antony. vol 6 


by Pompey. 


vol. 5 
M. 

Mortimer. vol. 4 
Margaret Henry 
6th's queen, enra- 
ged with her own 
miſeries, exults at 
others. vol. 5 
Moor, ſir Thomas. 
vol. 6 

Menenius Agrippa, 
his fable of the 
belly and limbs ib. 
— his character 
by himſelf. ibid. 
his character 
of Coriolanus. ib. 
Macbeth, his bra- 
very in battel. 
vol. 7 

hath his great- 
neſs foretold by 
witches. | | 
the conflict of 
his mind when he 
firſt intended to 

kill the king. 

his temper de- 
ſerib'd by his lady. 
lady, reſolves 
on murthering the 
king, and encou- 


rages Macbeth. ib. 


———ö—U—U—F u —— 


IN D E X. 
Play. 
Jul. Caeſar. 4 


Ant. and Cleop. 2 
| 


Richard 3. 


Hen. 8. 3 


Coriol. | I 


ibid. 2 


* 


ibid. 3 


Maebet h. 1 


— —_—_—_ 


ibid. 


Hen. 4. 1 


Act. Scene. 


| Perſon, 


Men. 


Macbeth, 
gers in l 
tion, an 
firmd 
his wife. 

— his 
before h. 
king, ar 
after. 

— medi 
quo's de 
employs 
rers. 

—— hang 

appears t 

— con 
witches 

— his 

by Male: 

——— diſtra 
horror. 
— deſp 
hearing 
gliſn ad 
gainſt hit 


| — told 


dy's deat 
— ſlain 
duff, 
N 
Northumb 
grief for 


— 


LN: D 6 Ao 


Macbeth, he ſtag- Play. Ac. ] scene.] Perſon, 

gers in his reſolu- Macbeth. | : 
tion, and is con- | 
firm'd again by 
his wife. 19.10. 100 
— his ſoliloquy | Fa 
before he kills the | | i 
king, and horror 3 bill 
after. | 2 2. 3. 
——meditates Ban- 
quo's death, and 1 
employs murthe- | 


ſoit, 


fers. 2 4 
——Banquo'sghoſt | | 10 
appears to him. < 4 
— conſults the | 4 
witches again. 4 2 
—— his character 


. 


wy by Malcolm. | 4 1 
—ciſtracted with I | | | Wi 
horror. | E 5 2 | il 
— deſpairs, on 1 
hearing the En- bl 
eliſh advance a- we! 
gainſt him. | "$2. 4 > 


| — told of his la- 3 
dy's death. 6 5 
— ſlain by Mac- | 
duff, ; 7.8, 
Northumberland's | 1 
grief for Hotſpur. 
vol. 4 2 Hen. à. I 3 | North. 


— 2 — 
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O. 
Orpheus's Muſic. 
vol. 6 Hen, 8. 3 x | Song. 
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Orpheus's muſic. 
vol. 1 
Octavius Caeſar, his 
interview with 
Brutus and Caſſi- 
us. vol. 6 


Ifor the reſt vid. An- 


tony and Cleopa- 
tra. 
P. 
Percy, Harry Hot- 
ſpur. vol. 4 
item. ibid. 
— ite; td. 
— his death. ib. 
character, by 
lady Percy. ibid. 


Portia, a Roman la- 


dy of an heroic 
ſpirit. vid. Brutus. 


. 

Richard the ſecond, 

his ill conduct. 
vol. 4 
— item. ibid. 
— item. ibid. 
— item. ibid. 
Richard I. his cha- 
racter. ibid. 
Richard 3. ambiti- 
ous, brave, diſſem- 
bling, cruel, un- 
fortunate. vol. 5 
his birth pro 
digious. ibid. 


IN D E X. 


| 


Play. 
2 Gent, Ver. 


Jul. Caeſar. 


1 Hen. 4. 
ibid. 
ibid. 
2 Hen. 4. 


ibid. 


Richard 2. 
ibid. 

ibid. 

1 Hen. 4. 


K. John. 


3 Hen. 6. 


and 
Rich. 3. 


& 


3 Hen, 6, 


= Oo 0 
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„ Þ » 


R Þ » 
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UW „ ht. _ nw 
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Act Scene. Perſon. 


Pro. 


K. Hen. 
K. Hen. 
P. Hen. 
Mort. 


Gaunt. 
| Gaunt. 


| K. Hen. 


Baſt. 


K. Hen. 


Salisbu 
and N 


Suffolk 


tainme 
paraſit 


ſhakes 
ty. 
roots, 


Vo 


N, 


unt. 
unt. 


Hen. 


ſt. 


, Hens 


Richard 3. his per- | 


ſon and manners 
deſcrib'd by Q. 
Margaret. 

vol. 5 


| —— deſcribed by 


his mother, the D. 
of York. ibid. 


8. 
Salisbury's death 
and character. 
| vol. 5 


Suffolk, proud, falſe, 
enterprizing. ibid. 


his death. ibid. 


. 

Talbot, when priſo- 

ner in France. 
vol. 5 
— ſlain with hls 
ſon. ibid. 
Tirrel, James. ibid. 
Timon of Athens, 
beggar'd by flatte- 
rers. vol. 6 
—— idem. ibid. 
his laſt enter- 
tainment for the 
paraſites, ibid. 
— retires, and 
ſhakes of humani- 


ty. 


—— digging for 


roots, finds gold. 


| Play. 


Richard 3. 


wag 


1 Hen. 6. 


2 Hen. 6. 


ibid. 


1 Hen. 6. 


ibid. 
Richard 3. 


Timon. 


ibid. 


ibid. 


VOL. VIII. 


I N D E X. 
Act. 


W 8 


SEED. | 
Scene. Perſon, 


þ 


Tal. 


Page. 
Apem. 
Flav. 

Sen. 


+4300 


— 


— 


— — — 
no RS. 


—— Sn IE ——— 
— — — En 


—— — 
— — — 
— — 


Play. 


Timon, viſited by 
Alcibiades, excites 
him to cruelty. 
— pinch'd with 
hunger, his reflec- 
tions on the earth. 
compares him 
ſelf with Apeman- 
tus. 


he gives gold 
and encourage- 
ment to the 
thieves. 
viſited by his 
honeſt ſteward. 
by the poet 
and painter. 
by the ſena- 
tors, entreating 
him to command 
againſt Aicibiades. 
his death and 
epitaph. 
. 
Volumnia, a mother 


Timon. 


of an heroic ſpirit. 
vol. 6 


the people. ibid. 
diverts him 
from deſtroying 


Rome. 


Valeria's chaſtity 
prais'd by her huſ- 
band, ibid. 


inſtructs Cori- 


olanus to addreſs | 


q 


Coriol. 


ibid, 


ibid. 


Act. Scene. 
3421 4 
5 
6 
7 
$ I 
2 
3 
315 
1 6 
n l . 
$43 
5 


Perſon, 


Winche 
nal 
charac 

his 

Warwicl 
inconſt 

Wolſey, 
his ch: 

Norfoll 

—— his 
ver the 
— up 
Q. Cat! 
—— his 
on his f 
. his 5 
ted and 
racter. 
\ 
Tork, arcl 


York, D. 
prizing, 
unfortur 


N EK, 
n. 


W. 
Wincheſter, cardi- 
nal Beautort's 
character. vol. 5 
is death. ibid. 
Warwick, brave but 
inconſtant. ibid. 
Wolſey, Cardinal, 
his character by 
Norfolk, &c. vol. 6 
— his power o- 
ver the king. ibid. 
— upbraided by 
Q. Catharine.ibid 
—— his reflection 
on his fall. ibid. 


ted and mix'd cha- 


racter. ibid. 
Tork, archbiſhop of. 
| vol. 4 


York, D. of, enter- 
prizing, valiant, 
unfortunate, vol.s 


—— his death rela- 


| Play. . Act. 
1 Hen. 6. 3 
2 Henry 6. BE 
2. 3 Hen. 6, 
Hen. 8. -þ 
ibid. 2 | 
ibid. #4; 
ibid, 4 

2 Hen. 4. I 
2. 3 Hen. 6. 


Scene 


Perſon. 


Glou. 


Norf. 


Grif. Kath. 


Mort. 
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S E C T. II. 


INDEX of Man- 
ners, Paſſions, and 
their external Ef- 
fects. 


N. B. The names of 
the fictitious perſons 
to whom theſe Cha- 
racters are apply'd, 
are annex'd in an 
Alphabetical Index 
enſuing. Vid. Sect. 3 


ns 
LLY, a perfi- 


A dious one, in 

Burgundy vol. 5 
Ambition. vol. 6 
cover'd with 
ſpecious humility. 


ibid. 

— jealous of a 
ſucceſsful friend. 
vol. 7 

Ambitions woman 
in Eleanor. vol. 5 

Anger, in the D. of 

Buckingham. 

vol. 6 

its external 
eff cts painted. ib. 
Affliction. vol. 1 

Admiration. ibid. 

Atheiſtical harden'd 


Play. Act. 
1 Hen. 6. 3 
Hen. 8. 3 
Jul. Caeſar. 2 
Ant. and Cleop. 3 
2 Hen. 6. I 
7 Hen. 8, I 
| ibid. 
Temp. 
| ibid. 5 


Scene. 


vu 


Perſon, 
T7 
6 | Wol. 
i 
s$ | Brut. 
r | Ver 
4 
2 
4 Wol. 


villain. 

nardine 

Avarice a 
vid. Sh. 

Mer. of 

E 

Biſhop, 1 
ſovereig 


Nin 


Boaſters, 
phin, & 
—— the 


—— deſl 
( 
Courtier 
plain-de 
Gaunt, 
— Ker 
— an 
ſned one 
kinghan 


Courtſhip 
ſter's to! 


-——— hone 
Join'd by 


——— deſc: 

— 4 
ſcene bet 
meo and 


villain, vid. Bar- 
nardine. 

Avariceand cruelty. 
vid. Shylock. v. 2. 
Mer. of Ven. 

B. 

Biſnop, true to his 

ſovereign, Carliſle. 
vol. 4 

—- a rebel, York. 

ibid. 

Boaſters, the Dau- 
phin, &c. ibid. 

—— the Baſtard. 
ibid. 

—— deſerib'd. ibid. 

| C. 

Courtier (a bold 
plain-dealing) 
Gaunt. vol. 4 

— Kent. vol. 3 

— an accompli- 
ſned one, vid. Bue- 
kingham. Hen. g. 

vol. 6 

Courtſhip, Gloce- 

ſter's to lady Anne. 
vol. 5 

—— honourable in- 

Join'd by a father. 
vol. x 

— deſcrib'd.ibid. 
>— a beautiful 
ſcene betwixt Ro- 
meo and Julict. 

vol. 8 


Richard 2. 
2 Hen. 4. 
Hen. 5. 


K. John. 
ibid. 


Richard 4 : 
K. Lear. 


Richard 3. 


Temp. 
Midf. N. Dr. 


Rom. and Jul. 


Wl! 
id 
115 
8 
ali 
4 
144 BY 
1 
+ 10 
1 
hi 
Way 


— — 


Councellor, an ho- 
neſt one, vid. Gon- 
zalo. 

Child, the duty it 
owes a father. 


vol. 1 


Country ſquire, in 
Slender. ibid. 
Chaſtity ſcandaliz d, 
beautifully pain- 
ted in Hero. vol. 2 
Chaſtity. vid. Vale- 


Tila. 


Courage in old men. 
vol. 2 
Courage. vol. 3 


different noti- 
ons of it in a ſena- 
tor, and a general. 
vol. 6 

Care, in a merchant. 
vol. 2 

Conſtancy. vol. 7 


D. 

Daughters, unduti- 
ful, in Goneril and 
Regan. vol. 3 
— dutiful, in 
Cordelia. vol. 3 
Deſpair, in the ago- 
nies of death. car- 

dinal Beauford. 
vol. 5 

— of pardon. 


vol. 3 


Midſ. N. Dr. 


M. A. abt. Noth. 


Timon. 


Mer. of Ven. 
Ant. and Cleop. 


e. 


ibid. 


2 Henry 6. 


Wint. Tale. 


M. W. of Windſ. 


M. A. abt. Noth. 
Tam. of the &c. 


Scene. 


9. 10 


Perſon. 


The. 


| Leon. Ant. 
Pet. 


1 Sen. Alc, 


Sal. Sol. 
Cleop. 


Envy. 


Fear, 
an ex 


Father 
ral, i 
Father 
the i 


his cl 
French 
in Dr 


Fury. 


Gravit. 
be thi 


Grief, 
— it 
multi 
ons. 
Abe 
ſcrib'c 
lia. 
— à 
lovers 
and Su 


Ant. 


I N D E X. 


vol. 6 
F. 

Fear, ariſing from 

an expected evil. 
vol. 4 
Father, an unnatu- 
ral, in York. ibid. 
Father's paſſion on 
the ill conduct of 
a daughter. vol. 2 
fondneſs for 
his child. vol. 3 
French quack's airs, 
in Dr. Caius. vol. 1 
Fury. vol. 7 


Envy. 


G. | 
Gravity affected, to 
be thought wiſe. 


vol. 2 


Grief. vol. 4 
— its nature to 
multiply afflicti- 
ons. ibid. 
beautifully de- 
ſcrib'd in Corde- 
lia. vol 3 
—— at parting of 
lovers, Q. Marg. 
and Suffolk. vol 5 


-a a mother's for | 


herſon murther'd. 

ibid. 
—— wrought to 
rage in Q. Mar- 
garet. ibid. 


Play. Act.] Scene. 
Hen. 8. 3 5 
2 Hen. 4. I 3 
Richard 2. 5 

M A. about 
Nothing. | 4 | 1.2 
ibid. | 5 I 
Wint. Tale. 1 2 
M. W. of Windſ. 
Ant. and Cleop.j 3 | 10 
Mer. of Ven. I I 
Richard 2. I 3 
ibid. >| 5 
King Lear, CT 13 
| | 
2 Hen, 6, 3 [8.9 
| 
3 Hen. 6, 5 6 
Richard 3, „ 


North. 


Leon. 


Leo. Pol. 


Eno. 


Gra. 


Dutch. 


Buſhy. 


Gent. 


Queen. 


Perſon. 
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0 IN D K K. 


N Grief, a father's (an Play. scene.] Perſon, Jealc 
5 old general) for and 
| i his ſons and | cha 
Fo daughter. vol. 7 | Tit. Andro. | 3 . 2. Tit. ont; 
* — — a virtuous | | — 
f 0 | wife's wrong'd by | | | | — 
by 5 F her husband. vol. 8 Cymbel. 3 4 Imog. | 
f A a husband's | | FORE 
| ft on the murther of 1 | grov 
q his wife and chil- | effec 
dren. vol. 7 | Macbeth. 4 | 6 | Macd. rably 
—— a valiant fa- | thell, 
ther's for the | — þ | Joy, « 
death of a brave | ceth 
ſon. ibid. ibid. $48 Sey. Ingrat 
H. = | cullus 
Hope. vol. 4 | Richard 2. 2 6 ueen. Semp 
Hope. vol. 5 | Richard 3. 51 2 Rich. 
Hoſteſs, Quickly. . 5 
-yohu4 1.3 Heal. . | King, 
Highway-man , condu 
Gadſhill. ibid. | x Hen. 4. | 
Horror, its outward | EIS >= wed 
effects. vol. 6 | Hen. 8. 23 | Nor, ant, H. 
| rais'd in the | | | N «= - We: 
characters of Aa- 5 miſeral 
ron, Tamora, and 
Saturninus. vol. 9 | Titus Andro. 7 me 
N ö ous, u 
I. 3 | in Hen) 
Juſtices , country , amo 
Shallow, and Si- | C ſucceſs 
lence. vol. 4 | 2 Hen. 4. 1 | ward 4. 
Inconſtancy. vol. x j 2 Gent. Veron.| 5s | & Pro. > = < bol 
Jealouſy, in Ford. {iN cruel, d 
ibid. M. W. of WindC | in Rich; 


ſon, 


cd. 


Pro. 


Jealoufy, the riſe 
and growth of it 
character 'd in Le- 


ontes. vol. 3 
— vol. 7 
— in Poſthumus. 

vol. 8 


—— the motives, 
growth, and fatal 
effects of it admi- 
rably ſhew'd in O- 
thello. ibid. 

Joy, exceſs produ- 
ceth tears. vol. 2 

Ingratitude, in Lu- 
cullus, Lucius, 
Sempronius, vol. 6 


K. 

King, of raſh ill 
conduct, Rich. 2. 
vol. 4. 

- - - wile and vali- 
ant, Henry 4. ibid. 
+ - - weak, choleric, 
miſerable, Lear. 
ibid. 


-- - meck, religi- 


ous, unfortunate, 


in Henry 6. vol. 5 


*- - amorous, brave, 
ſucceſsful, in Ed- 
ward 4. ibid. 

„bold, crafty, 
cruel, difſembling, 
in Richard 3. ib. 


I 
Act. Scene. 


Play. 
Wint. Tal. 
Tro. and Creſ. 


Cymbel. 


Othello. 


M. A. abt. Noth. 


Timon. 


Richard 2. 


1, 4, Hen. 4. 
Lear. 
1, 2, 3. Hen. 6. 


3 Hen. 6. 


ibid. Richard 3. 


VOL, VII. D 


3.4.5. 


Per ſon. 


Leon. 


* 
1 
3 


— 


*. * 5 — 5 42 — _ 
2 2 4 CEO I” ap. 4 8 II _— TS" 2 ä 4 
4 7 W — * * . po. ©, : * C = © * 2 1 # 9 22 X E * 
— en 1 2 7 WIA. ISSN v . CEO e * 5 ” 1 kc £ — 2 
FE DOE ILESTEIY - Rr br Wen CRIT INOS OP: BY G ere 
” - A - n : 8 - 5 
; * n 7 7 4 2 


. 


J 3 * 2 et — _ 
— 7 3 . > Y 
DE £< * 

— Ws has SJ 5 — * 22 

* 2 — « . _ S 
TIT 2B er 9 5 3 
* 4 IO 3 * . 7 2, 8 * 

: K . . * 
: -- N — 


9. +, 8 
. 

a nt 

2 3 
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N ©. 


King, brave, religi- 
ous, fortunate, in 
Henry 7. vol. 5 


"We 


Love, expreſs'd by 


a ſoldier. vol. 4. 
- = = virtuous. vol.s 
- - - proteſted by 

Richard 3. ibid. 
- - = the firſt moti- 

ons expreſs'd by 

Hen. 8. vid. Anne 

Bullen. 

- - by Miranda and 

Ferdinand. vol. 1 
- - » the croſſes of 

it. ibid. 
- - - appointment 

proteſted. ibid. 
- = - jts nature. ibid. 
- - - Charm to en- 
kindle it. ibid. 
in the queen of 
fairies, beautifully 
imagin'd. ibid. 
given over. ib. 
- - - Chang'd to a- 
verſion. ibid. 
commended and 
diſprais d. ibid. 
- - - froward, and 
diſſembling. ibid. 
- - - expells all other 

paſſions. vol. 2 

> - - its original, ib, 


Play. 
Richard 3. 


Henry 5. 
3 Hen. 6. 


Richard 3. 


Tempeſt. 
Midſ. N. Dr. 


ibid: 
ibid. 


ibid. 
ibid. 
ibid. 
ibid. 
2 Gent. Ver. 
ibid. 


Mer. of Ven. 


As you like it. 


UW 


Act. j Scene. 
; 
4 
5 4 
3 5 
1 


Perſox. 


K. Hen. 
War. 


Lyſ. Her. 
Her. 
Hel. 


Ob. 


Val. Pro. 


Jul. 


Per. 


| Roſa, 


Love, it 
fices. 
- all 

ons lol 
-- - at f 
in m 
man, c. 
- = - CONC 
tifully 
in ay 
general 
cor 
proteſte 
Ta quitt 
dier. 
2 its 


„ impat 
lay. 

+-- Impat 
ſence, 

Luſt, 

*-- In a 
niſter of 


V 
Madneſs, 
Lear, c 
in Edgar 
Mel ancho 
os ſevera 
lt, 

Mother, 1 
her ſons, 
item. 


fo 


n. 


Her. 


en, 


Love, its ſeveral of- | 
fices. vol. 2 
all other paſſi- 
ons loſt in it. vol. 3 
- - - at firſt ſight. ib. 
in man and wo- 
man, compar d. ib. 
--- conceal'd, beau- 
tifully painted. ib. 
in a young brave 
general. vol. 7 
- - = conſtancy in, 
proteſted. 
--- Quitted by a ſol- 


dier. 


0 its qualities. . 


Play. 


As you like it. 


Twelfth Night, 


ibid, 


ibid. 


ibid. 


Tro. and Creſ. 


vol. 8 
impatient of de- 

lay. | 

— item. 


— impatient of ab- 


ſence. 


in a grave mi- 


niſter of ſtate. ibid. Mea 


M. 
Madneſs, real in 
Lear, counterfeit 
in Edgar. vol. 3 
Melancholy. vol. 2 
'>- ſeveral kinds of 
it, ibid. 
Mother, lamenting 


K. Lear. 


vol. 8 Othello. 
Luſt. vol. 1 M. W. of Wind. | 


Rom. and Jul, 


{. for Meal. 


Com. of Er. 


As you like it. 


her ſons, vol. 5 Richard 3. 


item. ibid. 


ibid. 


D 


2 


IN D E X. 
Ack. 


5 


scene.] Perſon. 
3 | Sikh. 
x | Duke. 
* Oli. 
6 Duke, Viol. 
6 Vio. 
EE 
Wk: 
s Tro. & Creſ. 
8 Pat. 
Kom. 
Jul. 
| 7 : Fri. 
4 Jul. 
13 Bilan, 
4 Song. 
8. 10 Ang. 
2 Abb, 
x | Jaques. 
2 Dutch. 
4 | Queen, 
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Murtherer, in Ex- 
ton. vol. 4 
P. | 
Pedantry, in firf 


Hugh Evans. 


vol. 1 M. W. of Wind, 


in Arinado o- 
lofernes, Natha- 
niel. vol. 2 

Princes, young and 
valiant, P. Henry 
and Lancaſter. 

vol. 4 

Propheteſs, in Joan 
of Orleans. vol. s 

Pride. vol. 7 


| 


R. 

Rage, ariſing from 
grief. vid. Nor- 
thumberland. 

| vol. 4 

- - - ariſing in a fa- 
ther from the un- 
dutifulneſs of his 
children. vol. 3 
in a ſon for the 
murther of his fa- 
ther, in Richard. 

| vol. 5 
Rebel, crafty and 
timorous. . Nor- 
thumberland. 
vol. 4 

- -- crafty and reſo- 
lute. Weſtmor- 


Play. 


Richard 2. 5 


Love's Lab. loſt. 


1 and 2 Hen. 4. 


1 Hen. 6. | 
Tro. and Creſ. | 3 


K. Lear. 


3 Hen. 6. 2 


r and à Hen. 4. 


land. ibid. 


ibid. 


— 6.4 „ 
= 


12 


5, &c. 


Perſon, 


Rebel, l 


diſcre 


Reveng 
cable. 


Superſt 
Glen 

Siſter, 
fectio 
ſabel. 


Villain, 
ty, b 
in Ed 

- » = the 
of Cla 

Virtuor 
mind, 


Wife, 
her hr 
a ge 
Catha! 
Hen. 
-= - CO! 
the ur 
her hu 
--- the 
her je: 
» = = COT 
being 
her hy 
Woman 
nature 
iter 


on. 


Rebel, brave and in- 
diſcreet. Hotſpur. 
vol. 4 
impla- 


vol. 2 


Revenge, 
cable. 
© 
Superſtition, in 
Glendower. vol.4 
Siſter, tenderly af- 
fectionate. vid. I- 
ſabel. 
1 
Villain, falſe, craf- 
ty, bold deſcrib'd 
in Edmund. vol. 3 
the murtherers 
of Clarence. vol.; 
Virtuous ſeverity of 
mind, vol, x 
W. 
Wife, lamenting 
her husband. vol. 3 
a good one. vid. 


Catharine, Q. to 


Hen. 8. 

-- - complaining of 
the unkindneſs of 
her husband. vol.z 

- -- the ill effects of 
her jealouſy. ibid. 


- - - complaining of 


being forſaken by 
her husband. vol. 7 
Womankind, their 
nature. vol. 1 
item. ibid, 


IN D FE KX. 


x and 2 Hen. 4. 


Play. 


Mer. of Ven. 


1 Hen. 4. 


King Lear. 
Richard 3. 


Meaſ. for Meaſ. 


Richard 3. 


Com. of Er. 


ibid. 


Mackbeth. 


2 Gent. Veron. 


Meaſ. for Meaf, | 


| Act. Seene. | Perſon. 
"I 1 Ant. | 
5 2 Gra. 
1 
| | 
I's 38 6&3 
4 $ Lucio. 
| 5 
2 | 2 | Queen, 
a. 
HS. 
1 | 
i] 
= 
2 3.5 Adr. 
s | + Abb. 
1 ö 
4 | 3 L. Macd. 
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SECT. III. 


INDEX of fictiti- 
ous Perſons, with 
the Characters a- 
ſcrib'd to them. 


A. | | 
Arviragus. vid. Gui- 
derius. 


Anthonio, a cruel, | 


falſe,uſurping bro- 
ther. vol. 1 
Angelo, aſeverenew 
governor. ibid. 
Adriana, a peeviſh 
Jealous wife. vol 2 
Anthonio, a friend. 
ibid. 

Adam, agrateful old 
ſervant. ibid. 
Sir Andrew Ague- 
cheek, a fooliſh 


cowardly knight. 


vol. 3 

Apemantus, a cynic. 
vol. 6 

3 

Barnardine, an a- 
theiſtical harden'd 
wretch. vol. 1 
Benedick, Beatrice, 
two ſatirical wits. 
vol. 2 

Bellarius, fortitude 
in diſgrace, vol. 8 


Play. 


Tempeſt. 
Meaſ. for Meaſ. 
Com. of ror, 
Mer. of Ven, 


As you like it. 


Twelfth Night. 


Timon. 


Meaſ. for Meaſ. 


M. A. abt. Noth. 


* 


Cymbeline. 


Acc. Scene. 
5 


| Perſon, 


Caliba; 
man, 
Ceres, 


try. 


Clown 


Cloten, 
and f. 

Claudir 
ceſt, : 
on. 


Creſſide 


Deſdem 
and in 
crific?d 


12 


T. 
Caliban, a ſavage 
man. vol. 1 
Ceres, or the coun- 
try. ibid. 
Clown. vol. 2 
— vol. 3 


Cloten, inſolence 


and folly. vol. 8 
Claudius, blood, in- 
ceſt, and uſurpati- 


on. ibid. 
Creſſida, a miſs. 
vol. 7 
D, 


Deſdemona, beauty 


and innocence ſa- 


crific'd to jealouſy. 

vol. 8 
Deſdemona's cha- 
racer. ibid. 
item. ibid. 
item. ibid. 
item. ibid. 
item. ibid, 
item. ibid. 
item. ibid. 
item. Ibid. 


E. 
Edmund, a crafty, 
falſe, enterprizing 
villain. vol. 3 
Ezeus, a eruel mo- 
rofe father, Vol. 1 


— -, ew Te 


I N D E 
Play. 
Temp. 

ibid. 


As you like it. 
Twelfth Night. 


Cymbeline. 


Hamlet. 


Tro. and Creſ. 


Othello. 


K. Lear. 


a. N. Pr. 


X. 

E 
x 4, &c. 
94 3 
11 6 
1 8 
$4 
2 3 
2 | 14 

14 5 
5 7 
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3 
2 Falſtaff, ſir John,re- 
ſolves on an in- 
trigue with Mrs, 
Ford, and Mrs. 


- - - his billet doux. 

; » ſettles an aſſig- 

nation with Mrs. 
Quickly. 

- = - his diſcovery R 
of it to Ford, diſ- 
guis'd like Brooks. 2 

1 - - - his firſt ad- 
Mrs. 


+ - - ſurpris'd, and 
eſcapes in a bas- 


- = - his account of 
his being thrown 
into the Thames. | 3 

« Wes another aſſig- 
nation with Mrs. 

Quickly. 

- - - makes a full re- 
lation to Ford of 

2-f his former diſap- 

1 pointment. 

- - - meets 
Mrs. Ford, and 
3s again ſurpriz'd. 4 
= - - eſcapes undiſ- 

cover'd in the diſ- — 

guiſe of an old wo- | 
man, N 


with 


IN D E X. 


| Play, | Act. 


M. W. of Windſ. 1 


Scene. 


16 


17 


| 4 


Perſon, 


from h 
adventu 
in 
prince 
his own 
*- perſ 
king 
prince I 
*-- the 1 
found in 
et. 
*-- his r 


Bardolf”s 


Vo 


7M 


{2 MD 


Falſtaff, his ſolilo-} 


quy on this occa- 
ſion. 


- - a a third meet- 
ing ſettled with] 


Mrs. Quickly. 


- - - he relates to 


Ford his late diſ- 


appointment. 


- - - he meets Mrs. 


Ford in Windſor 
park. 


- = ſurpriz'd, and 


ſeiz d by Mr. 
Ford. 


-'- his courie of 


life deſcrib'd by 
P. Henry. vol. 4 


- - he concerts a 


robbery with the 
prince. 


his horſe taken | 


from him in the 
adyenture. 


> - - inſults the 


prince to conceal 
his own cowardiſe. 


> = - perſonates the 
king to chide| 


prince Henry. 


»- - the tavern bill 


found in his pock- 
et. 


„his raillery on 
Bardolf's red noſe. | 


Play. 


1 Hen. 4. 


vol. 4} 
VOL. VIII. 


E X. 


IM. W. of Windſ.] 4 


Py 
Cw WW ac ws 


12 


12 


ä >< — 


Perſon. 


2 
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= - - wounds Percy 


IN D 
Play. 


Falſtaff, his quarrels 
with the hoſteſs. 
vol. 4. 

- - = his deſcription | 
of his new-rais'd 


company. 

» - = his deſcription 
of honour. 

- - - his behaviour 
in the battle at 
Shrewsbury. 


after he was dead, 
and aſſumes the 
merit of killing 
him. 
- =- - he rails at his 
page, the prince 
and the mercer. 


- - - reprimanded by 


the chief juſtice. 
- - - arreſted by 
Mrs. Quickly. 

- = - pleads before 
the chief juſtice. 
= - - pacifies Mrs. 

Quickly, and bor- 


" Hen, 4. 


2 Hen. 4. 


rows more money. 
his letter to the 

prince. 
treats Dol 
Tearſneet. 
revenges her 
quarrel on Piſtol. 
ſurpriz'd with 
her by the prince 


Pr 
3 28 
_ 
3 

[-- 
; 
; 
3 | 7. 90 
| 
10. 11 
1 4 
1 5 
2 1 
2 2 
2 3 
2 $ 
2 8, 9. 
2 10 


Perſon. 


whilſt 
ing at 
Falſtaff 
diers b. 
Shallo\ 
hi 
of the 
tak 
priſone 
his 
on the 
ſack. 
— his 
of juſtic 
and his 
—= TEC 
of Hen 
death. 
— pre 
ſelf to | 
— ref 
by the k 
order'd 
Fleet. 
— an a 
his ſickn 
— of hi 
Fluellen, f 
choleric. 
Florizel, ce 
love. 
Flavius, a f 
neſt ſtewa 
Fairies. 
Friar. 


Wh 
f M. 


. 


whilſt he was rail“ Play. Act. Scene. Perſon. lik 
ing at him. 2 Hen. 4+ 2 | 10 | Mg 
Falſtaff inliſts ſol- 1 
diers before Juſtice | | nt 
Shallow. 1 8 — 
bis character | | | "1 
of the juſtice. 3 5 | 9 
takes Colevile | ny 
priſoner, 2-43.73 i 
his encomium | 
on the virtues of 
ſack. 4 7 0 
—— his character | | | 
of juſtice Shallow 55 | | 
and his family. BO * |. 
——= receives news + 1 
of Henry 4th his | 
death. 5 5 | lh 
—— preſents him- | 9 
ſelf to Henry 5. 8 7 


— reprimanded 


by the King, and 


order'd to the | 

Fleet. | 5 9 
— an account of 

his ſickneſs. | Hen. 5. x | 4 | Hoſt, i 
—— of his death. [4 ox i 
Fluellen, ſtout, and |. | 

choleric. vol. 4 | Hen. 5. 5 | if 
Florizel, conſtant in 1 

love. vol. 3 } Wint. Tale. iÞ 
Flavius, a fru gal ho- 10 

neſt ſteward. vol.6 | Timon. fl k 
Fairies, vol. 8 Rom, ndJul. | x | $s | Mer. mY 
Friar, ibid. ibid, 1 

1 
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8 
Gadſhill, ahighway- 
man. vol 4 
Gower, a good of- 
ficer. ibid. 
Gonzalo, an honeſt 
councellor. vol. 1 
Guiderius, and Ar- 
native 
royalty exerting 
itſelf in a low fa- 
vage life. vol. 8 
Grave-digger. ibid, 
"SE 
Hermia, conſtant 
in love. vol.1 
Hero, innocence 
ſcandaliz'd. vol. 2 
Hermione, wrong'd 
innocence. vol. 3 
Hamlet, an accom- 
pliſh'd young 
prince unfortu- 
nate. vol. 8 
his ſoliloquy 
on his mother's 
marriage with his 
uncle. 
ſees and con- 
verſes with his fa- 
ther's ghoſt. 
addreſſes him- 
ſelf to Ophelia as 
a diſtracted perſon. 
— —converſes with 


Play. | 
1 Hen. 4. 
Hen. 5. 


Tempeſt. 


Cymbel. 
Hamlet. 


Midſ. N. Dr. 
M. A. abt. Noth. 


Wint. Tale. 


Hamlet. 


Polonius. 


Act. Scene. 


W 
— 


Perſon, 
Pro. 


interrt 

phelia. 
—— hi 

by Op 
— hi 

the pl: 
pronur 

action. 
pr 
friend( 
ratio, 
teſtatio 
ry. 


— dit 


king's 

play. 
—— ba 

meſſen 


& Q. { 
— de 
himſelt 
he ſhou 
king at 
ers. 
— Ui 


Hamlet converſes 
with Roſingcroſs 
and Guildenſtern. 

vol. 8 

his ſoliloquy 
about his own de- 
lay to revenge his 
father's murther. 
his ſoliloquy 


whilſt he medita- | 
ted ſelf-murther, | 
interrnpted by O- | 


phelia, 


—— his character 


by Ophelia. 
— his advice to 


the players about 


pronunciation and 
action. 

profeſſeth his 
friendſhip to Ho- 


ratio, with a de- 


teſtation of flatte- 

— diſcoyers the 
king's guilt by the 
play. 


——  banters the 


meſſengers the K. 
& Q. ſent to him. 

— debates with 
himſelf whether 
he ſhou'd kill the 
king at his pray- 
ers. 


—— upbraids the 


O 


1 Tx 


Act. scene. 


ö | 
2 6 
2 8 
3] 2 
1 * 
31 4 
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3 8 
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queen with her 
guilt, when the 
ghoſt appears a- 
gain to him. 

vol. 8 

Hamlet, examin'd 
by the king, ban- 
ters him, and is or- 
der'd to go to En- 
gland. 

—— blames his 
own inactivity. 

-- - converſcth with 
the grave-maker, 
and moralizeth on 
the ſculls. 

« - » fights with La- 
ertes in the grave. 


+» - relates to Ho- 


ratio the king's or- 
der to have him 


put to death in 


England. 


„ banters a fop 


who brought a 
challenge from 
Laertes, and ac- 
cepts it. 

= - - aſks Laertes 
pardon before they 
fight for his for- 
mer raſhneſs. 

- - - kills Laertes, 
the king, and dies 
himſelf. : 


Play. 


Hamlet. 


1 D 1 


Ac. Scene. 
33 
i 
N 
7 
4 3 
4 4 
ö 
5 1 
5 2 
b | 
1-2: 
1 
1 
1 
5 5. 


Perſons 


Horatio, 
racter 
ſhip. 


Iris, or 
bow. 
Juno, tl 
of mar; 
Iſabel, a 


derly a 


Don Jol 
vious n 
villain. 
Jacques, 
choly 
characte 
Imogen. 
a beauti 
cent wif 
Juliet, 
conſtant, 
fortunate 


J ago, a cor 
villain. 

K 

Katharine, 


I. 
Launce, a 


Lucio, a ha 
Rake. 

Leonato, 
old man, 


DEX: 
Horatio, a fine cha- Play, Act. Scene. Perſons 
rafter of friend- | | 


ſhip. vol. 8 | Hamlet, Sa. | 

| | | | 
Iris, or the Rain- 10 —— 9 
bow. vol. 1 Temp. Tal 3 1 
Juno, the bleſſings | 0 
of marriage. ibid.] ibid. "ES 


Iſabel, a ſiſter ten- 
derly affectionate. 
ibid. | Meaſ. for Meaſ. 
Don John, an en- 
vious melancholy | | | 
villain, vol. 2 M. A. abt. Noth. | 1 
Jacques, a melan- 33 | 
choly 'Saryrical | _ | 
character. ibid. | As you like it. | 1 
Imogen, diſtreſs in | | EO 
a beautiful inno- | 3 . 
cent wife. vol. 8 Cymbeline. 
Juliet, beautiful, 
conſtant, and un- 


1 — — 
— —— — _ 


— — 
—— — — — 


1 

fortunate in love. 1 

ibid. | Rom. and Jul. 1 

Jago, a conſummate | 1 

villain. ibid.] Othello, 0 
K. | 


Katharine, a ſhrew. 
vol. 3 | Tam. of the Sh. 
T5 

Launce, a clown. 
vol. x | 2 Gent. Ver. | 

Lucio, a half-witted 
Rake, ibid. Meaſ. for Meaſ. 
Leonato, a brave 
old man, and a | | 


I. N D E X. 


tender father. Play. act. Scene Perſon. Othel 

vol. 2 M. A. abt. Noth.| | ſelf 

Leontes, extreamly | ſcen 

| Jealous, vol. 3 | Wint, Tale. | ſole 

Lavinia, beautiful, | mart 

innocent, and 5 mon: 

greatly unfortu- | | — - { 

nate. vol. 5 Titus Andro. 85 ſultec 

Laertes, the duties = cl | ther. 

of a ſon and a bro- | F ac 

ther. vol. 1 Hamlet. before 

M. 8 | | he 

Miranda, beautiful | whole 

and innocent. v. 1 | Temp. his am 

Morochius, (a | * - deſc 

moor) his perſon | | go, of a 

and manners. ſy and 

vol. 2 Mer. of Ven, | 2 | 2 Mer. WM ---his 

5 Malvolio, a fanta- | Cyprus 

i ſtical ſteward. v. 3 | Twelfth Night | | demon: 

1 Mercutio, quarrel- — = = = Jage 

8 ſome. vol. 8 | Rom, and Jul. work h 

4 5 | jealouſy 

A Nurſe, vol. 8 | Rom, and Jul. - - - his 

"I O. | after it. 

it Orlando, a younger | | | | | MW -- - his 

Y brother neglected | | confirm 

4 4 by the elder.vol.z | As you like it, | tiful ſcet 

of Ophelia, beauty and ET . aſks ] 

A innocence diſtrac- na for tl 

9 ted with calami-} | | kerchief, 

9 ties. vol 8| Hamlet. Virtues of 

. Othello, his ſervice is 

if of importance to | work'd un 

. the ſtate own'd by _ till he £ 
. Jago. ibid. | Othello, il 2 trance. 

bi VOL 


Othello owns him- 
ſelf of royal de- 
ſcent, and love the 
ſole motive of his 
marrying Deſde- 


mona. vol. 8 


- - ſeiz'd and in- 
ſulted by her fa- 
ther. 

- - - accus'd by him 
before the duke, 
he relates the 
whole progreſs of 
his amour. | 

-- - deſcrib'd by Ja- 
go, of a temper ea - 
ſy and credulous. 

his meeting at 
Cyprus with Deſ- 
demona. 

Jago begins to 
work him up to 
jealouſy. 

- - - his ſoliloquy 
after it. | 

his jealouſy 
confirm'd, a beau- 
tiful ſcene. 

- - , aſks Deſdemo- 
na for the hand- 
kerchief, tells the 
virtues of it. 

+ - - his paſſion 


work'd up by Jago 


till he falls in a 
trance. 


VOL. VIII. 


| 


P lay. 


Othello. 


Act. 


Scene. 
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Othello liſtens to 
Caſſio's diſcourſe 
with Jago. vol. 8 

= - - wrought up to 
fury, he reſolves 
to murther Deſde- 
mona and Caſſio. 

—ſtrikes Deſde- 
mona. 

- - = examines her 
and Emilia. 

- - - kills Deſdemo- 
na. 

- - - his bitter re. 
morſe after. 

- - - he kills himſelf. 

We 


Poſthumus, fond 


and jealous. vol. 8 
Proſpero, a magici- 
an. vol. 1 
Prothens, falſe to 
his friend and miſ- 
treſs. ibid. 
Tarolles, a lying 


cowardly captain. 


vol. 3 
Pandarus, a he- 
| bawd. vol, 7 


Q. 


Quickly, a bawd 


vol. 1 
vol. 4 ; 
Queen, ambition, 
cruelty, and fal- 


ſnood. vol. 8 


Play. f 


Othello. 


Cymbeline. 


Tempeſt. 
2 Gent. Ver. 


All's well, &c. 


Tro. and Creſ. 


M. W. of Windſ. 
1 and 2 Hen. 4. 


+ 


Cymbeline. 


INDE . 


Act. scene.] Perſon. 
44 3 
4| 5 
44 6 
4 : 8.9. 
5 6 
1 
5 10 

| 

| 
; 


Roſali 
and 
Rome. 
ly te: 


fortu 


Sycora 


Silvia, | 
conſta 
Shylock 
el and 


Thurio, 
ſimple 
to love 
Sir Tob: 
ſot. | 
Titus A 
a brave 
unfortu 
ther. 
Tamora, 
rar: -- 
Therſites 
calumn) 


Roſalind, beautiful 
and witty, vol. 2 
Romeo, paſſionate- 


ly tender, and un- 


fortunate in love. 


vol. 8 
8. 
Sycorax, a witch. 
Vol. 1 


Silvia, beautiful and 
conſtant. ibid. 
Shylock,a Jew, cru- 
el and covetous. 
| vol. 2 
. 
Thurio, a: rich 
ſimple pretender 
to love. vol. 1 
Sir Toby Belch, a 
ſot. vol. 3 
Titus Andronicus, 
a braye ſoldier and 
unfortunate fa- 
ther. Vol. 7 
Tamora, vid. Hor- 
ror. 
Therſites, envy and 
calumny, vol. 8 


Play. 


As you like it, 


Rom. and Jul, 


Temp. 


2 Gent. Ver. 


Mer. of Ven. 


2 Gent. Veron, 


Titus Andron. 


Tro. and Creſ. 


— 
Þ 


Twelfth Night. 


Act · Scene. | 
I 3. &c. 
o 


Perſon, 
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SECT. IV. 


INDE A-OQ 


Thoughts, or Sen- 


timents. 


Arsen ridi-| 


cul'd. vol. 3 
Actions to be carri- 
ed on with reſolu- 
tion. vol. 6 
Authority, the ill 

priviledges of it. 
vol. 1 
Adverſity, the ad- 

vantages of it. 
vol. 2 
B. 
Baniſhment, (in 
Mowbray baniſh- 
ed)-- - +: -:- $0. & 
Baniſhment, com- 
forted ibid. 
Baſtardy, defended. 
vol. 3 
C. 

Content in a pri- 
vate life vol. 5 
Crown, the pleaſure 
of wearing one. ib 
Conſcience. ibid. 
— item, ibid 
Calumny, unavoid- 
able. vol. 1 


Play: 
K. Lear. 
Hen. 8. . 


As you like it. 


Richard 2. 
ibid, 


K. Lear. 


2 Hen. 6. 
3 Hen. 6. 


Richard 3. 
ibid. 


* 


Ceremony. vol. 6 


| Timon. 


Meaſ. for Meaſ. 


Meaſ. for Meaſ. 


. Perſon, 


Wol. 


Iſab. 


Duke Sen, 


Mowbray, 
Gaunt. 


Baſt, 


Iden. 


Rich. 
2 Vil. 


EK. Rich. 


Duke. 
Apem. 
Timon. 


Change 
ſhip, 


Conſpii 
ful til 


Coward 
 Condute 
perior 


Chriſtm 
time is 


Courtſh 
young 
it ſhou 
ted. 

Cuckold 
themſe 


Dying v 
force. 


Day, ha 


een e 


Death im 
Doubt ar 


Depender 
be too r 
ted by e 


Duty exp 
ſimplicit 
table. 


Changes, in friend- 


ſhip, and hate. 
vol. 6 


Conſpiracy, dread- | 


ful till executed. 
ibid. 
Cowards die often. 
Conduct in war, ſu- 
perior to action. 

5 vol. 7 
Chriſtmas, how the 
time is reverenc'd. 

vol. 8 


Courtſhip, advice to 


young ladies how 
it ſhould be admit- 
ted. ibid. 
Cuckolds make 
themſelves. ibid. 


D. 
Dying words, their 
force. vol. 4 


Day, happy. ibid. 


— unfortunate. 
| ibid. 
Death invok'd. ibid. 
Doubt and delay. 
vol. 5 
Dependents, not to 
be too much truſ- 
ted by great men. 


vol. 6 


Duty expreſs'd with 
ſimplicity accep- 
table. vol. x 


P lay. 


Coriolanus. 


Jul. Caeſar. 


ibid. 


Tro. and Creſ. 


Hamlet. 


ibid. 


Othello. 


Richard 2. 


K. John. 


ibid. 
ibid. 


Richard 3. 


Hen. 8. 


Mid. N. Dr, | 


1 D 1 K. 


228 Scene. Perſon. 

4 $3 ler. 

2 x | Brut. 
2 4 | Cacf. 
k s | Ulyſ. 
x I Hor. 

1 4 Laer. Pol. 
413 [Kmil. 
2 1 | Gaunt. 
31 8 | K, Phil. 
3 x | Conſt. 

3 $ | Conſt, 
4 3 K. Rich. 

2 2 | Buck. 

3 1 | Thef, 


IN D E X. 


Death, the terrors 


of it. vol. 1 


the deſire of lov'd 


objects heighten'd 


Play. Act. Scene. 
Meaſ. for Meaſ. 3 2 


by it. vol. 2 M. A. abt. Noth. ] 4 2 


— —a neceſſary 
end, and ſhou'd 
not be fear d. 

vol. 6 

Delights, violent, 
not laſting. vol. 8 

Drunkenneſs, an 
unmanly vice. ib. 


E. 
Eclipſes, their inſſu- 
ence. vol. 3 
F. 


Faction, how to be 
carried on. vol. 4 
item. ibid. 
Favourites of prin- 
ces, wretched. 
vol. 6 
Friendſhip, none 
obſerv'd in love. 
vol. 2 
Fruition more lan- 
guid than expecta- 
tion. vol. 2 
Fortune. ibid. 
Friendſhip ground- 
ed on intereſt 
chang'd with for- 
tune, vol. 6 
Fly, reflections on 


Jul. Caeſar. 3 


Rom. and Jul, j 21 7 


Othello,” --- 4 1-43 
K. Lear. 1 7 
1 Hen. 4. 4 1 
wid. 1 
Hen. g. 3 6 


M. A. abt. Noth.“ 2 3 


Mer. of Ven. 2 7 
ibid. 4 2 
Timon. 14 2 


i 


the killing one, v. 


Tit. Andro. 3] 6 


Perſon, 


| Claud, 


Friar, 


j Caeſ. , 


Fri. 


Glo. 


Wor. 


K. Hen. 
Wol, 


Claud. 


Sal. Gra. 


Good 
out © 

Great 
favor 


Greatr 
to ce1 
Gold, 
ver m 
— 
Greatn 
with 
when 


Gold, i 


— —— 


Grief, 
diſcom 


Honour 
greateſ 


Holy wa 
Honour. 
—— det 
—— ne\ 
ſcribꝰ'd. 
e 

confer”, 


only, 


— due 


nal virt 
birth, 


ra. 


; C. 
Good to be drawn 
out of evil. vol. 4 


Great men, their 
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Man, the dignity of 
his nature. vol. 8 


O. 
Oaths, illegal, not 
Obligatory. vol. g 
—— to. princes, 
little valu'd by 


1 0 D * 


Mead. for Meaſ. | 2 


ibid. SY 


ibid, 4 


Mer. of Ven. : 
ibid, 1 4 
ibid, I 8 


As you like it. | 4 


1 


Hamlet. 2 


their people. ibid. 
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M. Antony's on 
Caeſar's murther. 
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Julius Caeſar, An- 
tony and Cleopatra, 
Macbeth, Hamlet, 
and Othello, are 
chiefly placed under 
the titles of thoſe 


plays. 
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SECT. VI. 


INDEX of De- 


ſcriptions, or Ima- 
ges. 


I. Deſcriptions of 


Places. 


B. 
Ba flowry. 
| „ 
D. 
Dover Cliff. vol. 3 
England celebrated. 
vol. 4 
— diſprais'd by 
the conſtable of 


France. ibid. 


Play. 
Cymbel. 


Rom. and Jul. 


Hamlet. 


Midſ. N. Dr. 


K. Lear. 
Richard 2. 


Hen. 5. 
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Act. 
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Scene. 
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P erſon; 


Gaunt, 


Con * 


by ir 
ons. 

| 
relati 


A field 


Gloceſ 
Inchan 
Kent, 

Lomba 


Nile, 
{crib" 


Piſa, 


The Se 


Salique 


Trent, 


To wer 


Fugland deſcrib'd 
in its ſituation. 

vol. 4 
only conquer'd 
by inteſtine diviſi- 
„ 
its intereſt in 
relation to France. 
„ el 


— its ſituation. 


vol. 8 
F. 
A field after a battle. 
vol. 4 
| = 
Gloceſterſnire. vol. 
| I. 
Inchanted iſle, vol. 1 
4 | 
Kent. 

; PEW 
Lombardy. vol. 3 
N. | | 
Nile, its flow de- 
ſcrib'd. vol. 7 

. 
Piſa. vol. 3 
8. 
The Severn. vol. 4 
Salique land. ibid. 

1 
Trent, at Burton. 

vol. 4 

Tower of London. 


vol. 5 


vol. 5 
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Play. 


. John. ä 
ibid. 


3 Hen. 6. 


Cymbeline. 


Henry 5. 
Richard 2. 
Tempeſt. 
2 Hen. 6. 


Tam. of the Sh. 


Ant. and Cleop. 
Tam. of the Sh. 
1 Hen. 4. 
Henry 5. 
1 Hen. 4. 


Richard 3. 


1. * 
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Vale, a dark and me- 
lancholy one. 
vol. 7 


II. Deſcriptions ef 
| Perſons. 


| A. 
Apothecary, his po- 
verty and ſhop de- 

ſcrib'd. vol. 8 

B. | 
Beautiful maid. v.3 
A biſhop in arms. 

vol. 4 
Bedlam beggars. 
vol. 3 
Beautiful perſon pe- 

titioning, vol. 1 
A bailiff. vol. 2 

C. 


Commons of Eng- 


land. vol. 4 


ſtancy. ibid. 
Courtier, an unſuc- 
ceſsful one. vol 6 
Cheats, ſeveral ſorts. 
| vol. 2 
Conſtables and 
watchmen. ibid. 
Courtier, humo- 
rouſly deſcrib'd. 

| ibid. 
Candidate for an of- 


their incon- 


Tit. Andro. 


Rom. and Jul. 
Tam. of the Sh. 
2 Hen. 4. 

K. Lear. 

2 Gent. Ver. 
Com. of Er. 
Richard 2. 

2 Hen. 4. 
Henry 8. 


Com. of Er. 


ibid. 5 


As you like it. 
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ieee. vol. 6 
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Scene. 
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D. 
A deform'd perſon. 
| vol. 4 
A dying perſon by 
poiſon, in K. John 
ibid. 
— of old age, 
in priſon, in Mor- 
timer. vol. 5 
— by ſtrang- 
ling, in D. Hum- 
phrey. ibid. 
— in agonies 
of deſpair, in car- 


F dinal Beauford. 
£ ibid. 
1 Drunken men vol. 1 


P ping of grief. 


vol. 3 
Debtor. vol. 6 
Duelliſt. vol. 8 


Death, in a beauti 
ful face. ibid. 

item. ibid. 

item. ibid. 
E. 


Engliſhmen, in pre- 


ference to the 
French. vol. 4 
— deſcrib'd by 
the French. vol. 5 


faſhions. vol. 6 


ing. vol. 8 


ridicul'd for 
following French 

Hen. 8. 
for hard drink- 


1 Hen. 6. 


2 Hen. 6. 


ibid. 
Temp. 


All's well, &c. 
| Timon. 
Rom. and Jul. 
| bk, 

| Cymbel. 
Rom. and Jul. 


| 
Hen. 5. 


1 Hen. 6. 
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F. 
A foppiſh courtier 
vol 4 
Flatterers of great 
men. vol. 3 
Fairies. vol. 1 
— item. vol. 8 
Fairy-maſquerade. 
vol. 1 
Fortune- teller. v. 2 
Fairies, Mab the 
queen of. vol. 8 
G. 
General, leading a 
victorious army. 
vol. 6 
Hypocrite. vol. 5 
— item. ibid. 
item. vol. 8 


; | 
Iriſhmen. vol. 4| Richard 2. 1 3 
A juſtice. vol. 2 | As you like it. 
A jeſter. vol. 3| Twelfth Night.] 3 
K. | 
King, a good one _ 
deſcrib'd. vol. 7 Macbeth. 4 
Knights of the gar- 
ter. vol. 5 1 Henry 6. 4 
Kentiſhmen. ibid.] 3 Hen. 6. x 
King, a good. ibid.] ibid. 4 
I. 
Lover, baniſn'd. v. 8 Rom. and Jul. | 3 


Lovers, humorouſ- 


ly deſcrib'd. ibid. 


Lovers parting. ib, j Cymbeline. 1 


Rom. and Jul. | x 


M. W. of Windſ.] 5 


Rom. and Jul. r 


Rom. and Jul. 


Play. Act. 
1 Hen. 4. I 
K. Lear. 2 


Midſ. N. Dr. 8 


Com. of Er. 5 


Coriolanus. 4 
Richard 3. I 
ibid. 3 


ibid. 59310 


Scene. 


mm © Us 


Perſon, 
Hot. 
Kent. 


Merc. 


E. Ant, 


Mer. 


Com. 


Glo. 


Jul. 


K. Richard. 
Jaques. 


Vio. 


Talb. 
York. 
K. Hen, 


Rom. 


Mer. 


Glo. Buck. | 
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ite 
— ite 
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Lover d. 
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] 
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News, 


news. 
A mad-m 
A. miſerat 

in Conſt 
E 

fourth's 
Mermaid. 
Melancho 


.N 


News- tell. 


A Nun. 
O 
Old man 
with care 
— vigor 
temperan 

youth. 
Old man ir 
tremity o 


ack, | 


ard. 
A bY I 


ls 


Lover, deſcrib'd. 

e 
— item. vol. x. 
—— item. ibid. 


—— conſtant. ibid. 
— baniſh'd. ibid. g 
—— 1n ſolitude. ib. 


Lover deſcrib'd. v. 2 
Lovers parting. v.7 
Meſſenger, with ill 
news. vol. 4 
— item. ibid. 
with good 
news. ibid. 
A mad-man. vol. 3 
A miſerable mother 
in Conſtance.vol.4 
Edward the 
fourth's widow. ib. 
Mermaid. vol. x 

Melancholy-man. 
vol. 8 

N. 


News- tellers. vol. 4 


A Nun. vol. 1 
O. 
Old man oppreſs'd 
with cares. vol. 2 
—— vigorous, from 
temperance in 
youth, ibid. 
Old man in the ex- 
tremity of decay. 


ibid. 


As you like it. 


2 Gent. Veron. 


ibid. 
ibid. 
ibid. 
ibid. 
As you like it. 
Tro. and Creſ. 


2 Hen. 4. 
K. John. 


2 Hen. 4. 
K. Lear. 


K. John. 


Richard 3. 
Midſ. N. Dr. 


Hamlet. 

K. John. 
Midſ. N. Dr. 
Com. of Er. 


As you like it. 


ibid. | 
1 2 
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Sil. and Clo, 


Jaques. 
Spced. 
Val. 
Jul. 
Val. 
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Roſa. 


North. 
Conſt. 


K. Hen. 
Cord. 


K. Phil. 


Queen. 
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Ham. 


Hub. 
The. 
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Old men ſubject to 


ingratitude. vol. 6 


P. 
Poſt-meſſenger. v. 4 
— — he 


ſame deſcrib'd v. 3 
Pedants, in Arma- 
do, Holofernes , 
Nathaniel. vol 2 
Q. 

A quarrelſome per- 
ſon. - val. 8 
8. 

Soldier young, brave 
and unpoliſh'd. 

vol. 7 
Soldiers in armour. 
vol. 4 
Scrving-man. vol. 3 
Sea-faring perſons 
in diſtreſs. vol. 1 
Savage-man,— vid. 
Caliban, ibid. 
Su immer. vol. 6 
Soldier. vol. 2 
School-boy. ibid. 
Shepherd. ibid. 
1 
Twins, their like. 
neſs deſcrib'd in 


the two Antipho- 


lis's and Dromio's. 
vol. 2 

Talkative COX- 
combs. vol. 2 


Trojans, vol. 7 


Play. 
Timon. 


2 Hen. 4. 


King Lear, 
Love's Lab. loſt | 
= 1 
Rom. and Jul. 


Tro. and Creſ. 


1 Hen. 4. 


K. Lear. 
2 emp. 


ibid. 


Jul. Cacfar. 
As you like it, 


ibid, 
ibid, 


Com. of Errors. 


Mer. of Ven. 
Tro. and Creſ. 
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villain's 
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Witch.y 

Woman 
wit. 

ite 


Wife, a 


Woman 

Witches 
charms 

Woman, 
one. 


Young 


all acco 


ite 
Youth, 
tender, 
Younger 
kept wi 
cation. 
Youth, 2 
one deſ 
Young la 
on the 
ſinging. 
Youth, a 


birth, 


V. 
Villain's look. 
l. & 
W. 
Witch. vid. Sycorax. 
Woman of ſatirical 
wit. vol. 2 
— item ibid. 
Wife, a good one. 
ibid. 
Woman's man. ib. 
Witches, and their 
charms. vol, 7 
Woman, a lewd 
one. ibid. 


I. | 
Young gentleman, 
an accompliſh'd. 
vol. 1 


Youth, a pert pre- 
tender. vol. 2 
Younger brother, 
kept without edu. 
cation. ibid. 
Youth, a beautiful 
one deſerib'd. ibid. 
Young lady playing 
on the lute and 
ſinging. vol. 7 
Youth, a pert one. 
| vol. 8 
—— two of royal 
birth, * ibid. 


item. vol.8 
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| Play. Act. 


K. John. 14 


M. A. abt. Noth. 2 
ibid. 132 


Mer. of Ven. 3 
Love's Lab. loſt.} 5 


Macbeth. 
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4 


2 Gent. Ver. | 2 


As you like it. | x 


ibid. 3 


Titus Andron. } 2 


Cymbel, 


ibid. 


Tro. and Creſ. 4 


Cymbeline. u 


Mer. of Ven. 3 
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III. Deſcriptions of 
To 


AN = dis- 
banded. vol. 4 
—— embarking. ib. 
Engliſh, new- 
rais'd. ibid. 
Angling. vol. 2 
Ambitious love. v. 3 
Art and nature, vid 
nature, 

Angling, Cleopa- 
tra's. vol. 7 
B. 

Beauty. vid. Bullen, 

Anne. 


— item. vol. 1 
neglected. ib. 


— deſerib'd by 


Romeo. vol. 8 
e 
Challenge, the cere- 
monial of one. 
vol. 4 
Combat in the liſts, 
its ceremony. ibid. 
Coronation, the ce 
remonies of one 
vol. 6 
. 

Denial of favours. 
vol. 6 
Diamond- ring. v. 7 
Death. vol. 8 


Dreams. ibid. 


LN d & 


Play. | 
2 Hen. 4. 
Hen. 5. 
K. John. 
M. A. abt. Noth. 


All's well, &c. 


Tempeſt. 
2 Gent. Ver. 


Richard 2. 


ibid. 
Hen. 8. 


Timon. 
Tit. Andro. 
Cymbeline. 


Rom, and Jul. 


Ant. and Cleop. | 


Rom. and Jul. | 


Act. scene. 
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Haſt. 
Chorus, 
Chat. 


Urf.- 
Hel, 


3 Gent, 


Flay. 
Mar. 
Poſt. 


| Mer. 


Perſon, 


Friend 


two d 


Friend 


Fortun 
votar! 
Family 
profu 


Gratiti 


ſervar 
Gentle 


Horſe, 
rode 


broke, 


. 

Entry of K. Rich- 
ard and Boling- 
broke into Lon- 
don. vol. 4 

Earthquake. ibid. 

Entry of Coriolanus 
into Rome after 
victory. vol. 6 

—— Pompey's. ib. 

Earth, and its pro- 
ducts. vol. 8 

F 


Faſhions, of Ita- 


ly, &c. vol. 4 
Face of a perſon near 
death. vol. 6 
— ill favour'd. 
vol. 1 
Friendſhip betwixt 
two young ladies. 
ibid. 
Friend. vol. 2 


Fortune, and her 
votaries. vol. 6 
Family, ruin'd by 
profuſeneſs. ibid. 
CE 
Gratitude in an old 
ſervant. vol. 2 
Gentle temper. v. 8 
| H. 
Horſe, Richard's 
rode by Boling- 
broke, _vol, 4 


| 


Play. 


Richard 2. 
1 Hen. 4. 


Coriol. 
Jul. Caeſar. 


Rom. and Jul. 


Richard 2. 
Henry 8. 


Temp. 


Midſ. N. Dr. 


Mer. of Ven. 


Timon. 


ibid. 


As you like it. 
Hamlet. 


Richard 2. 


AR, Scene. Perſon; 


5 3 Tork. 
3 1 f Hot. 
2 4 Bru, 
I * Mur. 


z I | York, 
4 3. | Pat. 
1 1 | Gonz, 
| | 

3 8 | Hel. 

3 Baſt. 
3 ee. 
i x.- Poet. 
41 
2 3 ! Adam, 


3 
of 
; 
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; Inſurrection of the 


Eing's evil, and its 


Hounds, and hunt - 
ing deſcrib'd.vol.1 

Houſe-keeping, rio- 
tous. vol. 6 

Hounds, horſes, 
hunting. vol. 7 

Hurricane. ibid. 

Horror in one bu- 
ried alive. vol.8 
| I. 


populace. +: vol. 4 
Interview of the 
kings of England 
and France: vol. 6 
Jeſts and jeſter. v.z 
Invention, a dull 
one. vol. 8 
Jealouſy deſerib'd. 
ibid. 
K. 


cure. vol. 7 
Kingdom, oppreſt 
by an uſurper. ib. 
L. 
Love, humorouſly 
deſcrib'd. vol. 2 
— improves all 
our faculties. ibid. 
fantaſtical. ib. 
Lionefs. ibid. 
Life, a pleaſant one 
deſcrib'd. vol. 3 
—— In a wild ſoli- 


tude, vol. 6 


1 © A. 


Play. Act. 
Midſ. N. Dr. 4 
Timon. 2 
Titus Andro. | 2 
Tro. and Creſ. | $ 
Rom. and Jul. | 4 | 
Richard 2. 3 
Hen. 8. 1 
Love's Lab. loſt.] 3 
Othello. „ 
ibid. 13 
Mackbeth. 4 
ibid. + 
Love's Lab 3 
ibid. 4 
ibid. 5 
As you like it. 4 
Tam. of the Sh. x 

Timon. 4 


Scene. Perſon. 
2 | Theſ. Hip, 
| | 
4 | Flay, 
1 
8 1 Tro. 
3 | Jub. 
4 | Scroop., 
| 
10 | Roſa, 
| 
| 89 Jago. 
5 | id. and Oti1, 
| 
. 
| 4 | Mac. 
q 6 Rolle, 
? n 
| 
3 Biron. 
4 |] idem. 
10 | idem. 
q 6 Oli. 
4 [Lord. 
1 
6 | Ape, 
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Nature 


Oak, la 


Parting 


Popular 
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Peace. 
— after 
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28 
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Play. 


Maſque, rural. vol. 1 Tempeſt. 


Moon. 


item. 


ibid. Midſ. N. Dr. 
ibid. ibid. 


Maſquerade, a ſcene 


vol. 2 M. A. abt. Noth. 


of one. 
Moon. ibid. | As you like it. 
Muſic. vol. 3 | Twelfth Night. 
Martlets neſts. v. Mackbeth. 
Madneſs for grief 
and love, in Ophe- 
Ha. vol. 8 Hamlet. 
N. 
Nature, ſtate of. 
vol. x | Temp. 
Nature and art. v.z | Wint. Tale. 
65 | 
Oak, large, old. | 
vol. 2 | As you like it. 
P. ö | 
Parting of lovers. | 
vol. 8 | Rom. and Jul. 


Popularity. vol. 4 


Pride, | ibid. 
Peace. ibid. 
— after civil war. 
ibid. 
Prodigies. ibid. 
item. ibid. 
—— item. ibid. 
item. vol. 6 
Peace. vol. s 


— betwixt York 
and Lancaſter. ib. 
Play, a bad one de- 


ſcrib'd. vol. x 


Richard 2, 
ibid. 


ibid. 


r Hen. 4. 
Richard 2. 
1 Hen. 4. 
2 Hen. 4. 


Jul. Caeſar, 


Richard 3. 


ibid. 


Midſ. N. Dr. 
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Act. 
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Scene. Perſon. | 
1 | Thef, Hip. 
3 | Lyſ. 
2 

2 | Orla. 

1 Duke. 
8 | King. 

3. 7 

I Gon. 
5 | Pol. Per. 
7 " 
% K. Rich. 
4 idem. 
4 idem. 
r | K. Hen. 
11 | Cap. 
x | Glend. 
9 | Cl. and GL 
6 | Calſc. 
1 | Rich. 
7 Richm, 
I 


Philoſt. 


I 


Picture of a beauti- 
ful woman. vol. 2 
Pictures of Adonis, 

Venus, Io, Daph- 

ne and Apollo. v. 3 
Poetry. vol. 6 

Prodigies. ibid. 

item. vol. 8 

Poiſon. ibid. 

R. 

Rumour. vol. 4 

item. ibid. 

Roſes, red and white, 
the badges of two 
parties. vol. 5 

3 

A ſong (Welch) v. 4 

Sleep. ibid. 

Signs of change in 
government. vol. 5 

Sleep. vol. 1 

A ſtream beautiful- 
ly deſcrib'd ibid, 

Slecp, ſound. ibid. 

Stag, in the chaſe. 

vol. 2 

Snake. ibid. 

Sound ſleep. vol. 6 

Storm at ſea. vol. 8 

r 8 

Time, the ſeeming 
inequality of its 
motion. vol. 2 

1 

Viſion, of good ſpi- 


rits. vol. 6 


Play. 
Mer. of Ven. 


Tam. of the Sh. 
Timon. 

Jul. Caeſar. 
Hamlet. 
ibid. 


2 Henry 4. 
ibid. 
1 Hen. 6. 


1 Hen. 4. 
2 Hen. 4. 


Richard 3. 
Midſ. N. Dr. 


2 Gent. Ver. 
Meaſ. for Meaſ. 


As you like it. 
wid. 

Jul. Caeſar. 
Othello. 


As you like it. 


Hen. 8. 


Act. Scene. 
3 2 
_ 44 
1 1 
2 4 
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4 9 
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3 1 
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3 9 
2 | 10 
4 6 
2 1 
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| Perſon, 
Baſs, 


Poet. 
Calph. 
Horat. 
Laer. 


Induction. 
War. 


Mort. & Gle. 
X. Hen. 


3 Cit. 
Ob. 


Jul. 


Claud. 


1 Lord. 
Oli OJ 
Brut. 


Roſa. 


Virgin! 
A vict. 

puted 
a 
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War, 
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— pre} 


— i 


— it 
A wrec 


—ͤ— it 


d 

clown 
White! 
Wonder 


from 1 


White! 


IV. De, 
Time 
ſons. 

Vear, un 

ſickly. 

Spring. 

Winter. 

ite 


Day- bre: 
— ite 
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Jle, 


Virginity, vol. 2 
A victory long diſ- 
puted. vol. 7 
and purſuit of 
the conquer'd. v.8 
W. 
War, the progno- 
ſtics of it. vol. 4 
— preparation for. 
| ibid, 
—— Ul effects of. 
ibid. 
— item. vol. 5 | 


A wreck. vol. 1 


item. vol. 2 

deſcrib'd by a 
clown. vol. 3 

White hand. ibid. 

Wonder proceeding 
from ſudden joy. 

| ibid. 

White haad. vol. 7 


IV. Deſcriptions of 


Times and Sea- 


ſons. 


Year,unfruitful and | 
ſickly. vol. 1 
Spring. vol. 2 
Winter. ibid. 
item. ibid. 
Day- break. vol. 4 
— item. vol. s 


NN BEL | 
Play. HAR, Scene.) Perſon, 


All's well, &c. n 
Macbeth. 11 


Cymbeline. 5 


Richard 2. 12 


Tempeſt. 1 
Com. of Er. I 
Wint. Tale, 3 
ibid. 


ibid. 
Tro. and Creſ. | r 


Midſ. N. Dr. 2 
Love's Lab. loſt. 5 
As you like it. 2 
Love's Lab. loſt. 5 | 
i Hen. 4. * 
1 Hen. 6. 2 


KS 


Henry 5. 2 
ibid. 5 
2 Hen. 6. 5 


3 


e 


10 


10 


Par. 


Poſt. 


Captain. 


Chorus. 


Burg. 


V. Cliff. 
Mer. 
Ari. 
Ægeon. 


Fle. 


3 Gent &c. 
Tro. 


Queen. 
Song. 


Duke Sen. 
Song. 
Glend. 
Bed. 


f 
1 
B 
N 
8 
* 


— 


Sun-riſing. vol. Titus Andro. 


R n 
4 5 4 — CLI SI YES 2 <a 2 


IN D E X. 
1 | Play. Act. 
Day-break. vol. 5 | Richard 3. s 
— item. vol. 1 Milf. N. Dr. 3 
—— item. vol. 2M. A. abt. Noth. 5 
— item. vol. 7 | Tro. and Creſ. 4 
— item. vol. 8 Rom. and Jul. 3 
item. ibid. | Hamlet. I 
Morning. vol. 4 | Richard 2. 1 
A low'ring mor- | 
ning. ibid. | x Hen. 4. 


5 
— clear. vol. 5] 3 Hen. 6. 2 
Morning. vol. 1 Tempeſt. 5 
item. ibid.] Midſ. N. Dr. } 3 

A pleaſant morning. 


vol. 7 | Titus Andro. 2 
item. vol.8; Rom. and Jul. 2 
2 

1 


— item. vol. 8| Rom. and Jul, 
Evening, a fair one. 


vol. 5 | Richard 3. 5 
Twilight. vol 4 K. John. 5 
- - - item. vol. y | Mackbeth, 3 
Night, in a camp. | 

vol. 4} Hen. 5. 4 
- = - ſtormy. vol. 3 | K. Lear. 3 
Midnight. vol. 4 K. John. 3 
- - - item. vol. 5 2 Hen. 6. I 
- - - item. ibid. | ibid. 4 
Night. vol. x | Midſ. N. Dr. 3 
- - - tem. ibid, | ibid. 5 


- = - beautiful de- 
ſcription of a 
moonlight. vol. 2 | Mer. of Ven, | s 
- = - tempeſtuous. 
vol. 6 | Jul. Caeſar. I, 


| Hor. 
Kichar d. 


* 


Perſon. 
Stan. 
Puck. 
Pedro. 
Tro. 


K. & P. E. 


Rich. 
Pro. 
Ob. 


Tam. 
Fri. 


+ Aar. | 
Ben. Moun. - 


Rich. 
Melun. 


1 Mur. 


Chorus. 
Gent. Kent. 
K. John. 
Boling. 
Capt. 

Her. 
Puck. 


Lor. Por. 


: 1 Caſc, 


Beaut! 
Siren 


U. + 


at. 


IN DIE Fe 
Ad. Scene. 


8 


Night, vol. 7 

- - - item, ibid. 

- - - item, 

- - - item, vol. 8 

Midnight. ibid, 
SECT. VII. 

INDEX of ſome 
Similies and Allu- 1 
ſions. 


A thor com- | 


pared to a far- 
mer's dog. vol. 3 
Anger, to an high- 
mettled horſe. v.6 
- - - to boiling wa- 
ter. 1bid. 
Ambition, to the 


dream of a ſnadow. 


vol. 8 
3. 


A doubtful battle, 


to a ſwan ſwim- 
ming againſt a 
ſtream. vol. 5 
- - - - to a cloudy 
morning, and a 
ſtormy ſea. ibid. 
Beautiful maid, to a 
Siren, vol. 2 


Play. 
Macbeth. 
ibid. 


ibid. Tro. and Creſ. 
Rom. and Jul. 


Hamlet. 


K. Lear. 
Hen. 8. 


Hamlet. 
3 Hen. 6, 


ibid, 


Com. of Er, 


w ww Un w 


2 


Perſon. 
Len. 


Mac. 
Achil. 


Jul. 


Ham. 


{ 


Yor k 5 


K. Hen. 
| 
S. Ant. 


Old M. &R. 


8. 
Courage compar'd 
to a faulcon. 

vol. 4 


ſet free. ibid. 
Contention, to' a 
horſe broke looſe. 
ibid. 
Conſideration, to an 
angel. vol. 4 
Catharine, queen, to 
a lilly. vol. 6 
A crowd diſpers'd, 
to wild geeſe. 
vol. x 
Courtſhip, the de- 


grees of it com. | 


par'd to dances; 
vol. 2 
D. 


Diſſimulation, to a | 


ſnake. Vol. 5 
. 
England to an eagle, 
Scotland to a wea- 
zel. vol. 4 
Q Elizabeth, to the 
maiden Phoenix. 
vol. 6 


F. 


Father (good) of a 


bad ſon, to the 
clear ſpring of a 


to a captive] 


Act. 


3 Play. 


Richard 2. 


ibid. 


2 Hen. 4. 
Hen. 5. 


Hen. 8. 


Midſ. N. Dr. 


M. A. abt. Noth. 


2 Hen. 6. 


muddy ſtream. 
Vol. 4 


Richard 2. 
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Scenel. Perſon. 


4 | Boling. 
4 | Mowbray. 
x | North, 
5 1 , Cant; 
I Ueen. 
_ 
x | Beat. 
3 5 Mar 
3 | Cran., 
7 | Boling. 


Faveur 
new -t 
ſel, a 

viers 


fiſhes 


— 


ſuckl: 
the ſi 


Garder 
to go 
diſor« 


 Gover 


bees. 


Glory, 


in th 
Gener:; 
to a \ 


Henry 
parin 
the 1 


| 
a dat 
{ 
| 
ry g 
weed 
Heart, 
one, 
bert” 


Inſuri 


ſtorr 


I 
Faveurites, to aj Play. Act. scene.] Perſon; 
new-trimm'd veſ- | 
ſel, and their en- 
. Viers to ravenous | | | 
fiſhes. vol. 6 | Hen. 8. I 4 | Wol. 
to honey- 
ſackles excluding 2 
the ſun. vol. 2 | M. A. abt. Noth. 3 I 
w_ - | Hero, 
Garden, compar'd 
to government, in 


diſorder. vol. 4 Richard 2. 3 1-5 
Government,, to | | 
bees. ibid. Hen. 5. 1 2 | Cant. | 
Glory, to a circle | 


in the water.vol.z | x Hen. 6. 'x | 6 | Pucel, 
General, an old, to | 
to a winter lion. 


vol. 5 2 Hen. 6. 8-2 7 | York, 


— — — 


NR. 

Henry prince com- 
paring himſelf to | 
the ſun in clouds. | | 
vol. 4 | x Hen. 4. x | 2 P. Hen. | 

| to rich oar in | ö 
a dark ſoil. ibid. 
to Mars. ibid.] Hen. 5. Prol. 
to a ſtrawber- 


ry growing among | 
weeds. ibid. | Henry 5. 1 2 | Ely. 
Heart, a penitent 
one, to a ripe, mul- 
berry. vol. 6 | Coriol. 34 $4 Vol: 
I. 25 


Inſurrection to a 
ſtorm. vol. 4 | 2 Hen. 4, 2 | 1x | Pr, Hen, 


1 n D. 
Infurreftion to bees. 
; vol. 4 


K. James I, to ce- | 


dar. vol. 8 
1 * 

King Ri ard, com- 
par'd to a falling 
ſtar and the ſetting 
ſun. vol. 4 


King's return to his 


country compar'd | 


to a mother's 
meeting her child. 
ibid, 

L. 
Love, compar'd to 
a canker in a bud. 
vol. x 
to April wea- 
ther. ibid. 
— to a waxen I- 
mage. ibid. 


Lover, to a cameli- | 


„ vob 
Love compar'd to a 

figure on ice. ibid. 
Lover ſucceſsful, to 

a conqueror. yol.z 
— his thoughts, 

to the inarticulate 

Joys of a crowd. 

| ibid. 

2: 
Mind, in doubt, com- 

par d to the tide. 


— 


vol. 4 


Play, 
2 Hen. 4. 


Hen. 8. 


Richard 4. 


ibid. 


2 Gent. Ver. 


ibid. 


ibid. 


ibid. 


Mer. of Ven. 
wid. 


2 Hen. 4. 


Act. Scene. Perſon; 
3 6 | War. 
8 8 | Cran. 
| hy 
| 
2 | xx | Sali. 
| 
4 
3 2 K. Rich. 
1 x | Pro. Val. 
I 4 | Pro, 
1 7 idem. 
| 2 | x | speed. 
3 2 | Baſs. 
| 
3] > idem. 
21 6 | North, 


Maids, 
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tide. 
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garde! 


Rebels, 
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Reaſon 
the m. 


* 


Sun rift 


tent. 
Sum rif 
dark r 
reſtor: 
lawful 
Spies, 
twigs. 
Soldiers 


Treaſoi 


to a fe 
Tears, 


ly. 
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"1 ND K X. 


Maids, to flies. | 
vol. 4 

O. | 
Opportunity, to the | 
tide. vol. 6 
P. | 
Promiſes, to the. 
garden of Adonis. 
vol. 5 


R. | 


Rebels, returning 
to allegiance, com- 
par'd to a flood. | 

vol. 4 

Reaſonreturning,to 

the morning. vol. 1 


. | 
Sun riſing in a clou- 


dy ſky, to King] 


Richard in diſcon- 
tent. vol. 4 


Sun riſing after a 


dark night, to the 
reſtoration of a 
lawful king. ibid. 
Spies, to lim'd- 


twigs. vol. 5 
Soldiers, to bees. 


vol. 7 

3 | 
Treaſon compar'd 
to a fox. vol. 4 
Tears, to dew on a 


fly. vol. 7 


YOL, VIII. 


Play. 
Het. 5. 


Jul. Caeſar. 


1 Hen. 6, 


. John. 


Tempeſt. 


Richard 2, 


ibid. 
2 Hen. 6. 


Tit. Andro, 


1 Hen. 4. 


Tit. Andro. 


I. 


It. 
3 


scene.] Perfon, 
5 Burg. 
5 Brut. 
11 Dan. 
f 6 Sal. 
3 | Pro, 
6 Boling. 


| 
; 


Worceſter E. of, in 


rebellion, compa- 
red to a meteor. 
vol. 4 
Warwick's death, to 
tie fall of a cedar. 
vol. 5 
Wolſey, cardinal,to 
a falling ſtar. 


1 Hen. 4. 


3 Hen. 45 


| 


| 


vol. 6: Hen. 8. 


Wanderer, toa drop 
of water in the o- 
cean. vol. 2 
World, compar'd to 
a ſtage. vol. 2 
Widow, to a turtle. 


vol. 3 


W 
D. of York fighting, 


to a lion among a 


Com. of Er. 
As you like it. 


Wint. Tal. 


herd of nat. vol.; 


| > Hen. 6. 


scene 


4 


Perſons 


R. Hen. 


War. 


Rich, 
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VARIOUS READ IN GS 


O R 


CONJECTURES 


| O N 
C 
IN 


MAE 


C fnce the publication of our firſt edition, there having been 

ſome attempts upon Shakeſpear publiſh'd by Lewis Theo- 
bald (which he would not communicate during the time where- 
in that edition was preparing for the preſs, when we, by public 
advertiſements, did requeſt the aſſiſtance of all lovers of this 


author) we have inſerted, in this impreſſion, as many of 'em as 


are judg'd of any the leaſt advantage to the poet ; the whole 
amounting to about twenty five words. 

But to the end eyery reader may judge for himſelf, we have 
annexed a compleat liſt of the reſt ; which if he ſhall think fri- 
vial, or erroneous, either in part or the whole; at worſt it can 
ſpoil but a half ſheet of paper, that chances to be left vacant 
here. And we purpoſe for the future, to do the fame with re- 
ſpect to any other perſons, who either thro? candor or vanity, 
ſhall communicate or publiſh, the leaſt thing tending to the illu- 
{tration of our author. We have here omitted nothing but 
pointings and meer errors of the preſs, which I hope the correc- 


tor of it has rectify'd; if not, I cou'd wilh as accurate an one 


as Mr. Th. had been at that trouble, which I delired Mr. Ton- 
fon to ſollicit him to undertake. A. P. 
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W. 


Worceſter E. of, in 
rebellion, compa- 
red to a meteor. 

| vol. 4 

Warwick's death, to 

tlie fall of a cedar. 
vol. 5 

Wolfey, cardinal,to 

a falling ſtar. | 
vol. 6 
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of water in the o- 
cean. vol. 2 

World, compar'd to 
a ſtage. vol. 2 

Widow, to a turtle. 

vol. 3 
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to a lion among a 


herd of ncat. vol.; 


1 Hen. 4. 


3 Hen. 6. 


Hen. 8. 


Com. of Er. 
As you like it. 


Wint. Tal. 


3 Hen. 6, 
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Perſon > 


Is. Hen. 


War. 


Ant. 
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4 Rich, 
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VARIOUS READINGS 


| 5 0 
CONJECTVURES I 
: 6 1 | 


3 | | I N 
SHAKESPEAR, 


| I Ser the publication of our firſt edition, there having been 
4 ſome attempts upon Shakeſpear publiſh'd by Lewis Theo- 
4 bald (which he would not communicate during the time where- 
nn that edition was preparing for the preſs, when we, by public 
advertiſements, did requeſt the aſſiſtance of all lovers of this 
author) we have inſerted, in this impreſſion, as many of em as | 
are judg'd of any the leaſt advantage to the poet ; the whole | 
amounting to about twenty five words. | 
But to the end eyery reader may judge for himſelf, we have 
annexed a compleat liſt of the reſt ; which if he ſhall think fri- 
vial, or erroneous, either in part or the whole; at worſt it can 
ſpoil but a half ſheet of paper, that chances to be left vacant 
here. And we purpoſe for the future, to do the ſame with re- 
| fſpett to any other perſons, who either thro” candor or vanity, 
| ſhall communicate or publiſh, the leaſt thing tending to the illu- 
{tration of our author. We have here omitted nothing but 
pointings and meer errors of the preſs, which I hope the correc- 

tor of it has rectify'd; if not, I cou'd wiſh as accurate an one 

as Mr. Th. had been at that trouble, which I deſired Mr. Ton- 

ſon to ſollicit him to undertake. A. P. | 


L 2 


— — Se —— PRs 


VARIOUS READINGS, 


VARIOUS READINGS, GUESSES, &c. 


The Mzxrxy Wives of WixDSOR.] Act 1. Scene 7, 
page 15. line 17, Sometimes the beams of ber view guilded my 
Foot, ſometimes my portly belly. L. T. calls this reading (guilded 
for guided) his own; but it is in the firſt folio edition, which 
it hereby appears he had never ſeen. 

MiDSUMMzZR NIOGHT's DREAM.] Act 5. Sc. 2. p. 
77. I. 14. for mural, he would have it mure all. | 

MERCHANT of VENICE.] Act 1. Sc. 2. p.12. I. 19. for 
colt he ſuppoſes doit. Act 4. Sc. 2. p. 68. Not on thy Soul !— 
but on thy Soul, harſh Jeu, Thou ſharpen'ſt thy revenge——He 
reſtores a pur to this paſſage, Not on ily Sole, but on thy Soul, 
barſu Jew— page 7x. I. 6. for truth he reads ruth. 

KING LEaR.] Act 1. Sc. 15. p. 32.1. 22. T7 untender 


woundings of a father's curſe, he reads Th) untented woundings, 


Act 2. Sc. 11. p. 54. I. 1. Inſtead of —rike her young bones, 
Infecting airs he would have it, You taking airs! Act 3. 
Sc. 2. p. 62. I tax not you, ye elements, with unkindneſs, Lou 
ewe me no ſubmiſſion, he chuſes to read 0 ſubſcription. Act 4. 


Sc. 1. p. 81. I. 12. Our mean ſecures us fi. e. our mean e- 
ſtate) he would alter arbitrarily, Our means (i. e. riches) en- 


ſnare us. Act 5. Sc. 10. p. 117. |. 27. Twas no man elſe— he 
prefers the two negatives. Nor no man elſe. 

Ki NG JohN. ] AQ 3. Sc. 2. p. 42. for In likeneſs of a new 
untrimmed bride, read, betrimmed bride. End of the firſt Act 
of K. John. He thinks this Act ends wrong, and that ſome 
ſcene follow'd which is lot; becauſe otherwiſe Conſtantia fits 
down on the ſtage only to riſe again and go off. It ſeems to be 
ſo, and it were to be wiſh'd the reſtorer could ſupply it. | 

FI RS T PART OF HENRY IV.] Act 2. Sc. 2. p. 28. 
1. 5. great one · eyers, He conjectures ſhould be great Seigniors 
Act 5. Sc. 1. p. 89. I. 6. peace chevet, peace he would 
alter to peace chewet, peace. The firſt ſignifics a bolſter, the ſe- 
cond a magpie: it is ſpoken to Falſtaff. e 
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AN To 
Lite to à v 


YT we WW. DEV” 


GUESSES, ve. 
SeconD PART of HENRY IV.] Act z. Sc. 10. p. 46. 
Piſtol fays to Falſtaff, Sweet knight I kiſs thy Neif.” Which 
word ſigniſies a wench, and he has been quarrelling with Fal- 
ſtaffe's Doll. The corrector thinks it impoſſible that a drunken 
fellow ſhould offer at ſach a thing, and therefore ſuppoſes neif 


here mult be taken in its other ſenſe, for a fi/t, and ſo he deſires 


to kiſs fir John's hand. 

HENRY V.] AQ 2. Se. 3. p. 33. lin. ult, His noſe was 
as ſharp as a pen = and a Table of green fields.” Mr. 
P. omitted this latter part, becauſe no ſuch words are to be 
found in any edition till after the author's death. However ths 
reſtorer has a mind they ſhould be genuine, and ſince he cannot 


otherwiſe make ſenſe of em, would have a meer conjecture ad- 


mitted, that it may be thus“ anda babled of green fields.“ 

FIRST PART OF HENRY VI.] Pag. 18. lin. 3. for am- 
bitious umpire, he would read conjecturally, ambitions Hum- 
pbrey. SECOND PART, Act 2. Sc. 4. p. 353. I. ult. for Ed: 
ward Langley, read Edmond (rectè.) THIRD PART, p. 24. 


1. 23. Would not have ſtain'd the roſes juſt with blood, he conjee- 


tures ſhould be --- roſes juic'd with blogd. | 

RicHARD III.] Act 2. Se. 1. In the ſtage direction, 
Flouriſh, Enter King Edward ſick, dele Flouriſh. (rectè.) 

In HEN RT VIII.] Acta. Sc. 4. for chiverel read cheve- 
. 5 

TIM oN OF Ar HENS.] Act 1. Sc. r. p. 8. I. 22 
mean eyes have ſeen the foot abe ve the head. (i. e. ordinary, com- 
mon obſervation has ſeen the viciſſitude of human grandeur) 
He would correct it, men's eyes Act 2. Sc. 1. I. ult.--- And 
have the dates in. Come, read, And have the dates in compt. 
(rectè.) | 

CoRIOLANUS.] A& 1. Se 8, Thou wert a ſoldier even to 
Calvusꝰ wiſh, c. He clearly proves from a paſſage in Plutarch. 
that Shakeſpear writ Caioin this place. A terrible anachronitm, 
which might have layn hid, but for this reſtorer. 

Ax ToNY and CLEOPATRA.] Act 1. Sc. 5. p. 19. I. 33. 
Like to @ vagabond flag upon the ſtream, Goes to and back, laſhing 


VARIOUS READINGS, 


the varying tyde He corrects to, lackying the varying tyde. 

Titus ANDRONICUS.] Act. Sc. ult. p. 52. 1 2.—— 
How would he hang his wings And buxz lamenting doings in the 
air! He has ſomewhere ſeen it read, dronings ; the right read- 
ing ſeems to be lamented ns (i. e.) complain of lamentable 
cruelties. 

TRro1LVUs and CRESS1D A.] Act x. Sc.r. p. J. I. rg. 
Inſtead of the note admiration in all the editions, O that ! her 
band ! he would have it, How white her hand! l. xo. inſtead of, 
How many fathoms deep they lye intrench'd, he would have in- 
drenchd. Sc. 3. p. 9.1. 24. Before the ſun roſe be was har- 
neſt light, he would alter by gueſs, harneſs-dight. Sc. 4. p. 11. 
the note at the bottom, Good-morrow Alexander. This mate- 
rial paſſage he thinks fit to reſtore, becauſe it might be the 
name of Creſſid's man-ſervant, for ought we know, tho? he is 
no where elſe mention'd : and *tis not impoſſible but Pandarus 
might bid him good-morrow. — AQ z. Sc. 4. p. 41 J. 16. for 
And read But, l. 18. Unlike young men, whom Ariſtotle thought, 
This is ſaid by Hector, and Mr. Row alter'd it, whom graver 
ſages thought, ſo that he is miſtaken in ſaying no edition had it 
fo, but acts the part of a reſtorer in vindicating the anachro- 
niſm to Shakeſpear. 

. CYMBELINE.] Act 3. Sc. 4. p. 60. Diſ.edg'd by her whom 
now thou tireſt on (metaph. from hawking) he would have it, 
Dif-ſeig'd. 

HAM LET. ] Ad 1. Sc. 1. p. 6. I. 27. for ume the re- 
ſtorer reads illumine. p. 10. for ſtrike it with my partizan, he 
would have ſtrike at it. The firſt ſpoils a verſe, the ſecond 
mends one. SC. 2. p. 12. I. 11. for colleagued as it is in all the 
editions, he conjectures collogued. I. 26. inſtead of For bear- 
ers of this greeting Our bearers l. 2. inſtead of Giving 10 
you no further perſonal power of treaty with the King, he would 
read, To buſineſs (making buſineſs a verb.) p. 14. I. 18. Tow 
father loſt a father, that father, his.---He would alter it, your fa- 
ther loſt a father, that father loſt, loſt his --- (which ſpoils the 
meaſure.) Sc. 3+ p. 16, I. 4. for That it ſuou'd come thus. 
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GUESS-ES,: &c. 


he reads, That it ſpou'd come to this! I. 7. So loving to my 
mother, That he permitted not the winds of heaven viſit her face 
too roughly --He ſays ſome ola editions have That he might not 
beteen the winds, &c. whence he would alter it, That he might 
not let een the winds, &c. inſtead of That he permiited not--— 
p.16.1 91. My father's brother; no more like my father than Its 
Hercules-—he would ſpoil the meaſure to inſert, My father's 
brother, but no more like my father — Sc. 4. p. 19. I. 5. Indeed, 
firs, but this troubles me, he redoubles the word Indeed. Sc. 5. 


pi. 21. |, 11. The ſanctity and health of the whole ſtate, he con- 


jectures ſhou'd be, ſanity. and health, (which ſeems the ſame 
thing) Sc. 6. p. 23. |. 20. What is't, Ophelia, he ſaid io you ? 
he makes hat is't Ophelia, he hath ſaid to you? p. 24.1. 6. — 
Tender yourſelf more dearly, Or (not to crack the wind of the poor 
phraſe, wronging it thus) you'll tender me a fool. He alters by 
conjecture, ranging it thus — SC. 9. p. 25. This heavy-headed 
revel, &c. are put into the bottom of the page, as lines which 
had been left out after the firſt edition. He ſuppoſes Mr. P--- 
never ſaw a 410 edition of 1637. where they are again inſerted : 
he did ſee that edition ; but it bearing ſmall authority, as printed 
ſo many years after Shakeſpear's death, he choſe to follow the 
editions in his life-time, one of 1605. and one of 1611. 
mention'd (as Mr. T--- might have ſcen) in his catalogue of 
editions. In theſe lines he alters mole to mold, ſlar to ſtar, eaſe 
to baſe, and a doubt to worth out, which gives the whole a glim- 
mering of ſenſe, but it is purely conjeQural, and founded on no 
authority of copies. Sc. 7. p. 27. I. 4. So horridly to ſoake 
our diſpoſition, he reads ſo horribly. Se. 8. p. 29. I. 2. 
And for the day cenfin'd to faſt in fires : So it is in all the editi- 
ons, but he deſires to have it, roaſt in fires. p. 29. 1. 22. That 
1, with wings as ſwift, May ſweep to my revenge: he gueiles 
ſhou'd be may ſwoop to my revenge. p. 31.1. 3. inſtead of 
unhouzzePd, unanointed, un- anell'd. He reads, unhouſeT'd, una- 
nelPd, and gives his affirmation, that unanelPd never fignify'd 
No knell rung. Sc. 9. p. 33. I. 8. for, Theſe are but wild and 
hurling words, He wou'd have, whirling words. 


— VARIOUS READINGS, 


the varying tyde---He corrects to, lackying the varying tyde. 

Titus ANDRONICUsS.] Act z. Sc.ult. p. 52. 1 2.—— 
How would he hang his wings And buzz lamenting doings in the 
air He has ſomewhere ſeen it read, dronings ; the right read- 
ing ſeems to be lamented doings (1. e.) complain of lamentable 
cruelties. 

Tol Lvs and CR ESSIDA.] Act 1. Sc. 1. p. 7. I. rg. 
Inſtead of the note admiration in all the editions, O that ! her 
band! he would have it, How white her hand! l. 10. inſtead of, 
How many fathoms deep they lye intrench'd, he would have in- 
drench'd. Sc. 3. p. 9. I. 24. Before the ſun roſe he was har- 
neſt light, he would alter by gueſs, harneſs-dight. SC. 4. p. 11. 
the note at the bottom, Good-morrow Alexender. This mate- 
rial paſſage he thinks fit to reſtore, becauſe it might be the 
name of Creſſid's man-ſervant, for ought we know, tho? he is 
no where elſe mention'd : and *tis not impoſſible but Pandarus 

might bid him good-morrow. — AQ 2. Sc. 4. p. 41 I. 16. for 
And read But ; l. 18. Unlike young men, whom Ariſtotle thought. 

This is ſaid by Hector, and Mr. Row alter'd it, whom graver 

ſages thought, ſo that he is miſtaken in ſaying no edition had it 


' fo, but acts the part of a reſtorer in vindicating the anachro- 


niſm to Shakeſpear. 


. CYMBELINE.] Act 3. Sc. 4. p. 60. Dif-edg'd by her whom 


now thou tireſt on (metaph. from honing) 4 he would have it, 
Dif-ſeig*d. | 

HAM LET. ] Ac . Sc. 1. p. 6. I. 27. for illume the re- 
iorer reads illumine. p. 10. for ſtrike it with my partizan, he 
would have ſtrike at it. The firſt ſpoils a verſe, the ſecond 
mends one. Sc. 2. p. 12. I. 11. for colleagued as it is in all the 
editions, he conjectures collogued. l. 26. inſtead of For bear- 
ers of this greeting Our bearers l. 27. inſtead of Giving 79 
gore no further perſonal power of treaty with the King, he would 
read, To buſineſs (making buſineſs a verb.) p. 14. I. 18. Your 
father loſt a father, that father, his. He would alter it, your fas 
ther loſt a father, that father loſt, loſt his (which ſpoils the 
meaſure.) Sc. 3. P. 16, I. 4. for That it ſnou'd come this. 
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G UE SS E S, Cc. 
he reads, That it ſpou'd come to this! I. 7. So loving to my 
mother, That he permitted not the winds of heaven viſit her face 
too roughly He ſays ſome old editions have That he might not 
beteen the winds, &c. whence he would alter it, That he might 
not let een the winds, &c. inſtead of That he permiitcd not--— 


p.16.1 91. My father's brother; no more like my father than Its 


Hercules-—he would ſpoil the meaſure to inſert, My father's 
brother, but no more like my father — Sc. 4. p. 19. I. 5. Indeed, 
firs, but this troubles me, he redoubles the word Indeed. Sc. 5. 
p. 21. I. 11. The ſanctity and health of the whole ſtate, he con- 
jectures ſhou'd be, ſanity and health, (which ſeems the ſame 
thing) Sc. 6. p. 23. I. 20. What is't, Ophelia, he ſaid to vo? 
he makes 7/ hat is't Ophelia, he hath ſaid to you? p. 24.1. 6. — 
Tender yourſelf more dearly, Or (not to crack the wind of the poor 
phraſe, wronging it thus) you'll tender me a fool. He alters by 
conjecture, ranging it thus — SC. 9. p. 25. This heavy-headed 
revel, Cc. are put into the bottom of the page, as lines which 
had been left out after the firſt edition. He ſuppoſes Mr. P- 
never ſaw a 4to edition of 1637. where they are again inſerted : 
he did ſee that edition ; but it bearing ſmall authority, as printed 
ſo many years after Shakeſpear's death, he choſe to follow the 
editions in his life-time, one of 1605. and one of 1611. 
mention'd (as Mr. T- might have ſcen) in his catalogue of 
editions. In theſe lines he alters mole to mold, ſtar to ſcar, eaſe 
to baſe, and a doubt to worth out, which gives the whole a glim- 
mering of ſenſe, but it is purely conjeQural, and founded on no 
authority of copies. Sc. 7. p. 27. I. 4. So horridly to ſake 
our diſpoſition, he reads ſo horribly. ——— Sc 8. p. 29. I. 2. 
And for the day cenfin'd to faſt in fires : So it is in all the editi- 
ons, but he deſires to have it, roaſt in fires. p. 29. 1. 22. That 
I. with wings as ſwift, May ſwecp to my revenge: he gueſſes 
ſhou'd be may ſwoop to my revenge. p. 31.1. 3. inſtead of 
unbouzzePd, unanointed, un-aneld. He reads, unbouſel d, una- 
nell'd, and gives his affirmation, that ananell'd never fignify'd 
No knell rung. Sc. 9. p. 33. I. 8. for, Theſe are hut wild and 
hurling words, He wou'd have, whirling words. 


VARIOUS READINGS, 
Ad 2. Sc. 1. p. 36. I. 14. You muſs not put another ſcandal 


read, an utter ſcandal. P. 36. 1. 25. And I believe it is a fetch of 


wit. Another reading has it—— fetch of warrant, The next 
line for ſallies read ſullies, tor ſpots) fubſt. Se. 4. p. 4r. I. ult. 
Gives him three thouſand crowns in annual fee ; it has been al- 
ter'd (from the year 1637.) to Gives him threeſtore thou- 
fand—— which in his ear is a verſe. P. 42. I. 27. that he is 
mad tis true ; "tis true, tis pity ; aud pity, it is true: He 
makes this material eorrection, That he is mad, tis true,; *tis 
true, "tis pity 5 and pity "tis, tis true. P. 44. I. 15. Do you 
' think this? alter d. Do you think tis this? Sc. 6. p. 50.1. 23. 
Theſe are now the faſhion, and ſo berattle the common ſtages — 
He conjectures that faſhion ſhould be faction, and ſtages, ſtagers. 
Sc. 7. p. $4. I. 8. The rugged Pyrrhas, &c. AM thefe verſes 
out of a tragedy of thoſe times, which (as the editor thinks) 
are horrible fuſtian, and commended ironically, This corrector 
eſteems to be very fine ones; and is at a loſs how to reconcile 


what Hamlet ſays of that play, That it had no ſalt, and no 


effefiion in it;ꝰ wherefore he ſubſtitutes affectation, and judici- 
o a it, that tho the play indeed had no ſalt, that is no 
poig. ant or virulent ſatyre in it; yet to make amends for that 
great defect (of ſatyre in a tragedy) it had however no afñfectati- 
on; of which the reader will be the beſt judge, when he caſts his 
eye on the whole together Sc. 7. p. 55. I. J. A ſilence in the 
heavens, The rack ftand ſtiill. He does not know there is any 
ſuch word in Engliſh, as the rack of the clouds ; fo ſuppoſes 
it ſhould be wrack. P. 56. 1. 12. Look if he have not turn'd his 
colour —— he corrects Look where (for whether) he have not 
turn'd his . 

Act 3. . p- 60. And drive his purpoſe into theſe de- 
lights. —— on to theſe delights. Se. 7. p. 12. and as my love 


is fix'd, any fear is ſo. He reads and as my love is ſia'd, my fear is 
fo. P. 74. I. 15. Still worſe and worſe, he conjectures, fill 


better and wor ſe. Sc. 8. p. 75. I. 10. for rayed ſhooes, he 
gueſſes raisꝰd ſooes. I. 17. A very very peacock; he is defirous 


ſhould be meacock, or paddork, or pꝛirtoot, or any thing but pe- 
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cock. P. 78. 1. 18. It is lach like an ou le, another reading, It 
is back'd like a weezel. Sc. 9 I. 2. To let his madneſs rage. 
r. To let his madueſs range. Ibid. To keep thoſe many bodies ſafe 
—he redoubles the word many— P. 80. I. 16. 0h! my of. 


Fence is ran — 1 has the primal eldeſt curſe upon it, A bro- 
ther's marder] He adds, That of a brother's murder. Sc. 10. 
p. 82. |. 3. Up feword and know thou a more horrid time, he 
reads conjecturally a incre horrid bent. Sc. 11. P. 83. I. 7. 
And C uou'd it were not ſo? ) you are my mother, r. But, 
P. 84. in the ſpeech of Hamlet to his mother, he inſerts ſome 
lines not to be found before the edition of 1637. and very bad 
ones. P. 85. I. 18. In the rank ſweat of an inceſtuous bed, he 
prefers another reading, enſeamed bed. 

Act 4. Sc. 1. He replaces ſome verſes which were imperfect, 
(and, tho? of a modern date, ſeem to be genuine) by inſerting 
two words. 

Come Gertrude, we'll call up your wiſeſt friends: 

And let them know both what we mean to do, 

And what's untimely done. Happily, Slander, 

* (Whoſe whiſper o'er the world's diameter, 

& As level as the cannon to his blank, 

„ Tranſports his poiſon'd ſhot) may miſs our name, 

* And hit the woundleſs air.. O come away, 

My ſoul is full of diſcord and diſmay. 

Sc. 3. p. 95. |. 1. By letters congruing to that efeF, he would 
have, conjuring to that effect. Sc. 9. p. 107. I. 9. I low'd your 
father, and we love yourſelf. He prefers And we love ourſelf: 
And adds theſe words, from the ſecond folio edition, How now, 
what neus? Letters my lord from Hamlet; which are not 
neceſſary, and omitted in the firſt edition. He alſo adds two 
more lines in the ſame way a little lower. 

Act 5. Sc. 5. p. 130. I. 16. And in the cup an onyx all he 
throw In union is the other reading: Mr. Pope prefers 
the former, Mr. T the latter. Sc. 6. p. 134. I. 8. O5 
proud death ? What feaſt is tou'rd in thine eternal cc!) 2 Another 
reading has it infernal, 8 
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VARIOUS READINGS, GUESSES, G. 
OTKELLo.] Act 4. Sc. 1. p. 32. I. 17. Convinced or ſup- 
plied them, he alters to Con vinc'd or ſuppled them. Act 1, 
Sc. 8. p. 21. I. 6. — And fold to ſlavery, my redemption 
thence, And with it all my travels hiſtory : It is ſo in the firſt e- 
dition; but he prefers, And portance in my travels hiſtory. Tho? 
it be thus only in the latter editions, he queſtions not but Shake- 
ſpear himſelf alter'd it ſo after the firſt ; which if the remarker 
had ever ſeen, he would have found the play was not publiſhed 
at all till after the author's death. (See Walkley's preface to it.) 
In general, Mr. T— prefers the contrary readings to 
| thoſe choſen by Mr. P The readers may take which they 
think beſt, and when they are all agreed, the text may be eſta- 
pliſh'd accordingly. - | 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE Printers intend ſoon to 
publiſh Propoſals for a N RM 
"EDITION of SPENSER'S FAL 
RY QUEEN; with a NEW An- 


GUMENT prefixed to each CanTo. 


It is hoped the public will find |}, 


that theſe aRGUMENTS will ren- 
der the MEANING, and THE UNI- 
ON OF PARTS of the Poem, much 
more eaſily intelligible; and, as it 
were, lead the Reader into the ve- 


ry mind and foul of 8 ENSER. 
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